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		A Note about Fact and Fiction

		Scarlett O’Kelly is obviously not my real name. When you’re reading this account of my year spent having sex with strangers for money, you should be aware that, while everything told here is true, the details have been broken down and reconstructed so that my identity, my children’s identities and the identities of my extended family and clients are safe. This element of ‘fictionalizing’ is essential because if anyone ever found out my secret, it would be utterly devastating. Therefore I have changed details about my background and family circumstances to keep us hidden from view.

		I have given my clients false names, too. If you’re reading attentively, you’ll notice that they are in alphabetical order – Aidan, followed by Brian, then Colin, Derek, Eddie, etc. These names are fictional and I’ve been careful to omit any identifying details about my clients. So if, as you’re reading, you think you recognize someone, you don’t. No man mentioned in this book – whether client or lover – corresponds exactly to a real man out there.

		The key to my success as an escort was discretion: the men required it, I demanded it, and my whole life is dependent on the thin veil of obscurity that separates escort me from real me. (Though the book is written in the present tense, my escort work is largely in the past. However, I still think of myself as having two selves – ‘escort’ me and ‘real’ me.) If that veil were to be torn down, I would have to relocate along with my children outside the country. I live in small-town Ireland; I am a respectable middle-class woman and mother; I am supposed to keep my ‘normal’ sex life safely behind curtains and doors. If it ever got out that I am in fact an experienced sex worker who has slept with more than one hundred men, my life here would be over. That’s why this account of my secret life has been carefully constructed to give the truth, but in veiled form. Everything in
			this book is real: my story, the stories of the men and the sex. It all happened.

	
		Prologue

		
			I open my eyes and look up. The branches hanging over my head are laden with soft, just-fallen snow. Small flakes are landing on my face. I open my mouth to catch one on my tongue. Everything is so white, so pure, so beautiful. I don’t notice the cold any more, only the stillness and silence around me, and the feeling of deep, rhythmic thrusts getting faster and faster. I zone out a little, overcome by the pleasure. He reaches his hand under my coat and upwards, under my red lace bra – cold fingers against my warm skin. He strokes my breast, his thumb rubbing the nipple until it’s hard and sensitive. His other hand pushes down between my legs, stroking my clit with the same rhythm as his thrusts grow deeper and faster. We’re both groaning as the feeling builds. I give myself over to a delicious slow orgasm and my client starts to come the moment he feels me clench his cock inside me.
		

		
			We lie there for a minute, as breathing returns to normal, then he whispers to me to get up and back to the car before we’re spotted. I could happily lie there longer, but he takes my hand and pulls me up. Once back in the car, we sit in silence for a while, regaining our composure.
		

		
			‘Well,’ I smile at him, ‘I learn something new every day on this job.’
		

		
			‘And what’s that?’ he said.
		

		
			‘I never knew sex outdoors, even in the snow, could be so enjoyable.’
		

		
			He grins at me. ‘I haven’t done that in years. It’s much more of a turn-on than regular sex. Thank you.’
		

		
			Sadly, this was to be our last encounter. In the year I had been working as a full-time escort, this man had become a regular client and we had got to know each other well. Now his wife had been made redundant and they were going to have to manage on one income. This was our farewell shag. I gave him a discount.
		

		That little vignette explains this book in a nutshell: there’s a lot of sex in it but, as much as sex, this is a story about money. There are fantastic books out there by financial journalists and economists and all kinds of experts about the global financial crash and how the Irish economy turned to dust almost overnight. I haven’t read them. I’ve been too broke to buy them and too busy trying to survive. But I’d like to think that this book complements those others because it gives a vivid account of what happens when you become a statistic – jobless, hopeless and mired in debt. Granted, the way in which I decided to tackle my predicament was a bit extreme. If, twelve months earlier, anyone had told me that during the coldest December for decades I would be earning my living sprawled under a tree having sex in the snow, I would have been horrified and incredulous. It’s strange how
			your understanding of your limitations changes when you’ve spent nearly a year having paid sex with strangers.

		I am a hooker, a prostitute, a whore or an escort – whatever you like to call me, I’m it. I’m also an ordinary mum getting on with life. You may have seen me in the supermarket with my children doing the weekly shop, or popping into the pharmacy to pick up a kiddie’s cough bottle, or at Sunday Mass in my local town. I’m someone you would comfortably chat to at the school gates – maybe you have – or in the doctor’s surgery or while queuing at the post office, and you would probably think I was a lovely lady. I am basically anyone who looks like a well-groomed, attractive, educated woman hitting forty. How I pay my mortgage, fund the children’s hobbies and interests and put food on the table may make me unusual, but I hope it doesn’t change who I am.

		There is nothing extraordinary in my background. I am a ‘respectable’ separated mother of three, a refugee from middle-class Ireland. I am the daughter of a comfortable farming family and my siblings are all successful in the professions. My parents would be seen – rightly – as good, decent Catholics and pillars of their community. I went to a convent boarding school and university and had a successful professional career, during which I gained a number of further qualifications. Like many Irish women who came out of university in the early 1990s, I had the confidence, drive and ambition to believe I could and must succeed and have it all. In the course of my career I travelled extensively, worked in responsible positions in corporate environments and was comfortable dealing with top-level management in large companies and government departments.

		I got married and for many years my husband and I enjoyed the typical Celtic Tiger lifestyle of the moderate middle classes: we worked hard and we enjoyed the rewards work gave us – nights out fairly regularly, two holidays a year, good-quality clothes, nice food, a spacious home. On our joint income we could comfortably afford it and there were no crazy excesses – no drugs (nice people with an ounce of cop-on who value their lives don’t do drugs), no benders (responsible parents know that hangovers and children do not mix) and no living on credit (my parents often warned us about the recession of the 1980s and advised that dealing with cash only was the best way to stay solvent and sane). Then life’s demands and pressures took their toll, the marriage waned and we parted nearly a decade ago. We have a reasonably amicable relationship.

		It never occurred to either of us that there was anything unstable about what we had built our lives upon or that there could be drastic consequences if circumstances changed. I am sure we are not alone. Now I live in the kind of place that features in newspaper articles about ‘ghost estates’, where businesses are closing on a daily basis and where people like us, who were used to good lifestyles, find themselves on the St Vincent de Paul circulation list. The housing estates around mine were marketed as ‘up and coming’ a few years ago; the only thing up and coming about them now is the level of fear.

		I accept that I am unusual in how I have responded to that fear. I guess I am unusual in another respect, too: although I went into the sex industry because of economic necessity, and although the double life I lead is sometimes extremely stressful, I have to admit that I often enjoy the work. Sometimes I even find it therapeutic. I think most people want to run away and hide from the real world from time to time, and the good sexual encounters I have are my experience of getting away from it all. Sex with strangers can be exciting: it’s always unpredictable and it allows me to zone out for a bit – in much the same way as yoga or meditation. I can get very aroused when I just live in the moment. A sexual encounter is brief and reality is always waiting when it’s over, so why not enjoy it for as long as it lasts?

		It’s an odd thing to have discovered, and it was the last thing I would have expected when I decided to become a sex worker, but some of the encounters I’ve had with my clients are among the most honest, intimate sexual experiences of my life. There are no expectations, no waiting for the phone to ring, no ‘Will he? Won’t he?’ dilemmas, no flapping about what he thought of me, my sexual expertise, my personality, looks, figure, dress sense, intellect. There’s nothing but a simple moment, a moment when two adults can put aside the world and enjoy each other, enjoy that moment for what it is. It’s just sex.

	
		1. Life Before Sex Work

		Money. I could start and end this book with that one word. It has dictated my life in many ways – paying for the good times, defining the bad times and driving my decision-making all the while. As a middle-class person, you don’t ever think you’ll be without money. It’s not that you can’t imagine tough times, but you don’t really factor in the idea that a time could come when you have twenty euro in your purse and nothing else whatsoever – no back-up in the bank and no savings salted away. Nothing. When you’ve lived with the safety net of money all your life, it’s a huge shock when that net is suddenly taken away and you’re allowed to crash to earth.

		When I first got married, my husband and I easily kept up with the Joneses and thoroughly enjoyed our lifestyle. Then a baby came along, but that wasn’t a problem and we still had the holidays, the two cars and the safety net. Life was rosy. We were delighted when I got pregnant again quickly and we immediately decided we needed a bigger house. Like everyone else around us, we got a huge mortgage to buy our ‘for ever’ family home – a big, spacious, light-filled house with a garden, on the edge of town. Being a country girl, I didn’t want to settle in the middle of a built-up area, so living in a detached house on a small estate was the best of both worlds. Glowing with the joys of young motherhood, I had been considering giving up work and staying at home with the children, but paying for our beautiful new house would require both incomes, so I put that daydream aside. I had plenty of qualifications and
			experience in my field, which was a growth area in the booming Celtic Tiger economy, so securing a suitable job with a bit of flexibility in terms of childcare wouldn’t be a problem.

		That was all well and good for a bit. We were busy, but we were managing. I worked for a company for a while, then opted to go freelance so that I could be my own boss and pick my hours to suit. If one of the children was sick, I didn’t have to work; if I needed more money for a holiday or Christmas, I worked a little extra. There was a nice crèche near our house that didn’t mind me dropping the kids off at short notice if I got work unexpectedly. Plus I only had to pay for the times my kids were there, unlike a lot of places where you pay regardless of whether or not your child attends.

		Then along came pregnancy number three. I felt wretched throughout, so I didn’t work very much. It was hard with two other young children to mind, and I was struggling to keep everything going, including my relationship with my husband. By month eight of the pregnancy the house had become a millstone around our necks and we were only just keeping our heads above water. By the time the baby was born I was exhausted and stressed out, and my husband, although there in person, had checked out emotionally. I didn’t know it then, but it was the beginning of the end for us as a couple. Eventually someone had to call it a day. I couldn’t bear the feeling that I was sharing my life with a man who was continually making it clear he wanted to be elsewhere. I asked my husband to leave.

		Roll on two years and the picture isn’t so nice: shitty separation, three kids under eight and financial commitments that didn’t add up. I kept the house after the separation, but I hated it now. I went back into full-time employment to make ends meet, fitting a demanding job around crèche times, school runs, laundry, meals, single parenting and the seemingly non-stop school breaks and holidays. I was a shell of my former self, on autopilot from day to day, month to month.

		Naturally, my top priority was to provide and care for my children. My job was difficult to keep up and a source of stress, but it did give me an excellent salary and benefits, so I reckoned that as long as I dedicated myself exclusively to work and my children for a couple of hard years, all would come good in the end. I didn’t think in any great depth about how I would manage – I figured the details would work themselves out along the way. In my naïvety, I believed that, as long as there was money coming in and the children were healthy and happy, I could live this crazy 24/7 lifestyle for the next two years. By then, the children would all be in school and the seriously hard slog of raising toddlers would be over. I promised myself that I would then give some attention to myself and my needs, and live a little. I fantasized about the Sex and the City-style social life I would have. I wondered
			what evening courses I would do. I imagined that some weekends I would just relax, read and have mammoth lie-ins. What fabulous dates would I be asked on? What would my knight in shining armour look like? Would I have more children with him, the man I had concocted in my mind who would eventually come to my rescue? That was the fantasy life: real life was an agreement with myself to do without personal wants or needs and put my entire focus on work and raising the children. I had no option. If I was to keep all the balls in the air, this was the only way I could do it.

		That system of non-living was fine for a while, but after about ten months of working eighteen-hour days, between my career and home-making, I started to get very, very tired. My initial enthusiasm for my new single life was waning and I was finding it harder and harder to make it through the week. The fantasy life of my future didn’t sustain me any more. I felt bored, irritable and utterly exhausted. I looked pale and drawn, my skin was dull and spotty for the first time since my teenage years and I started to put on weight. I didn’t have the time to plan sensible meals for myself. I’d stop at a garage on the commute home from work and buy sugary drinks and chocolate to keep me awake and alert at the wheel. I would go to bed praying that the kids would sleep through the night and that I’d get more than my usual three or four hours’ sleep. I’d visualize waking up in the morning feeling rested
			and invigorated, leaving the house with a spring in my step. It never happened.

		The tiredness wouldn’t go away, so I arranged to see my GP. She listened to my description of my life, asked some leading questions and finally diagnosed depression. She prescribed medication, told me I had to slow down, that I was burned out, and asked me to check in with her regularly. I was horrified. Depression? How could I, a strong and capable person, not be coping? I felt ashamed and embarrassed. I felt like ‘depression’ was a euphemism for weak, incapable, vulnerable. I also felt like I had brought this on myself – that by asking my husband to leave I had set in motion the dominoes that had knocked over my free time, my disposable income, my sense of self and self-worth and now, it seemed, my sanity. Was this my fault? How could I have been so naïve as not to see this coming and to think I could get away with burning the candle at both ends without it having an impact on my
			health?

		After the initial shock of that diagnosis, I tried to clear my head by writing lists and being the super-organizer I had always prided myself on being. I rejigged the childcare arrangements to give myself the odd hour here and there to have a walk, a rest or even the occasional nap. I rearranged the access agreement with my husband so that I’d get a break every other weekend and on some weekdays, too. I approached my employers and proposed a part-time contract, which they accepted. I examined the household budget and reorganized that too, trimming my spending in line with my reduced salary. It was nothing dramatic – just being a bit more careful and selective. I had to add my own health to the list of priorities now because I had to remain well enough to look after the children properly.

		A few months later it was all working out fine: my health was recovering, the kids were happy and we were all actually enjoying the slower, less frazzled pace of life. Then the recession hit. Like most ordinary people getting on with everyday life, I never saw it coming. Even if I had been paying attention to the economists who were saying it would all end in tears, I don’t think I could have got my head around just how devastating it was going to be. Within a matter of a few months, it seemed, work dried up in my sector and part-time contracts weren’t renewed. My qualifications and extensive experience didn’t matter. I was out of a job. It was a crippling blow, both personally and financially. Then came the nail in the coffin: my husband’s hours were cut and his finances hit the rocks. There were no more maintenance payments coming from him.

		There was nothing else for it – I had to sign on for social welfare for the first time in my life. When I was told how much I would get per week, I went home and cried. It wasn’t nearly enough – it wouldn’t even make a teeny dent in my monthly mortgage repayment. I cut back everything to the bone, but the bills still mounted. Only people who are in or have been in this position know how terrifying it is to sit down with the calculator and the bills every night and see the awful truth staring back at you. Doing that as a single parent is even worse because there’s no one to hold your hand and say it will be okay. There’s just you, the bills, the unrelenting responsibility and the misery of feeling that you’re failing your children. I hated not being able to pay my way when I had been contributing all my life. And I really hated having to say no to my children all the time, no matter how reasonable or
			modest their requests. It was very difficult to come to terms with the life I was now giving them, one that was so far removed from what I had envisaged when I set out on married life.

		I needed cash … now. I racked my brains for ideas to make a few euro. What were other people doing to manage? I looked around, but I didn’t have any gold to sell, no antiques or paintings. I had no investments, risky or otherwise, to fall back on to cushion the blow. I didn’t have any bonds to cash in. My savings were long gone. I was just another jobless worker without reserves – there was an idle army of us, apparently. But what could I do – swoon and bemoan my bad luck? Lose my home? Watch my children live miserable, colourless lives? No fucking way! Shit happens … and then some, but you have to fight and fight and do whatever it takes to make a living. Well, that was my approach anyway.

	
		2. Thinking the Unthinkable

		You would think that with debts, stresses and a recession, I wouldn’t have had any energy for a love life, but the loneliness really started to get to me after a while. I found myself wondering if everything would be easier to handle if I had a partner to confide in and have fun with. Even if he couldn’t help me out financially, he could at least make me feel attractive, make me laugh and feel less alone. I was so busy with daily living that I knew it was unlikely I would just happen to bump into Mr Right now, so I decided to get out there and be proactive in trying to fill the gap in my life.

		I signed up with a reputable Internet dating site, but after a while I had to admit to myself that I was making zero progress. When I say zero progress, I mean I was getting very few dates from the site and the men I did meet left a lot to be desired. I spent a lot of time ensuring my profile was detailed and accurate and included a true-to-life photograph of myself. I wanted to meet a nice gentleman to share meals and nights out with, someone with whom I could have a friendship or a relationship that would take my mind off reality for a bit, but men of that sort remained elusive, at least on that dating site.

		I went on a number of dates, but they were all one-offs. I don’t think I’m fussy, but those guys made it so blatantly obvious that they were just after a quick shag that I found it irritating and downright disheartening. Were there no men out there who wanted to engage in conversation and decide after that if there was any mutual attraction? The ideas some of those guys had were incredible. I arranged a coffee date with one guy and he had the cheek to book a hotel room in advance, obviously interpreting ‘coffee’ as ‘shag’. Then there were the ones – and, yes, it happened more than once – who’d meet me, shake my hand, say hello-and-isn’t-the-weather-terrible, then ask my sexual preferences! They didn’t even pretend to be interested in me as a person. Their arrogance and forwardness guaranteed them a cold shoulder and absolutely no chance of getting laid – even
			when they were good-looking.

		I was at home one day, having checked my dating messages only to find, yet again, a slew of transparent ‘shag contacts’. I was bored and a bit down about everything. The doorbell rang and it was a close friend, popping in for tea and sympathy. Her husband had been made redundant and she was now in the same boat as me – budgeting like crazy, but never having enough money. We sat down for a coffee and chatted about the difficulties we were facing, then tried to come up with money-making ideas. We started to get a bit giggly at the sheer frustrating hopelessness of it all.

		‘At this stage,’ my friend said, shaking her head, ‘I’d feckin’ sell my body – money’s that tight.’

		‘Yeah, me too,’ I laughed, ‘but who the hell would pay for it when we’re hitting forty and trying our damnedest to hold back the ravages of time?’

		We howled with laughter as we pictured parading ourselves on a sexual catwalk for selection by potential punters: ‘And this is Destiny, gentlemen, late thirties, several owners, only given birth to three children, a few pounds overweight, but sure ye like something to grab on to, don’t ye, lads? Destiny describes herself as being very low maintenance – she only gets a chance to shave her legs once a month. Now that there’s no money coming in, she can’t send the kids to childcare and go off to the spa any more, so ye’ll have to ignore the few pimples as well. She’s very versatile and can go from dominant (like when she’s dealing with the kids) to submissive (like when she’s with the bank manager) in a split second. She’s very fit and flexible thanks to scrubbing the house and doing a million things at once, and she doesn’t mind a bit of pain either if that’s what yer
			into, lads – to be honest, she’ll probably just fall asleep on ye if she gets half a chance cos she’s bolloxed tired. With Destiny, you can be guaranteed you’re getting an honest-to-goodness real woman. Now, any takers here, lads?’

		We laughed ourselves silly, then came back to reality, sighed and got on with our day.

		We had, of course, been joking, but I found that I couldn’t stop thinking about the idea of selling my body. Was it so crazy? I had been planning to delete my profile from the dating site because I was so sick of the sex-hungry chancers who were contacting me, but now I began to wonder if there was something in it. The guys on the site were obviously eager for no-strings sex, but how many women out there would fulfil that wish? Probably not many, I reckoned, and especially not the ones, like myself, who were on dating sites for genuine reasons. What did those guys do once they had been turned down by a number of dates? When I thought about it logically, it would make much more sense for them to admit to themselves what they wanted, ask for it and pay for it. So why didn’t they do that? I suddenly realized why not: they might want no-strings sex, but they wanted to have it with someone of a certain standard, someone they
			would actually date. They just weren’t so much into the dating part of it.

		I laughed at myself for even thinking like that, telling myself it was just an experimental line of thought. The truth was, though, that the idea was starting to take hold. Could I sell sex for cash? I was on the slippery slope to my forties and far from Pretty Woman proportions so, for starters, would anyone buy my body? I thought about the eagerness of the dates I’d met and thought, Actually, yes. I’d say men would like to have sex with a normal woman like me – it had certainly never been a problem in the past. But then, could I actually lie down with a stranger and let him penetrate me? I thought about my sexual experiences over the years – my ex-husband, all the ex-boyfriends, the odd one-night stand – and again found myself thinking, Actually, yes, I think I could do it. I enjoyed sex, I had a strong sense of my own identity, and surely I could use some kind of screening process to weed out the gobshites
			and protect myself. It’s money for old rope after all, and the oldest profession in the world. I knew that I could have done it years ago, but could I do it now, as a mother with responsibilities? The answer was easy: it was precisely because I was a mother with responsibilities that I could do it.

		I decided to do a little research and see if I was thinking like a mad woman or whether there was a market out there for what I could provide: a high-end escort service that would be a million miles away from the grisly reality of the black-market sex industry reported in the newspapers. First, I invented a fake profile on a legitimate dating site to test the waters. The profile gave no details apart from my age (minus a few years), location, gender and that my occupation was ‘masseuse’.

		Well, I was blown away by the reaction. This nameless, faceless ‘profile’, devoid of personality, got tons of attention. I couldn’t believe it when my inbox filled up rapidly. As I started opening the emails, I realized I had found an untapped, readily available but under-serviced market – an entrepreneur’s wet dream! Although my profile on the dating site said hardly anything about me, it gave just enough details to reel in the guys who were only interested in sex. The initial emails I received coyly asked what sort of massage service I provided, what my rates were and if any ‘extras’ were on offer. The men could sense a mile off that what I was suggesting was a sexual service for sale, and they took the bait. Eureka! I had finally uncovered a chink of light at the end of the long, dark tunnel I had been trudging through for so long. It looked like I had struck a potential goldmine.

		I expanded my research to find out what the escort experience was generally like in Ireland and also to try to ascertain what exactly the men were looking for. I discovered through the Internet, via web forums and Irish escort directory sites, that the majority of the women were under time pressure to fit in a given number of clients every day/night and therefore were always clock-watching when they were with the men. This tallied with what the men replying to my profile were saying in their emails. My respondents were chiefly older, married and attached men, who repeatedly emphasized the importance of discretion, safety and good sex. Some mentioned negative experiences with foreign girls, when they had felt like ‘just another punter’, and said they were looking for an encounter that felt special and unrushed. They were interested in being with an Irish woman, with the emphasis on ‘woman’ – curves,
			stretch-marks and all. Email after email stated that the escorts they had previously tried were too rushed and impersonal in their approach. These guys were looking for the Girlfriend Experience – sex with frills! The value they put on this was, of course, reflected in what they were willing to pay.

		By now, I had moved away from being shocked at myself and was simply fascinated by the world I was uncovering, which I had been largely unaware of until now. There was clearly no safety guarantee in this area of work, but as I read the emails and assessed what the men were saying, I realized that, with a bit of preparation and common sense, it would be possible to have rigid selection rules that would identify the men most suited to me and my situation – in other words, the ones that had as much to lose as I did if word of their exploits ever got out. The other thing that struck me was that those guys weren’t looking for a porn-star fantasy fuck: they wanted fairly straightforward sex in a warm, open environment and some rapport with their escort. That didn’t sound too difficult. Now I seriously began to wonder, Would I do this in the right circumstances?

		In my former working life, I had been a follower of ‘the six Ps’ – prior preparation prevents piss-poor performance – and I decided to treat this ‘venture’ like any other business plan and do the groundwork. I realized that my qualifications and training would stand to me in this sphere as much as any other: sales training, dealing with the public, presentation skills, time management and marketing. Finally, the ‘Death by PowerPoint’ in-service training I had both received and delivered in other jobs would also pay dividends. (A note of thanks to all previous employers for those training days – it was worth it, after all!) I put my business acumen to devising a marketing strategy that I could apply to the sex industry as a professional service provider. I drew up a rough business plan, setting out my goals, priorities and time-management aims. I included the pros and cons, listing the
			legal, health and safety implications of selling sex. If I was going to do this, it had to be as safe as possible.

		A very basic rule of sales is to find out what the customer wants and give it to them. I read and re-read the emails from the men interested in the ‘masseuse’ service, extracting the key points to create a profile of what they most wanted in paid lady company. Their top priorities were: complete anonymity; no chance of being caught, by either spouses or the gardaí; safe sex practices to ensure the health of their own wives and lovers; and enthusiastic expert sex – vaginal, oral and anal. When it came to rates of pay, I didn’t have much to go on. However, I knew there were two standard models: price low and generate a high turnover of customers to make a profit; or secure a low turnover with a high price tag per customer. I decided that, from what the initial contacts were telling me, I could price high and have a low turnover. These men seemed educated and were available during the day,
			which implied they were either self-employed or travelled as part of their work. I drew up a ‘price list’: four hundred euro for the first session, which I reckoned at ninety minutes, and three hundred for each session thereafter, which I reckoned at sixty minutes or thereabouts. I wasn’t going to clock-watch as that was one of the things the men said they hated, but I figured about an hour and fifteen minutes max would see the job through to its natural conclusion.

		It was becoming more and more real as I worked through the research and plans. Looking at it objectively, as a business proposal, it seemed worth a try. So I took the final steps. On the Internet I found a full and current risk assessment for sex workers, courtesy of the New Zealand government; sex work is legal there. It spelt out the specific risks of the work relating to security and safe sex practices and how best to safeguard against them. It also had several nuggets of information that I wouldn’t have thought of myself, such as: carry a torch in case you need to check a penis to ensure it looks healthy; don’t let body fluids near any orifice; and don’t shave or wax for twenty-four hours prior to seeing a client as the skin may be more susceptible to infection. I bought a cheap, unregistered mobile phone. I ordered a credit card with a humble credit limit – my first credit card ever. I created a
			work name and an alias email account. Then I put the mobile phone number online with my masseuse profile, and waited to see what would happen.

	
		3. First Call

		It was a Tuesday afternoon in early February when I took my first call from a potential client. I remember it clearly: I was peeling potatoes in the kitchen sink when the ‘work mobile’ lit up. I rushed to grab a towel to dry my hands. My heart started to beat faster and I had butterflies in my stomach bordering on nausea – similar to the way you feel when you get a shock. I picked up the phone and paused to steady myself. I took a deep breath, then pressed the green button. In my head, a voice was saying, ‘Are you mad?’ On the phone I heard my voice say, ‘Hello, this is Scarlett speaking.’

		Luckily for me, the caller was more nervous than I was – he had a country accent and was hesitant, unsure how to express himself. My managerial instincts kicked in and I immediately felt calmer and in control. My plan was to ask him as much about himself as I could, to ascertain if he was the right client for me – especially for my first time. We talked for ten minutes or so and I was surprised at how quickly he relaxed into the conversation and opened up to me.

		Aidan described himself as a ‘regular guy’ in his mid-thirties. His partner had been under the weather for some time and, although it wasn’t a serious illness, her libido had taken a nose-dive. He had talked with her about finding a solution to their non-existent sex life, but nothing was happening. He had decided to visit an escort because he couldn’t tolerate the frustration any longer, but didn’t want an affair or a one-night stand. He thought an escort was the best option to release his frustration while ensuring he wouldn’t be found out. He said he just wanted ‘normal’ sex – ‘nothing kinky or outrageous’. Wearing my non-escort hat, he didn’t sound my type at all – I like men who are confident and well able to express themselves. In the circumstances, though, I decided that his lack of experience and low expectations made him an excellent candidate for a trial run. I told him the price and he didn’t comment, which I took to mean he had no objection. We discussed and agreed a location. The date was set for two days later.

		When I’d been mulling things over, I hadn’t been able to decide if I’d be better off having my first encounter with a virgin client or a seasoned user. On the one hand, if I made any mistakes or looked like I hadn’t a clue what I was doing, a first-timer wouldn’t be any the wiser. On the other, someone more familiar with the business could give me valuable feedback, directly and indirectly. But what were the chances of meeting an experienced guy who would understand if I found I couldn’t go through with it, or if it was rubbish sex and he thought I wasn’t worth the money?

		I hadn’t had sex for several months, and even then it had been with plenty of vodka tonics on board to loosen my inhibitions. In my sex life I wasn’t much of a leader – good sex in the past was where we had fed off each other’s responses – and of course the guys hadn’t been strangers, didn’t expect me to be some über-experienced shag of a lifetime and weren’t forking out for it. The normal precursor to sex for me was drinks and/or dinner, good conversation, slow music, flirting, kissing: the usual. Meeting my first client, however, I would be stone-cold sober (not even a sip of alcohol on board for Dutch courage – I would be driving before and after the meeting) and full sex would be expected without much of a lead-in. It could be a disaster and I didn’t fancy being on the receiving end of abuse. Nor did I think I could handle it if a guy thought I was useless. No, I was
			definitely better off with a first-timer, I decided. I needed my first experience to be positive to give me the confidence to continue.

		I applied a lesson from my previous professional life: perception is reality. If you appear confident and competent, people will believe that that is what you are, even before you do anything. I knew that to pull off this new role successfully, I had to take on a persona and make that perception my client’s reality. I had to imagine what an experienced sex worker would do, how she would think, how she would behave, how she would control and direct the client without being overbearing, and how she would manage the time during the session. This needed to be the best performance of my life if I was to have any chance of making money out of it in the future. And I badly needed the money.

		It didn’t really bother me how it would work physically, even though I’d never had sex where I wasn’t at all aroused. Does a vagina even accept a penis when it isn’t in the least bit lubricated? I wondered. Of course it must, I told myself – it would be impossible for sex workers to be aroused with every client. The mechanics shouldn’t be a problem. It was the acting I was worried about. How good would I be at all the pretend moaning, groaning and dirty talk that clients would expect? Talking dirty on the phone was one thing, but how would it work when there was a naked body in front of me – a naked body that mightn’t turn me on in the slightest, that might even repel me? Could I appear in control and subtly manage the client, tell him when he overstepped the mark or had an unsheathed cock too close to me? Yes, I knew his penis was going to touch me, but I didn’t want it going
			anywhere near my genitals – there’s no room for compromise in safe sex: it’s either safe or it’s not, and if he got too close to any orifices, I’d have to let him know. What if he was rough and wanted to hurt me? What if I came away with bruises where he had held me down when I asked him to stop? What if I felt so used and degraded that no money seemed worth it? I did worry about these things, but then, if you lived life by studiously avoiding the what-ifs, you’d never have any experiences at all.

		We had arranged to meet at a three-star hotel we were both familiar with and which was within reasonable driving distance for both of us. I’d had lunch there a few times and it had always seemed quiet and clean. I hoped the rooms were decent. On the day of the appointment I felt nervous, but up for the challenge. We were to meet at nine p.m., which gave me plenty of time to prepare. I telephoned the hotel and made the booking, sounding confident and courteous on the phone and securing the room with my new credit card. I dropped the children to their father, as usual on a Thursday, then tried to think through all the scenarios for the meeting ahead.

		It was hard to know what I’d need. Obviously, condoms, lubricant and massage oil were essential, I’d worked out that much. Since I would be waiting for him in the room all hot to trot, I’d have to look the part. I scrambled through my bedroom drawers. I had lovely negligees and silk undies I’d worn for my ex-husband, but they seemed too subtle for this situation: something a bit racier was required. I drove into town and picked up a red and black satin basque in Penney’s. The bodice had black criss-cross detailing leading to an underwired balcony bra. It gave me plenty of cleavage and support – essential for boobs that had breast-fed three babies. A short red chemise and a red lacy G-string finished off the outfit. It was tight, tacky and tarty – perfect. I also found a bargain pair of red patent stilettos that were so uncomfortable they could only have been intended for bedroom wear.
			It didn’t matter – once the client was in the room and I’d strutted around enough to impress him, I’d be kicking them off. I felt incredibly self-conscious standing in line for the checkout with my basket of tat, but thankfully I didn’t see anyone I knew.

		Okay, now for the more technical stuff. A few doors up from Penney’s there was an old-fashioned pharmacy. It wasn’t somewhere I would normally shop, so I hoped my luck would hold and that I wouldn’t spot any friends or mums from school there. I strolled in and looked for the section that would have the lubricants. I quickly found it and browsed through the various products, eventually settling on plain old KY jelly – it seemed more clinical than Durex Tingle and a bit less embarrassing to approach the tills with. If my bits completely shut down on me, I’d have this stuff for back-up. I went to look at the many different types of condom on offer. I knew what type my ex liked, but what did men generally prefer? In the end I bought a twelve-pack of Durex Fetherlite. The blurb on the packet told me they increased sensitivity, were better shaped and therefore a better fit and easier to apply: that all sounded
			fine to me.

		Finally, I headed to the innocent safety of the homeopathy aisle and bought lavender oil and a base oil for massaging. I had advertised myself as a masseuse, after all. My ex had loved a good massage, especially in our early years together, and I, eager to please him then, had learned how to give a sensual, relaxing one and knew which oils were best to use. I felt massage was an easier progression from introduction to full sex: it would act as a buffer for me and for the client.

		I arrived home with my new work gear and set about planning how to organize myself. Was I going to arrive at the hotel in a regular outfit and change into my ‘uniform’ in the room? What if I got delayed or he arrived early and saw me in regular clothes? That would destroy the illusion. Right, I’d have to arrive half ready. I showered, did my hair and makeup and got into the new underwear, then put on a long black skirt, a nice blouse and a smart jacket. I looked perfectly respectable. The hooker heels and other paraphernalia went into a trendy, oversized leather bag along with my wallet, from which I’d removed anything of a personal nature – photos of the kids, receipts, anything with my real name and address on it. I put my credit card into a pocket in my jacket, where it wouldn’t be seen. I didn’t mind that it had my real name on it – I would appear to be just another travelling businesswoman
			booking into a hotel room and I would make sure I hid it from the client. I didn’t see it as a problem.

		When I was done, I stepped in front of the mirror. The overall look was fashionably understated.

		I was ready, with loads of time to spare. My head had been spinning all day with all the possible outcomes of tonight’s meeting. I had cramps in my stomach and felt nauseous, but I still wanted to do it. Time dragged and I just wanted it over with. I needed something in my tummy as it would be a good few hours before I was home again, so I forced myself to have tea and toast. I phoned the kids to say goodnight so they wouldn’t be looking for me later. Hopefully, that would prevent them calling my normal mobile phone and wondering why I wasn’t answering. If they did call, I’d just have to make up some excuse.

		During the forty-minute drive to the hotel I thought of how I would manage things there. I had brought some folders with me to create the impression that I was in the area on business. I was confident that I looked the part and nothing about me screamed ‘sex’. If there was no one at Reception when I left, the room would be charged to my credit card and that would be easy. If there was someone on the desk, I’d make up a story about a relative being ill and having to get home in a hurry. I turned on some music to relax myself as I drove, but my stomach was doing cartwheels.

		I parked in a far corner of the main car park, where I was sure my registration couldn’t be seen from the hotel entrance. If things went very wrong and I needed to get out fast, I didn’t want anyone to be able to identify my car. I walked through the front doors of the hotel. One half of my brain was concentrating on looking as normal as possible, while the other was urgently telling me I could turn around and walk away right now and it would be okay. I went up to the reception desk and told the girl I had a reservation for one night. She was very friendly and chatty – too chatty. In the state I was in, I couldn’t handle small-talk and sounded abrupt, even a bit rude. I excused myself by saying I’d had a long drive and was very tired. Lesson One: If I ever did this again, I would approach Reception in a crisp, businesslike fashion and not make eye contact or smile. They were not going to be chatty
			with someone who clearly wasn’t the chatty type. I grabbed the key-card off the desk and made my way to the lift, taking it to the fifth floor. I stepped out into a long corridor of closed doors. What was going on behind them all? God only knew. I walked slowly, watching the numbers until I reached mine.

		From the moment I stepped into the room, I wanted to get out of it. It was small, poky, and reeked of stale tobacco and air freshener. The rust-coloured carpet looked miserable against the bare magnolia walls. A stained, shabby throw was laid at the end of the bed. I rolled it up and shoved it into the wardrobe. The bed sheets were thin from laundering, but at least they were clean. The overhead lighting was very bright and I looked for a lamp, but there wasn’t one. In the bathroom there was soap, a few clean towels and two plastic cups covered with paper hygiene seals. God, this was basic – so different from any hotel I would have chosen for recreation. There was no ambience and no way of creating any. It occurred to me that a couple of scented candles would have made a huge difference. If the bathroom light was left on, the main bedroom lights were off and a few candles flickered around the room, it would
			have disguised the shabbiness of the place, softened any flaws in my appearance and created a more inviting atmosphere. Lesson Two: Be prepared to dress the room appropriately.

		When I had stripped down to my escort attire and stored my clothes in the rickety MDF wardrobe, I texted Aidan the room number and details of how to get to it without asking at Reception. My mouth was dry and my heart was pounding. I got myself some tap water and sat on the armchair, waiting. I saw my reflection in the full-length mirror on the wall opposite: I hardly recognized myself in the garish lingerie and the ridiculously high shiny heels.

		‘What the fuck are you doing?’ I said out loud. I sounded like someone else. ‘Move away from the mirror,’ I told myself sternly. ‘You know why you’re here.’ The only thing breaking the silence was the occasional sound of traffic from the car park below. I tried the television to see if it had any radio channels, but there was nothing. I turned it off. Lesson Three: Bring your own source of music.

		I got up, paced and twitched with nervousness. Seriously, what the fuck was I doing? What if he was horrible or rough or wanted to harm me? This was just too dodgy – what had I been thinking? It flashed through my mind that I should get the hell out of there, but as I started to bolt, there was a gentle knock on the door. I composed myself, took a deep breath, pulled back my shoulders, tried to relax my face into what I hoped was a pleasant – or at least non-terrified – expression and opened the door a few inches. I saw a pair of grey-blue eyes and a face with an open, kind expression. He looked normal.

		‘Aidan?’ I said.

		‘Yep, that’s me,’ he whispered. I let him in and locked the door behind us. The time had arrived.

		I was doing it.

	
		4. First Encounter

		Aidan looked me up and down, from teased shiny hair to tarty shiny shoes. ‘Sexy,’ he said. I was glad someone thought so – he clearly had no taste. Mind you, if he was as nervous as I was, he had probably just said the first thing that came into his head.

		‘Thank you. It’s lovely to meet you,’ I said, trying to sound sincere. I told him to make himself comfortable as I got him a glass of water.

		He was about six feet tall with a fairly muscular build. His coarse red hair could have done with the attention of a good barber. His clothes were old-fashioned for a man in his thirties. I couldn’t help but notice his dark brown loafers, the kind my father had started wearing for comfort in his sixties. He wore a sweater over jeans and both looked like they could do with a wash. He was neither attractive nor unattractive to me – just not my type.

		‘Okay then. If you’d like to get started, you can undress and lie on the bed,’ I said, in an upbeat voice, in keeping with the illusion of control I wanted to create.

		He started to strip in silence. I knew from how he was doing everything I suggested that he was happy for me to take the lead. There was only so much I could prepare for and I didn’t have a plan of what I would do with him during the
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