These men were never attractive. If they were good looking, smooth talking or had any sexually redeeming features, they wouldn’t be using such a service. This guy was no exception. He was spherical, with thick, coke bottle-bottom glasses and unkempt brown hair. There was a thin layer of sweat covering his entire body, and every time he thrust into her, he grunted like an animal. He was, in no softer terms, repugnant. 

However, she was not ugly. In fact, she was far, far from it. She was about 5 ft 8”, had a slim figure but was curved in all the right places. Her hair was vivid red, which, although it was uncared for, still looked good. She was haggard but it was clear that she had natural beauty. Her name was Sandy Michelle, but it wasn’t her real name. Sandy hadn’t been referred by her real name for about 10 years, ever since she started selling her body for meagre pay. 

As Simon, the client on top of her, supported himself with his flabby arms and thrust back and forth in a hollow mockery of sex, Sandy’s mind drifted back to how her life had turned into what it was now. 





*

Sandy had a happy childhood. Back then her name was Tammie Hurton. Her mother and father loved her and were very happy together; it was as good a situation to grow up in as anyone could have asked for. Things soured when she hit fourteen and her parents split up due to “difficulties in their relationship.” Apparently, these difficulties had been brewing for a while, undetected by Tammie. Although both parents told her it wasn’t her fault, she still felt partially responsible.


She didn’t see her father for three years. In that time, Tammie’s life slipped off the rails so badly that her lifestyle was threatening to kill her.

After her father left, Tammie’s self esteem plummeted as she blamed herself for his departure. She took drugs, drank and had sex with strangers; anything to try and make herself feel better, or at least if she was close to being comatose, she couldn’t think about it. 


Her relationship with her mother became completely non-existent; Tammie thought her mother’s concern was merely meddling. When she turned sixteen they had a huge row that ended with Tammie storming out the house, taking a few possessions with her. She believed that her boyfriend, Andrew, would take her in. He refused and she had nowhere to go. She was force to lived on the street, selling her body for money. She barely got any money, despite having a lot of “work”; men often had their way and didn’t bother to pay her. 

Her lowest point came when she was eighteen. Tammie had been living on the street and having sex for money for two years. One winter evening she was standing in her normal spot, the wind chilling her to the bone, penetrating her leather miniskirt, fishnets and tiny red boob-tube top. A car pulled up and another fat, ugly guy lent out the window and leered at her. 

“Here were go again” she sighed under her breath, throwing her cigarette to the ground and stubbing it out with her knee length leather boot. She lent through the window, making sure she was showing a lot of cleavage. Tammie made the normal flirtatious talk, finding out what he was going to do to her and what he wanted doing to him. She sauntered around the front of the car, and got into the passenger seat. 

“Let’s go, Big Boy,” she purred at him, before kissing the man with feigned passion, to get him nice and worked up. He started the car, and drove towards their destination, with her idly rubbing his crotch every now and then.

They got to his apartment, grotty and small, like all the rest. He practically tackled her onto the bed, kissing her with fury. It would have been incredibly erotic for Tammie if he weren’t so repulsive. He started stripping, removing his clothes in record time. He reached for top, but she stopped him. “Give me a second to freshen up” she said coyly, walking away from the bed and made her way to the bathroom.

She felt physically sick. However, it was what she had to do. Tammie stripped off everything but her panties. “Hmm, better make myself look more interested that I am” she thought, as she turned the cold tap on. She let it run for a minute or two, waiting for the water to become ice cold. She grabbed some toilet roll and wetted it. Tammie then applied it to her nipples until they were completely erect. She then walked into the bedroom, and winked at him. He practically had to pick his jaw off the floor due to the sight of a naked woman in his house. She walked slowly over to him, and sat on his lap. His hands were all over her body, groping and grabbing everywhere. Her panties were quickly done away with, and before she knew he was inside of her. The sex was like sandpaper, for the two minutes it lasted. After he had climaxed, he pulled out of her, cleaned himself off and pulled his clothes back on, almost apologetically. He grabbed his wallet and pushed a handful of notes into her hand. “Thank you” she whispered, and then Tammie walked out of his front door.

Two weeks later she missed her period. Terrified, she bought a pregnancy test. It was positive. Tammie realised there was no way she could support a child, and the only option that presented itself was abortion. And the only place for someone like her to get an abortion was a back street clinic. 


Tammie knew of a few of these clinics from talking to other prostitutes. Three days after her missed period, she got the baby aborted. Luckily, she did not have any major complications, unlike the majority of women that used the back street abortionists, but she did have to spend time in hospital due to infection. 

Three years later, Tammie was living in a crappy one-bedroom apartment. She now had a pimp, so at least she was always going to be paid. However, he didn’t treat her particularly well, and it was not uncommon for him to hit her. She wasn’t as badly abused as some of the other women, but he had put Tammie into hospital once or twice. Her life had improved somewhat, however it was nowhere near the standard of living enjoyed by most people.






*

Tammie slipped back into reality as she realised her client had just poured his seed into her. He slipped out of her, his dick limp and lifeless. He gave her what he owed her. Simon put his clothes back on, after cleaning himself off with some toilet roll. Tammie pulled her “costume” back on, and moved towards the door with a wad of notes in her hand, some memories still floating around in her head. 

