Please note. This article may offend some readers. It has sexual content and discretion is needed

If you are under the age to read such material in your area, please go no further…you have been warned. 

My financial situation was getting worse…not better. No matter how I tried I could not climb over the mountain of debt that was accumulating. I had a good day job and also a night job…but with both combined wages it still seemed impossible to clear the debt.

I’d been totally stupid in taking a loan from a less than reputable loan shark. I paid him every cent I earned but when I looked at the balance owing it was bigger than the week before.

Husband Greg was at sea most of the time and I didn’t want to burden him with a problem I had created and was my responsibility and not his.

I confided in my friend Sara that I had this problem…financially that is.

She took a sip of her coffee, contemplating as to whether she should tell me what she wanted to tell me. Then putting the cup down turned to me and said.

“Well…you have something between your legs that could earn you money…probably more than you will earn working for wages…how much do you owe?”

“Oh god you’re not suggesting what I think you’re suggesting are you and as it happens I owe them quite a sum” telling he the amount outstanding.

“Oh dear…that is quite a large sum isn’t it…and yes I am suggesting you use it for that purpose”

“Good god I could never bring myself to do it…I am married, remember”

“Yes...and so am I” she replied.

“So what has that got to do with it…it’s…it’s me who you are suggesting…well you know what” I said, not wanting to use that word

“Prostitute…is that the word you’re looking for, my dear”

“Yes…yes I am” I replied

“Well I’ll let you into a little secret…I had to do it myself, like you, I was hard pushed for cash and I didn’t want to tell Steve, I was told about a dear old woman, Molly Proctor…Molly let’s you use a room of hers and supplies a client or two…but Molly doesn’t refer to them as clients…they are gentlemen callers…or a gentleman friend, very much one of the old school is Molly”

I just looked at Sara open mouthed at what she had just told me.

“God…you’re telling me you went with a guy…men and did it for money”

“Yes…that’s what I’m saying sugar…I had no other options”

“What about Steve…I take it he doesn’t know anything about it?”

“Good god no…don’t you go saying anything…I’m only telling you a way to get more money that’s all”

“Didn’t you feel guilty about it all” I asked

“Of course I did…still do I guess…but I was desperate and as I said in the end it solved my problem…I must admit you’re outstanding debt is much more than mine…I hope you can solve the problem”

We continued our talk and in the end she left. It had helped to share my problem, but it was a long way from solving it. Then it got worse…my nighttime job became redundant and my earnings were even less…that night I had a good cry…all was lost.

A week later saw no improvement, I searched the situations vacant for work, but to no avail. My debt was slowly mounting.

I lay in bed that night, unable to sleep, my mind going back to Sara’s suggestion. Oh god could I do it….I mean with another guy…and for money…Sara had, she’d told me. It had solved her problems, but how did she feel about the whole affair then and now.

As we sat and sipped our coffee, I asked, “This Molly…Molly Proctor, what’s she like?” 

Sara looked at me over her cup, took a sip and replied. “Does this mean you want to meet her”

“I don’t want to…but lord knows things are getting worse and I’m starting to fall apart”

I stared at me cup, contemplating my plight.

“So…do you want me to introduce you to her…it looks like things aren’t going to get any better are they”

I looked up from my cup, gazed out the window and then back at Sara.

“What’s this Mollie like?”

“She’s a real sweetie really, more like a mother or aunt. She was on the game herself at one time, hell she well maybe still on it, must have been a real stunner in her day, a little matronly now, but still an attractive woman. So…do you want me to introduce you to her…it looks like things aren’t going to get any better are they”

“No…no they aren’t…getting worse in fact…it’s…it’s just the thought of doing it, I mean with another man…like that”

“If it’s any consolation, I felt just the same…but it paid off all my debt and yes I still have pangs of guilt and remorse…but I don’t owe all that money anymore…I’ve gotta tell you it’s not easy”

I was silent for a while, still trying to find or think of another way to handle this…nothing came to mind.

“Ok…ok…you’d better organize it…when?” I asked

“I’ll organize for you to meet her tomorrow…I’ll phone you” she said.

I couldn’t settle, tried reading, tried working in the garden…a little housework…watched TV, but my mind was on what I was about to do. There was no relief by sleeping; when I did sleep it was a nightmarish restless sleep that prevailed. When I eventually woke in the morning I felt like a wreck.

When the phone rang I nearly jumped out of my skin. I dropped it and picked it up again…my hands were shaking so bad.

“Hi Debbie…it’s Sara”

“Oh hi Sara…er how is it going?” I asked

“God girl you sound terrible”

“Oh just nerves…I’ll be fine”

“Well I’m on my way…I’ll pick you up in half an hour…now please don’t worry, everything is going to work out, you’ll see” she said, then hung up.

I’d been dressed and ready for a while. I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to dress like. Did I dress like a tart, mini skirt etc, or just dress normal. I decided just to dress somewhere between. A black skirt, above the knees and a matching blouse, buttoned, but leaving the top three buttons undone, allowing a little cleavage.

I listened but was not taking in what Sara was saying as we drove toward Mrs. Proctor’s.

The car pulled up outside 23 Gibbons Place. It was an older two-story property, in an older part of the city. The houses were all well kept, gardens neat and tidy. They all had a pride in their homes. Gibbons Place had been around for quite few years, but it still faired well.

I stood beside Sara, waiting for Molly to answer the door.

Sara was right, she was a real homely, mother or aunt, and yes a bonny smiling face that just lit up.

“Sara my love…how are you” she said, giving her a big hug. “You’re looking great lass…still get gentlemen friends of yours asking about you…if you ever want to come back” 

“No…no Mollie, not me, but let me introduce you to my friend Debbie, I told her you may be able to help her as you helped me”

She turned her attention to me…looking me over, and then smiled…a warm comforting smile.

“Well my dear…I’m sure I can help you…you had any experience at this” she asked 

I answered he with an indignant and emphatic no, I did not have any experience at it.

“Now dear it’s all right, don’t feel offended. Sara came to me without any experience…I just like to know so that I can help you…that’s all” she said and then that smile.

How could anyone take offence at her, it was like having mum or your favorite aunt right there for you.

“I’m sorry if I sounded a little brusque”

“That’s alright my love…Sara why don’t you go and put the kettle on…I’ll take Debbie up and show her the room…we’ll all have a nice cuppa when I return”

I followed her up the stairs progress was slow. Mollie wasn’t the nimble person she used to be and by the time we’d reached the top, her breathing was laboured.

“Phew…I’m not as fit as I used to be…don’t get up here as often as I used to…through here my love” she said, opening the bedroom door and inviting me inside.

The bedroom was neat and tidy, just like Mollie. It contained the basics, a single bed, and a nightstand next to the bed, a chair, dresser and even a small TV. I also noticed a blue plastic waist paper basket beside the bed. What looked like new drapes tied back and sun filter curtains, covered the only window, which was open, and a slight breeze wafted through. The view overlooked the front street, a couple of next-door neighbors were chatting to each other.

“Well dear what do you think” she asked.

“Yes…yes very nice Molly”

“You’ll be alright here love…I’ll look after you…so don’t you worry yourself none”

I slumped on the bed looking a little dejected and sobbed.

“Oh god Mollie…I wish I hadn’t to do this…I don’t know if I can”

“Hey love…I said not to fret so…I know if there was another way to earn the money fast, you would have already done so…how much do you owe?” she asked

I told her “Oh dear…that is a lot of money…well I’m going to get you through all this…just let me help…you’ll be alright my love…you’ll see”

I stopped sobbing and stood, dabbing my eyes with a tissue.

“Now my dear, when do you want to start…tomorrow night perhaps…is that ok?”

“Yes…yes, I guess the sooner we get on with it the better” I replied.

“Right…now let me see…what you should wear?”  She eyed me up and down. “Well really love, you won’t be wearing that much anyhow…may I suggest you dress as you are right now…no gaudy mini skirts…don’t want to draw attention to yourself do we…. now if I were you I’d wear some nice skimpy pants…black stockings and a suspender belt…black hi-heel shoes…men like that they do…doesn’t matter about a bra…that comes off as well…another thing men like to see…bare breasts…they love to touch and play with them…in fact once your pants are off for the evening don’t bother putting them back on…waist of time…there’s a robe on the back of the door there, you can use that between gentlemen callers…just slip out of it when they arrive and you’re all ready for them…condoms…get yourself some condoms…when you’re gentleman has finished he can deposit it in that waist bin by the bed…bring them with you when you’re finished for the night and flush them down the toilet…now, I think that’s all…any questions love”

“Well what about clients…I mean how do I get them and how much should I charge?” I asked

“Now love they are gentlemen callers…not clients and don’t worry I can organize them fro you…I’ll charge them fifty dollars a short time…I keep half and the other half you get…it will be better money than working at the factory I can tell you that”

“And…how…many cli…gentlemen callers will I be required to attend to” I asked.

“Oh about five or six in the course of an evening…so that will be around $150 for the night…much better than the factory eh?” she said again

“Yes…yes” I agreed, it was, it would take almost a week to earn that sort of money.

“Now don’t you worry my love…we’ll soon have that debt paid off and you’ll feel all the better for it…you’ll get through this…mark my words”

Somehow I felt a little better already…although the thought of sex with another man still troubled me.

I took one last look around the bedroom then followed Mollie back to her kitchen.

The tea tasted good and between Sara and Mollie, I was feeling a little more confident. As we left Mollie again reassuring me all was going to turn out just swell.

“I told you…she’s a real sweetie isn’t she…you’ll be just fine Debbie, at least you’re in good hands.

I took some of my precious money next day and went shopping. I had most of what was required apart from condoms…god how was I going to buy them, maybe if I didn’t use any…but the thought of catching some disease made me think hard and I went to the local store…picked out a few items of groceries and added the condoms to the list. I felt that the check out girl was eying me as she put the item through the till, I kept my head down and averted any eye contact with her…I paid for the goods and left…with a sigh of relief.

At seven thirty I drove out to 23 Gibbons Place. The evening was warm, with a slight breeze. Molly again greeted me enthusiastically and bade me to go up to the room and wait…my first gentleman caller would not be too long.

I disrobed, just leaving on black stockings, suspender belt and shoes. I took of my pants and bra as well. I could see no purpose in leaving them on, if the gent was only going to remove them. I put on the robe, which barely covered my lower half. In fact sitting on the bed I was showing all my assets. I took one of the condoms from my bag and tore open the cellophane wrapper, placing it in readiness on the bedside table. I stared at it for a while, looking at the little bubble at the end…. the bubble would soon be filled with his sperm.  

The breeze was blowing the lace curtain and I could hear the voices of neighbours. Then the sound of a car…then the door closing. I peeked out through the window…this must be him. He was about fifty, bald, a little chubby but not overly so, from here he looked like he had a two day growth on his chin. I sat back on the bed and waited. My heart and adrenalin were working overtime. I could feel the thumping in my chest…and then the doorbell, the slow shuffle of Molly as she made to let him in.

“Oh hello Frank…nice to see you again my love…come on in”

“Well you have a new girl working for you eh Mollie?” I heard him ask.

“Now Frank they don’t work for me as you well know…I just provide the facility for them…that’s all”

“Good is she?”

“Frank I only have good girls stop here as you know…no scrubbers…I don’t allow scrubbers, I have a reputation to keep…now this is her first time…you are her first gentleman caller…so I’ll want a little extra for her…let’s say $60 instead of the usual $50…now that is worth it, is it not”

“Of course Molly…if you say so”

I heard him shuffle and count out the money. “There you are my dear…$60”

“Thank you Frank…you won’t be disappointed…and remember you’re her first”

Molly turned her attention up the stairs, shouting

“Debbie love…there’s a gentleman caller here to see you…I’ll send him up”

I knew she did not need me to reply. I just sat there, heart pounding, listening to his footsteps as he made his way up to the bedroom.

The door opened and in stepped Frank. I could now see him up close, yes bald, around fifty-five I guess, two days growth on his face. Nothing fashionable or flashy about his dress. Blue shirt, gray slacks and blue jacket.

“Hi honey…Debbie isn’t it…I’m Frank” he said introducing himself, his gaze raking my body, trying to take in everything at once, seeing what he was getting for his money. His eyes staring at my thighs and between my legs. I realized the robe wasn’t sufficiently closed to hide the one thing he desired most. I felt awkward; embarrassed and I tried to cover up.

“Ho…honey you are new to this aren’t you…don’t bother trying to hide it…I’m gona see it soon enough…then I’ll be inside it” he said with a chuckle.

“Now come on love let me see it all…take off that robe”

I stood and let the robe fall to the ground, again his eyes stood out like organ stops as he took in the view.

“Oh my god” he said, his hand going to his crotch. “I gotta hard on already for you”

He had no need to tell me, I could see the bulge in his trousers.

“Now just you lay yourself on the bed sweetheart, spread them lovely long legs of yours nice and wide…let me see your pussy…then I’m gona fuck you…alright sweetheart?” he said.

“Yes…yes…that’s fine” I replied, not wanting to annoy him by saying I preferred you didn’t.

I lay on my back, knees bent, legs apart. As he undressed his gaze never wavered from staring at my pussy. I could see the lust in his eyes.

As he moved on to the bed, placing himself between my legs I said. “Here…here put this condom on”

He smiled and replied. “If you insist” took the condom and I watched as he rolled it on to his hard shaft. There was no doubting the size and hardness of his erection.

He smiled as he gazed down at me. “Ok love…take hold of it and guide me in”. He hovered above me, waiting for me to take his erection and guide him in.

It felt hard, warm and throbbed. I could feel the condom and the rubber ring as I placed it right up close, ready for penetration. I closed my eyes; I didn’t want to watch as he thrust into me. “Oh god” I thought…this is it…it’s about to happen. “Oh god…oh my god” I cried as he entered me, my body went as stiff as a board and my hands clenched at the bedcover, his ass already moving up and down, forcing the shaft to move inside me.

“Yeah…. you like that honey…you like a bit of Franks dick inside you eh?”

My cry hadn’t been because his entry had excited me, but because I realized another man besides my husband Greg, was into me. I’d never been with another guy since Greg and I had married…now I really did feel guilty. I wanted it all to stop, wanted to wind back the clock and wished dearly I had not gone ahead with all of this. I was full of remorse and regret…but there was no way I could wind it all back…what was done was done…and at this very moment I was being fucked and Molly held the money for this action down stairs.

The bed shook and creaked as he thrust into me, again and again…whilst it had been only moments, it seemed to have gone on forever. “Oh god why doesn’t he cum” I kept saying to myself…wanting it all to end as soon as possible. I tried not to look up at him, my gaze on the ceiling above. I just lay there taking it, feeling every inward thrust, felt my body moving in time with each of those thrust. I turned my head toward the window. Watched the lace curtain flutter in the breeze. The barking of a neighbour’s dog. The laughter of two neighbours as they chatted over the fence. I wondered if they were aware of what was going on just above them…I doubted it. Then I returned my gaze back at Frank…he was smiling at me. 

“You like that honey…you like old Frank fucking you eh?”

I smiled back. “Yeah Frank… it feels good…real good…I like you fucking me” I replied, knowing it was a lie, but hey if it made him feel good, what was a little lie.

“Yeah all the women like Frankie to fuck them…I’m good at it, aren’t I”

“Yeah Frank…you’re real good at it” I smiled and lied again. I just wanted it to end.

His body was fully on top of me now; his thrusts were becoming deeper, faster. “Oh yes…yes…yes” he kept repeating…. then “God you’re a good fuck lass” his mouth kissing my neck. His bristled chin scuffing my cheek, hot breath in my ear. 

When I heard him shout and gasp, making a final hard thrust inside me, I knew it was over. Then silence, as he lay there not moving, his sperm filling the bubble of the condom.

“Oh god I needed that sweetheart…thanks” he said.

I really did not know what to say except.. “Thanks you’re welcome” and I gave him my best smile.

He peeled the used condom off his now deflated penis and deposited it in the waist bucket. As he dressed I picked up the robe and covered up, just sitting on the bed. He buckled his belt and did up his fly…took a last look in the mirror to check all was well with his attire.

“Thanks again love…you going to be around much?” he asked

I thought about the amount of money I owed. “Yes Frank…I think I’m going to be around for quite a while” I replied

For him it was good news “Oh that’s swell…I’ll be a regular customer from now on…you’re a good fuck you know Debbie…a good fuck…I’ll see you again…night love” and he left. I threw myself back on the bed…listened to his footsteps disappear down the stairs and said to my self “Oh god”

Molly let Frank out, they chatted for a while but I did not listen to the conversation. I was too overcome at what I’d just done. I looked into the waist bucket and there lay the used condom, the end filled with Frank’s sperm. No it wasn’t a dream or nightmare, it had all happened…I waited for my next “Gentleman Caller”

I’d heard Frank’s car take off half an hour ago, now another came and stopped outside. I didn’t bother getting up to see who or what he looked like, I’d know soon enough. I took another of the condoms, peeled off the wrapper and laid it on the bedside ready for use. Then the inevitable doorbell, Mollies trudging along the passage, the money changing hands…then “Debbie love…you have a gentleman caller to see you…I’ll send him up” 

I sat up on the edge of the bed waiting my gentleman visitor. The door pushed open and a face appeared…. a black face.

“Hi…you Debbie?” he asked. Well I guess I would have to be, there was no other females in any of the other rooms.

“Yes that’s me…and you are”

“Clem…Clem Boniface” he replied.

I stood, removed my robe and faced him. “Come on in Clem”

Like Frank…his eyes stood out like organ stops…his gaze never shifting form my body. “Oh my god…Mollie really has done well this time, hasn’t she” he said.

I took that as a compliment. “Yeah…well thanks Clem”

I took it that Clem would want the same as Frank and I lay on the bed and prepared myself…letting him have full view of my anatomy.

As he shed his clothes, he kept gazing at me…gasps of delight form time to time. Again just as Frank before him, he was ready, his erection standing large and proud. I had him put the prepared condom on.

“Now honey… I like to take my women from behind…if you would like to flip over and present that lovely ass of yours… I’d be much obliged”

I did as he requested, presenting my rear end for him. The shaking of the bed as he placed himself behind me, his warm hands as they ran over my bum, something warm and hard at my slit, then  “”Oh—my—god” as he slid inside me. No wasting of time. No sooner had I gasped the words, when his ass and hips were in action, swaying, thrusting. The bed creaking, the slapping of flesh against flesh. His own grunts and groans of satisfaction…now it was two guys that had been inside me. There was definitely no turning back now, no unwinding of the clock…what had been done was done…I could feel as guilty and remorseful as I liked. It wasn’t going to put things right. I was now committed. There was no real feeling in the sex…it was just a sexual act…a service I was providing for these lustful men. I just lay there and took it, my mind not really upon it…more listening to the sounds outside. I wanted to pretend this was not happening to me…I didn’t want the guilt I was feeling.

*********************

 I looked into the waist bin, counted six filled condoms…god had it been six. The night was now upon us, no more sounds form the neighbours, just the crickets, chirping in the night air. I lay there listening to number six as he bid goodnight to Molly.

“It’s ok my love…you can come down now…that was your last gentleman caller…I’ll put the kettle on…I’m sure you must be ready for a nice cup of tea”

God a nice cuppa tea seamed to be the answer to everything with Molly.

I felt bruised and bashed, bruise marks were already showing where my gentleman friends had grabbed and squeezed me. My breasts felt saw, where they had also been squeezed, massaged, kneaded and suckled.

I dressed, picked up the container with the condoms and made my way downstairs.

“Come on in my love” said Molly as I made toward her kitchen. “Oh is that the bin with the used ones love…just pop them down the toilet if you don’t mind” I followed where she pointed to the toilet, then delicately, picked them out one by one, a splash from each one as they hit the bowl. I took one last look at them. “Oh god” I sighed and flushed the toilet. When the turbulent water stilled, there was no sign of them…if only I could rid my memory as easily. 

She’d prepared a feast of sandwiches…I had no appetite and just sipped the tea…on the table in front of me was two neat piles of money. For all the warmth of the night and her kitchen, I still felt cold and shivery. 

“Oh you’ll get used to it dear…your first ones are always the hardest…I take it you wish to continue?” she asked  

It didn’t take me too long to contemplate the situation; if I discontinued all of what I’d done tonight would have been a big waist of time. I’d walk away with a little extra money, but not sufficient to pay off the debt. What was the saying? A lamb or a sheep and being hung.

“Yes…yes I’ll need the room again…and by the looks of things for quite a while Molly”

“That’s alright my dear…I can help you…what say I let you have the room on a permanent basis…when you’re ready to quit…just give me two weeks notice…and I must say I’m glad you’re going to be around…I like you and I hope we can tidy all this up as quickly as possible…the men folk have been very impressed with you so far. I don’t think it will be too long before you have a good following…I haven’t heard too many screams and sighs from you though?” she said.

“Molly I don’t feel like moans, screams and sighs…I just want to get it over with” I replied.

“Well my dear you may need to do a little bit of acting…put it on…let them know you’re enjoying it as much as they are…take it from an old pro…it’s what they like to hear…like to know you’re alive…please do try”

“Yes Molly I’ll try harder next time…I promise” I replied…but was unsure if I could fake it.

“That’s it my dear…now your money…now I charged them all a little extra because you’re new to the game…I took $360…half yours half mine…so here you are, $180 for you…now that’s better than working at the factory, is it not?”

I took the money; I couldn’t believe how much I’d earned. There was almost a week’s wages there. The problem was, it did not ease my conscience, it would however please the guy I owed the money too.

The first few weeks were the worst, I was starting to learn how to fake things, smiling and laughing with them, sighing and moaning, telling them how much I liked it. All this ingratiating me toward them. I was quickly becoming very popular and the list of my gentlemen admirers grew.

For all the money I was earning, it was still a painful climb up the mountain of debt, but at least it was going downward and not up. The guy, who I was paying back, knew exactly how I was earning it.

“You must have a good winning system for the lottery my dear…this amount every week…never seen anyone win as much as you do…but really we all know where it’s coming from don’t we…still nothing to do with me, as long as you continue to pay back, I don’t care how you earn it” He said with a wide knowing grin.

The only set back was when Greg came home on leave for a week or two, I couldn’t go around to Mollies and the debt did take a bit of a hit. There was also the embarrassing time I ran into a gentleman friend when I was out with Greg.

“Oh high there Debbie…how are you my dear” I heard a voice say.

I turned and recognized him immediately. My blood turned to ice; I was trying not to look shocked and was thinking what to say.

“Oh it’s um…” I stammered

“Bobbie…Bobbie Stoneman…surely you remember me…” I cut him off before he said the wrong thing.

“Oh yes…Bobbie…that’s right…let me introduce you to my husband…Greg”

For a moment Bobbies face was a little stunned… he shook hands with Greg.

“Bobbie is a friend of Sandra’s, Greg…you still seeing Sandra, Bobbie?” I asked 

“Er no…no we slit up a while ago” he replied

“Oh sorry to hear that” I replied. We chatted a while then parted. 

“A friend of Sandra’s eh…seems a little old for her don’t you think” said Greg

“Yes well maybe that’s why they spilt up” I replied, then quickly changed the subject.

I had no idea if Greg had believed me or not, what I realized was that I was vulnerable to meeting gentlemen friends on the street…just as I had met Bobbie…one wrong word and I was dead in the water. It was now a relief when Greg went back to sea…strangely I could relax a little, knowing that if I met anyone I would not have to explain them to Greg…it was a game of subterfuge, lies and deceit and the worst part was, I was becoming good at it.  

The more I continued with this way of life the deeper I became involved. Had I only involved myself a little as Sara had done, I could have got out of it a relative unknown, but I was becoming more and more sought after for my services and as Molly had said, it was becoming easier and easier to carry out.

The guy who I owed the money to also saw it as an opportunity. On paying him one night his hand squeezed my breast.

“You know honey, you’re a very attractive and desirable woman…how about you let me have a piece of that lovely ass of yours” he asked with a lacteous grin.

“In your dreams lover boy…I owe you money and that’s all…nothing else”

Unperturbed at my rebuff he continued. “Yeah that’s right…but some reduction in your payments would not go amiss would they”

“I’ll just continue to pay as I’m doing now…alright”

“Too good for me eh…a fucking whore like you and you think I’m too good for you…well let me tell you something sweetheart, I bet your husband knows nothing about you and your little game…does he”

I could say nothing…I just stared at him…taking in the implications.

“Yeah I didn’t think so…from now on I’m gona be your boyfriend…I don’t want any permanent commitments. Just an occasional night out together…a little fun afterward and no harm to anyone” his arm now around my waist, his hand squeezing my bum.

“I’ll pick you up Friday night around eight…you can stop overnight at my place…I can promise you a nice big soft bed…plenty of room for us to romp around in” his hand squeezing my bum even tighter.

So Eddie Fordell became my “Boyfriend” and when requested I was his escort for the evening.

The thing was it was getting bigger and bigger, just as my initial loan had expanded so was my gentlemen callers. The inevitable had to happen. I could only hide it for so long…then of course Greg found out. It was a battleground for a few months as we went through the divorce and an amicable settlement. I couldn’t blame Greg; I was glad it was all over, no more lying and deceit…I could get on with life.

I moved in with Molly…became a full time “Lodger”…the room upstairs now mine permanently. The loan eventually paid off.

*************

Well all that was a long time ago…Molly passed on some years ago. She left everything to me…now I was the new Molly of 23 Gibson Place. I shuffled along the passage to answer the door.

“Oh hi…you must be Tracy…come in love…come in” I bid.

The girl that stood there was me a long time ago, young, slim and good looking. She seemed scared, nervous.

“You want to hire the room upstairs I believe…is that right Tracy”

She sobbed and said “Yes…yes…but I don’t know if I can do all this” she replied

“It’s the money you owe is that right?”

“Yes…yes I’ve got myself right in it”

“How much my love?”

When she told me I replied

“Oh…that is an awful lot of money”

“I know…I don’t know how it got out of hand…god my husband will kill me if he finds out”

“No one’s going to find out” I lied, trying to reassure her. “I’m going to be here to help you and see you through all this. Here let me show you the room…then we’ll have a nice chat and a cup of tea”

Two days later I was shouting up the stairs.

“Tracy love…you have a gentleman caller to see you” The wheel had gone full circle

Please note. This article may offend some readers. It has sexual content and discretion is needed

If you are under the age to read such material in your area, please go no further…you have been warned. 

My financial situation was getting worse…not better. No matter how I tried I could not climb over the mountain of debt that was accumulating. I had a good day job and also a night job…but with both combined wages it still seemed impossible to clear the debt.

I’d been totally stupid in taking a loan from a less than reputable loan shark. I paid him every cent I earned but when I looked at the balance owing it was bigger than the week before.

Husband Greg was at sea most of the time and I didn’t want to burden him with a problem I had created and was my responsibility and not his.

I confided in my friend Sara that I had this problem…financially that is.

She took a sip of her coffee, contemplating as to whether she should tell me what she wanted to tell me. Then putting the cup down turned to me and said.

“Well…you have something between your legs that could earn you money…probably more than you will earn working for wages…how much do you owe?”

“Oh god you’re not suggesting what I think you’re suggesting are you and as it happens I owe them quite a sum” telling he the amount outstanding.

“Oh dear…that is quite a large sum isn’t it…and yes I am suggesting you use it for that purpose”

“Good god I could never bring myself to do it…I am married, remember”

“Yes...and so am I” she replied.

“So what has that got to do with it…it’s…it’s me who you are suggesting…well you know what” I said, not wanting to use that word

“Prostitute…is that the word you’re looking for, my dear”

“Yes…yes I am” I replied

“Well I’ll let you into a little secret…I had to do it myself, like you, I was hard pushed for cash and I didn’t want to tell Steve, I was told about a dear old woman, Molly Proctor…Molly let’s you use a room of hers and supplies a client or two…but Molly doesn’t refer to them as clients…they are gentlemen callers…or a gentleman friend, very much one of the old school is Molly”

I just looked at Sara open mouthed at what she had just told me.

“God…you’re telling me you went with a guy…men and did it for money”

“Yes…that’s what I’m saying sugar…I had no other options”

“What about Steve…I take it he doesn’t know anything about it?”

“Good god no…don’t you go saying anything…I’m only telling you a way to get more money that’s all”

“Didn’t you feel guilty about it all” I asked

“Of course I did…still do I guess…but I was desperate and as I said in the end it solved my problem…I must admit you’re outstanding debt is much more than mine…I hope you can solve the problem”

We continued our talk and in the end she left. It had helped to share my problem, but it was a long way from solving it. Then it got worse…my nighttime job became redundant and my earnings were even less…that night I had a good cry…all was lost.

A week later saw no improvement, I searched the situations vacant for work, but to no avail. My debt was slowly mounting.

I lay in bed that night, unable to sleep, my mind going back to Sara’s suggestion. Oh god could I do it….I mean with another guy…and for money…Sara had, she’d told me. It had solved her problems, but how did she feel about the whole affair then and now.

As we sat and sipped our coffee, I asked, “This Molly…Molly Proctor, what’s she like?” 

Sara looked at me over her cup, took a sip and replied. “Does this mean you want to meet her”

“I don’t want to…but lord knows things are getting worse and I’m starting to fall apart”

I stared at me cup, contemplating my plight.

“So…do you want me to introduce you to her…it looks like things aren’t going to get any better are they”

I looked up from my cup, gazed out the window and then back at Sara.

“What’s this Mollie like?”

“She’s a real sweetie really, more like a mother or aunt. She was on the game herself at one time, hell she well maybe still on it, must have been a real stunner in her day, a little matronly now, but still an attractive woman. So…do you want me to introduce you to her…it looks like things aren’t going to get any better are they”

“No…no they aren’t…getting worse in fact…it’s…it’s just the thought of doing it, I mean with another man…like that”

“If it’s any consolation, I felt just the same…but it paid off all my debt and yes I still have pangs of guilt and remorse…but I don’t owe all that money anymore…I’ve gotta tell you it’s not easy”

I was silent for a while, still trying to find or think of another way to handle this…nothing came to mind.

“Ok…ok…you’d better organize it…when?” I asked

“I’ll organize for you to meet her tomorrow…I’ll phone you” she said.

I couldn’t settle, tried reading, tried working in the garden…a little housework…watched TV, but my mind was on what I was about to do. There was no relief by sleeping; when I did sleep it was a nightmarish restless sleep that prevailed. When I eventually woke in the morning I felt like a wreck.

When the phone rang I nearly jumped out of my skin. I dropped it and picked it up again…my hands were shaking so bad.

“Hi Debbie…it’s Sara”

“Oh hi Sara…er how is it going?” I asked

“God girl you sound terrible”

“Oh just nerves…I’ll be fine”

“Well I’m on my way…I’ll pick you up in half an hour…now please don’t worry, everything is going to work out, you’ll see” she said, then hung up.

I’d been dressed and ready for a while. I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to dress like. Did I dress like a tart, mini skirt etc, or just dress normal. I decided just to dress somewhere between. A black skirt, above the knees and a matching blouse, buttoned, but leaving the top three buttons undone, allowing a little cleavage.

I listened but was not taking in what Sara was saying as we drove toward Mrs. Proctor’s.

The car pulled up outside 23 Gibbons Place. It was an older two-story property, in an older part of the city. The houses were all well kept, gardens neat and tidy. They all had a pride in their homes. Gibbons Place had been around for quite few years, but it still faired well.

I stood beside Sara, waiting for Molly to answer the door.

Sara was right, she was a real homely, mother or aunt, and yes a bonny smiling face that just lit up.

“Sara my love…how are you” she said, giving her a big hug. “You’re looking great lass…still get gentlemen friends of yours asking about you…if you ever want to come back” 

“No…no Mollie, not me, but let me introduce you to my friend Debbie, I told her you may be able to help her as you helped me”

She turned her attention to me…looking me over, and then smiled…a warm comforting smile.

“Well my dear…I’m sure I can help you…you had any experience at this” she asked 

I answered he with an indignant and emphatic no, I did not have any experience at it.

“Now dear it’s all right, don’t feel offended. Sara came to me without any experience…I just like to know so that I can help you…that’s all” she said and then that smile.

How could anyone take offence at her, it was like having mum or your favorite aunt right there for you.

“I’m sorry if I sounded a little brusque”

“That’s alright my love…Sara why don’t you go and put the kettle on…I’ll take Debbie up and show her the room…we’ll all have a nice cuppa when I return”

I followed her up the stairs progress was slow. Mollie wasn’t the nimble person she used to be and by the time we’d reached the top, her breathing was laboured.

“Phew…I’m not as fit as I used to be…don’t get up here as often as I used to…through here my love” she said, opening the bedroom door and inviting me inside.

The bedroom was neat and tidy, just like Mollie. It contained the basics, a single bed, and a nightstand next to the bed, a chair, dresser and even a small TV. I also noticed a blue plastic waist paper basket beside the bed. What looked like new drapes tied back and sun filter curtains, covered the only window, which was open, and a slight breeze wafted through. The view overlooked the front street, a couple of next-door neighbors were chatting to each other.

“Well dear what do you think” she asked.

“Yes…yes very nice Molly”

“You’ll be alright here love…I’ll look after you…so don’t you worry yourself none”

I slumped on the bed looking a little dejected and sobbed.

“Oh god Mollie…I wish I hadn’t to do this…I don’t know if I can”

“Hey love…I said not to fret so…I know if there was another way to earn the money fast, you would have already done so…how much do you owe?” she asked

I told her “Oh dear…that is a lot of money…well I’m going to get you through all this…just let me help…you’ll be alright my love…you’ll see”

I stopped sobbing and stood, dabbing my eyes with a tissue.

“Now my dear, when do you want to start…tomorrow night perhaps…is that ok?”

“Yes…yes, I guess the sooner we get on with it the better” I replied.

“Right…now let me see…what you should wear?”  She eyed me up and down. “Well really love, you won’t be wearing that much anyhow…may I suggest you dress as you are right now…no gaudy mini skirts…don’t want to draw attention to yourself do we…. now if I were you I’d wear some nice skimpy pants…black stockings and a suspender belt…black hi-heel shoes…men like that they do…doesn’t matter about a bra…that comes off as well…another thing men like to see…bare breasts…they love to touch and play with them…in fact once your pants are off for the evening don’t bother putting them back on…waist of time…there’s a robe on the back of the door there, you can use that between gentlemen callers…just slip out of it when they arrive and you’re all ready for them…condoms…get yourself some condoms…when you’re gentleman has finished he can deposit it in that waist bin by the bed…bring them with you when you’re finished for the night and flush them down the toilet…now, I think that’s all…any questions love”

“Well what about clients…I mean how do I get them and how much should I charge?” I asked

“Now love they are gentlemen callers…not clients and don’t worry I can organize them fro you…I’ll charge them fifty dollars a short time…I keep half and the other half you get…it will be better money than working at the factory I can tell you that”

“And…how…many cli…gentlemen callers will I be required to attend to” I asked.

“Oh about five or six in the course of an evening…so that will be around $150 for the night…much better than the factory eh?” she said again

“Yes…yes” I agreed, it was, it would take almost a week to earn that sort of money.

“Now don’t you worry my love…we’ll soon have that debt paid off and you’ll feel all the better for it…you’ll get through this…mark my words”

Somehow I felt a little better already…although the thought of sex with another man still troubled me.

I took one last look around the bedroom then followed Mollie back to her kitchen.

The tea tasted good and between Sara and Mollie, I was feeling a little more confident. As we left Mollie again reassuring me all was going to turn out just swell.

“I told you…she’s a real sweetie isn’t she…you’ll be just fine Debbie, at least you’re in good hands.

I took some of my precious money next day and went shopping. I had most of what was required apart from condoms…god how was I going to buy them, maybe if I didn’t use any…but the thought of catching some disease made me think hard and I went to the local store…picked out a few items of groceries and added the condoms to the list. I felt that the check out girl was eying me as she put the item through the till, I kept my head down and averted any eye contact with her…I paid for the goods and left…with a sigh of relief.

At seven thirty I drove out to 23 Gibbons Place. The evening was warm, with a slight breeze. Molly again greeted me enthusiastically and bade me to go up to the room and wait…my first gentleman caller would not be too long.

I disrobed, just leaving on black stockings, suspender belt and shoes. I took of my pants and bra as well. I could see no purpose in leaving them on, if the gent was only going to remove them. I put on the robe, which barely covered my lower half. In fact sitting on the bed I was showing all my assets. I took one of the condoms from my bag and tore open the cellophane wrapper, placing it in readiness on the bedside table. I stared at it for a while, looking at the little bubble at the end…. the bubble would soon be filled with his sperm.  

The breeze was blowing the lace curtain and I could hear the voices of neighbours. Then the sound of a car…then the door closing. I peeked out through the window…this must be him. He was about fifty, bald, a little chubby but not overly so, from here he looked like he had a two day growth on his chin. I sat back on the bed and waited. My heart and adrenalin were working overtime. I could feel the thumping in my chest…and then the doorbell, the slow shuffle of Molly as she made to let him in.

“Oh hello Frank…nice to see you again my love…come on in”

“Well you have a new girl working for you eh Mollie?” I heard him ask.

“Now Frank they don’t work for me as you well know…I just provide the facility for them…that’s all”

“Good is she?”

“Frank I only have good girls stop here as you know…no scrubbers…I don’t allow scrubbers, I have a reputation to keep…now this is her first time…you are her first gentleman caller…so I’ll want a little extra for her…let’s say $60 instead of the usual $50…now that is worth it, is it not”

“Of course Molly…if you say so”

I heard him shuffle and count out the money. “There you are my dear…$60”

“Thank you Frank…you won’t be disappointed…and remember you’re her first”

Molly turned her attention up the stairs, shouting

“Debbie love…there’s a gentleman caller here to see you…I’ll send him up”

I knew she did not need me to reply. I just sat there, heart pounding, listening to his footsteps as he made his way up to the bedroom.

The door opened and in stepped Frank. I could now see him up close, yes bald, around fifty-five I guess, two days growth on his face. Nothing fashionable or flashy about his dress. Blue shirt, gray slacks and blue jacket.

“Hi honey…Debbie isn’t it…I’m Frank” he said introducing himself, his gaze raking my body, trying to take in everything at once, seeing what he was getting for his money. His eyes staring at my thighs and between my legs. I realized the robe wasn’t sufficiently closed to hide the one thing he desired most. I felt awkward; embarrassed and I tried to cover up.

“Ho…honey you are new to this aren’t you…don’t bother trying to hide it…I’m gona see it soon enough…then I’ll be inside it” he said with a chuckle.

“Now come on love let me see it all…take off that robe”

I stood and let the robe fall to the ground, again his eyes stood out like organ stops as he took in the view.

“Oh my god” he said, his hand going to his crotch. “I gotta hard on already for you”

He had no need to tell me, I could see the bulge in his trousers.

“Now just you lay yourself on the bed sweetheart, spread them lovely long legs of yours nice and wide…let me see your pussy…then I’m gona fuck you…alright sweetheart?” he said.

“Yes…yes…that’s fine” I replied, not wanting to annoy him by saying I preferred you didn’t.

I lay on my back, knees bent, legs apart. As he undressed his gaze never wavered from staring at my pussy. I could see the lust in his eyes.

As he moved on to the bed, placing himself between my legs I said. “Here…here put this condom on”

He smiled and replied. “If you insist” took the condom and I watched as he rolled it on to his hard shaft. There was no doubting the size and hardness of his erection.

He smiled as he gazed down at me. “Ok love…take hold of it and guide me in”. He hovered above me, waiting for me to take his erection and guide him in.

It felt hard, warm and throbbed. I could feel the condom and the rubber ring as I placed it right up close, ready for penetration. I closed my eyes; I didn’t want to watch as he thrust into me. “Oh god” I thought…this is it…it’s about to happen. “Oh god…oh my god” I cried as he entered me, my body went as stiff as a board and my hands clenched at the bedcover, his ass already moving up and down, forcing the shaft to move inside me.

“Yeah…. you like that honey…you like a bit of Franks dick inside you eh?”

My cry hadn’t been because his entry had excited me, but because I realized another man besides my husband Greg, was into me. I’d never been with another guy since Greg and I had married…now I really did feel guilty. I wanted it all to stop, wanted to wind back the clock and wished dearly I had not gone ahead with all of this. I was full of remorse and regret…but there was no way I could wind it all back…what was done was done…and at this very moment I was being fucked and Molly held the money for this action down stairs.

The bed shook and creaked as he thrust into me, again and again…whilst it had been only moments, it seemed to have gone on forever. “Oh god why doesn’t he cum” I kept saying to myself…wanting it all to end as soon as possible. I tried not to look up at him, my gaze on the ceiling above. I just lay there taking it, feeling every inward thrust, felt my body moving in time with each of those thrust. I turned my head toward the window. Watched the lace curtain flutter in the breeze. The barking of a neighbour’s dog. The laughter of two neighbours as they chatted over the fence. I wondered if they were aware of what was going on just above them…I doubted it. Then I returned my gaze back at Frank…he was smiling at me. 

“You like that honey…you like old Frank fucking you eh?”

I smiled back. “Yeah Frank… it feels good…real good…I like you fucking me” I replied, knowing it was a lie, but hey if it made him feel good, what was a little lie.

“Yeah all the women like Frankie to fuck them…I’m good at it, aren’t I”

“Yeah Frank…you’re real good at it” I smiled and lied again. I just wanted it to end.

His body was fully on top of me now; his thrusts were becoming deeper, faster. “Oh yes…yes…yes” he kept repeating…. then “God you’re a good fuck lass” his mouth kissing my neck. His bristled chin scuffing my cheek, hot breath in my ear. 

When I heard him shout and gasp, making a final hard thrust inside me, I knew it was over. Then silence, as he lay there not moving, his sperm filling the bubble of the condom.

“Oh god I needed that sweetheart…thanks” he said.

I really did not know what to say except.. “Thanks you’re welcome” and I gave him my best smile.

He peeled the used condom off his now deflated penis and deposited it in the waist bucket. As he dressed I picked up the robe and covered up, just sitting on the bed. He buckled his belt and did up his fly…took a last look in the mirror to check all was well with his attire.

“Thanks again love…you going to be around much?” he asked

I thought about the amount of money I owed. “Yes Frank…I think I’m going to be around for quite a while” I replied

For him it was good news “Oh that’s swell…I’ll be a regular customer from now on…you’re a good fuck you know Debbie…a good fuck…I’ll see you again…night love” and he left. I threw myself back on the bed…listened to his footsteps disappear down the stairs and said to my self “Oh god”

Molly let Frank out, they chatted for a while but I did not listen to the conversation. I was too overcome at what I’d just done. I looked into the waist bucket and there lay the used condom, the end filled with Frank’s sperm. No it wasn’t a dream or nightmare, it had all happened…I waited for my next “Gentleman Caller”

I’d heard Frank’s car take off half an hour ago, now another came and stopped outside. I didn’t bother getting up to see who or what he looked like, I’d know soon enough. I took another of the condoms, peeled off the wrapper and laid it on the bedside ready for use. Then the inevitable doorbell, Mollies trudging along the passage, the money changing hands…then “Debbie love…you have a gentleman caller to see you…I’ll send him up” 

I sat up on the edge of the bed waiting my gentleman visitor. The door pushed open and a face appeared…. a black face.

“Hi…you Debbie?” he asked. Well I guess I would have to be, there was no other females in any of the other rooms.

“Yes that’s me…and you are”

“Clem…Clem Boniface” he replied.

I stood, removed my robe and faced him. “Come on in Clem”

Like Frank…his eyes stood out like organ stops…his gaze never shifting form my body. “Oh my god…Mollie really has done well this time, hasn’t she” he said.

I took that as a compliment. “Yeah…well thanks Clem”

I took it that Clem would want the same as Frank and I lay on the bed and prepared myself…letting him have full view of my anatomy.

As he shed his clothes, he kept gazing at me…gasps of delight form time to time. Again just as Frank before him, he was ready, his erection standing large and proud. I had him put the prepared condom on.

“Now honey… I like to take my women from behind…if you would like to flip over and present that lovely ass of yours… I’d be much obliged”

I did as he requested, presenting my rear end for him. The shaking of the bed as he placed himself behind me, his warm hands as they ran over my bum, something warm and hard at my slit, then  “”Oh—my—god” as he slid inside me. No wasting of time. No sooner had I gasped the words, when his ass and hips were in action, swaying, thrusting. The bed creaking, the slapping of flesh against flesh. His own grunts and groans of satisfaction…now it was two guys that had been inside me. There was definitely no turning back now, no unwinding of the clock…what had been done was done…I could feel as guilty and remorseful as I liked. It wasn’t going to put things right. I was now committed. There was no real feeling in the sex…it was just a sexual act…a service I was providing for these lustful men. I just lay there and took it, my mind not really upon it…more listening to the sounds outside. I wanted to pretend this was not happening to me…I didn’t want the guilt I was feeling.

*********************

 I looked into the waist bin, counted six filled condoms…god had it been six. The night was now upon us, no more sounds form the neighbours, just the crickets, chirping in the night air. I lay there listening to number six as he bid goodnight to Molly.

“It’s ok my love…you can come down now…that was your last gentleman caller…I’ll put the kettle on…I’m sure you must be ready for a nice cup of tea”

God a nice cuppa tea seamed to be the answer to everything with Molly.

I felt bruised and bashed, bruise marks were already showing where my gentleman friends had grabbed and squeezed me. My breasts felt saw, where they had also been squeezed, massaged, kneaded and suckled.

I dressed, picked up the container with the condoms and made my way downstairs.

“Come on in my love” said Molly as I made toward her kitchen. “Oh is that the bin with the used ones love…just pop them down the toilet if you don’t mind” I followed where she pointed to the toilet, then delicately, picked them out one by one, a splash from each one as they hit the bowl. I took one last look at them. “Oh god” I sighed and flushed the toilet. When the turbulent water stilled, there was no sign of them…if only I could rid my memory as easily. 

She’d prepared a feast of sandwiches…I had no appetite and just sipped the tea…on the table in front of me was two neat piles of money. For all the warmth of the night and her kitchen, I still felt cold and shivery. 

“Oh you’ll get used to it dear…your first ones are always the hardest…I take it you wish to continue?” she asked  

It didn’t take me too long to contemplate the situation; if I discontinued all of what I’d done tonight would have been a big waist of time. I’d walk away with a little extra money, but not sufficient to pay off the debt. What was the saying? A lamb or a sheep and being hung.

“Yes…yes I’ll need the room again…and by the looks of things for quite a while Molly”

“That’s alright my dear…I can help you…what say I let you have the room on a permanent basis…when you’re ready to quit…just give me two weeks notice…and I must say I’m glad you’re going to be around…I like you and I hope we can tidy all this up as quickly as possible…the men folk have been very impressed with you so far. I don’t think it will be too long before you have a good following…I haven’t heard too many screams and sighs from you though?” she said.

“Molly I don’t feel like moans, screams and sighs…I just want to get it over with” I replied.

“Well my dear you may need to do a little bit of acting…put it on…let them know you’re enjoying it as much as they are…take it from an old pro…it’s what they like to hear…like to know you’re alive…please do try”

“Yes Molly I’ll try harder next time…I promise” I replied…but was unsure if I could fake it.

“That’s it my dear…now your money…now I charged them all a little extra because you’re new to the game…I took $360…half yours half mine…so here you are, $180 for you…now that’s better than working at the factory, is it not?”

I took the money; I couldn’t believe how much I’d earned. There was almost a week’s wages there. The problem was, it did not ease my conscience, it would however please the guy I owed the money too.

The first few weeks were the worst, I was starting to learn how to fake things, smiling and laughing with them, sighing and moaning, telling them how much I liked it. All this ingratiating me toward them. I was quickly becoming very popular and the list of my gentlemen admirers grew.

For all the money I was earning, it was still a painful climb up the mountain of debt, but at least it was going downward and not up. The guy, who I was paying back, knew exactly how I was earning it.

“You must have a good winning system for the lottery my dear…this amount every week…never seen anyone win as much as you do…but really we all know where it’s coming from don’t we…still nothing to do with me, as long as you continue to pay back, I don’t care how you earn it” He said with a wide knowing grin.

The only set back was when Greg came home on leave for a week or two, I couldn’t go around to Mollies and the debt did take a bit of a hit. There was also the embarrassing time I ran into a gentleman friend when I was out with Greg.

“Oh high there Debbie…how are you my dear” I heard a voice say.

I turned and recognized him immediately. My blood turned to ice; I was trying not to look shocked and was thinking what to say.

“Oh it’s um…” I stammered

“Bobbie…Bobbie Stoneman…surely you remember me…” I cut him off before he said the wrong thing.

“Oh yes…Bobbie…that’s right…let me introduce you to my husband…Greg”

For a moment Bobbies face was a little stunned… he shook hands with Greg.

“Bobbie is a friend of Sandra’s, Greg…you still seeing Sandra, Bobbie?” I asked 

“Er no…no we slit up a while ago” he replied

“Oh sorry to hear that” I replied. We chatted a while then parted. 

“A friend of Sandra’s eh…seems a little old for her don’t you think” said Greg

“Yes well maybe that’s why they spilt up” I replied, then quickly changed the subject.

I had no idea if Greg had believed me or not, what I realized was that I was vulnerable to meeting gentlemen friends on the street…just as I had met Bobbie…one wrong word and I was dead in the water. It was now a relief when Greg went back to sea…strangely I could relax a little, knowing that if I met anyone I would not have to explain them to Greg…it was a game of subterfuge, lies and deceit and the worst part was, I was becoming good at it.  

The more I continued with this way of life the deeper I became involved. Had I only involved myself a little as Sara had done, I could have got out of it a relative unknown, but I was becoming more and more sought after for my services and as Molly had said, it was becoming easier and easier to carry out.

The guy who I owed the money to also saw it as an opportunity. On paying him one night his hand squeezed my breast.

“You know honey, you’re a very attractive and desirable woman…how about you let me have a piece of that lovely ass of yours” he asked with a lacteous grin.

“In your dreams lover boy…I owe you money and that’s all…nothing else”

Unperturbed at my rebuff he continued. “Yeah that’s right…but some reduction in your payments would not go amiss would they”

“I’ll just continue to pay as I’m doing now…alright”

“Too good for me eh…a fucking whore like you and you think I’m too good for you…well let me tell you something sweetheart, I bet your husband knows nothing about you and your little game…does he”

I could say nothing…I just stared at him…taking in the implications.

“Yeah I didn’t think so…from now on I’m gona be your boyfriend…I don’t want any permanent commitments. Just an occasional night out together…a little fun afterward and no harm to anyone” his arm now around my waist, his hand squeezing my bum.

“I’ll pick you up Friday night around eight…you can stop overnight at my place…I can promise you a nice big soft bed…plenty of room for us to romp around in” his hand squeezing my bum even tighter.

So Eddie Fordell became my “Boyfriend” and when requested I was his escort for the evening.

The thing was it was getting bigger and bigger, just as my initial loan had expanded so was my gentlemen callers. The inevitable had to happen. I could only hide it for so long…then of course Greg found out. It was a battleground for a few months as we went through the divorce and an amicable settlement. I couldn’t blame Greg; I was glad it was all over, no more lying and deceit…I could get on with life.

I moved in with Molly…became a full time “Lodger”…the room upstairs now mine permanently. The loan eventually paid off.

*************

Well all that was a long time ago…Molly passed on some years ago. She left everything to me…now I was the new Molly of 23 Gibson Place. I shuffled along the passage to answer the door.

“Oh hi…you must be Tracy…come in love…come in” I bid.

The girl that stood there was me a long time ago, young, slim and good looking. She seemed scared, nervous.

“You want to hire the room upstairs I believe…is that right Tracy”

She sobbed and said “Yes…yes…but I don’t know if I can do all this” she replied

“It’s the money you owe is that right?”

“Yes…yes I’ve got myself right in it”

“How much my love?”

When she told me I replied

“Oh…that is an awful lot of money”

“I know…I don’t know how it got out of hand…god my husband will kill me if he finds out”

“No one’s going to find out” I lied, trying to reassure her. “I’m going to be here to help you and see you through all this. Here let me show you the room…then we’ll have a nice chat and a cup of tea”

Two days later I was shouting up the stairs.

“Tracy love…you have a gentleman caller to see you” The wheel had gone full circle
