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  Working Girl 4: Tell me all about it

So how does a well brought-up girl from a good small-town family become a high-class hooker? Well, ask Beth Masters and she’d tell you it’s not at all about the money. Or, at least, it wasn’t for her.

She’d come so far this summer, living a life she would never even have dreamed about before. She’d lost her virginity, she’d discovered a side to her nature she had never known existed. She’d had threesomes and been to sex clubs, and fallen for a man whose face she’d only ever known before from the covers of glossy magazines.

Fallen.

Yes, fallen in love, although that particular four-letter word hadn’t cropped up between them just yet.

She’d fallen for him, hook, line and sinker.

So here she was: Beth Masters. Small-town girl in a big city relationship with a man who would do anything for her, and who was rarely more happy than when he was hearing about her being fucked by another man.

§

“I don’t know. I don’t even pretend to understand it. It does my head in if I think about it for too long.”

Beth’s cousin Joanna sat at the other end of the long sofa, knees tucked up to her chin, her hands cradling a steaming mug of hot chocolate. It was their thing from when they were kids on shared vacations: PJs, hot chocolate and an old movie.

“Is he hurting you? Do you want out?”

Beth shook her head.

“Then don’t overwork your brain on it, then,” said Joanna.

“But... But what kind of guy takes his girl to a club so he can watch her with other men?”

“You telling me you didn’t enjoy that?” Joanna was shaking her head. “From what you told me about it all, you seemed quite happy to take the lead. People go to places like that because they can separate things out. They go there to fuck other people. Don’t look so shocked at me, babe. It’s what they do. It’s what you did. Hell, I know the place you mean. It’s a nice crowd. They’re good people. If on the one hand you’ve got seedy, then that place is way off the other end of the scale.”

“You know the club? You’ve been there?”

Joanna had always lived in the city. She’d always been the one with high tales of expensive living and indulgence, but... There was so much to Joanna that Beth now realized she didn’t know.

Joanna shrugged. “I know my way around this city, babe,” she said. “I’ve worked in all kinds of places, and that club’s just one of them. Nothing wrong with people having fun and exploring.”

“But it’s like I’m changing into a completely different person. There’s this whole new side to me. I keep asking myself if it’s bad that I’m really turned on by the kind of thing that would have shocked me stupid only a few weeks ago. And now I’m in a relationship that breaks every rule there ever was.”

“And you’re having fun, right?”

“I–”

“Hell, Beth: I haven’t seen you this happy since you were a little girl with pig-tails. You’re not getting hurt and you’re not hurting anyone. You’ve got yourself a man who’d do anything for you. You’re having a ball, Beth. Just keep on doing what it is that’s making you so happy, okay?”

§

Relationships. Love. Sex.

It kept on going round and round in her head. She couldn’t help herself. Much as she knew Joanna’s words were sensible, Beth couldn’t help but worry.

All this... it wasn’t normal. You don’t read a love story about a guy who likes to share his girl around and somehow that’s a sign of his love. The world wasn’t like that.

Or at least, Beth’s world hadn’t been like that before she went to work for Bill Grady.

§

“You’re quiet.”

They were in a lobster bar just north of the city. As they had approached, the place looked like an unprepossessing huddle of wooden shacks, nestling in the crook of a promontory. Inside, it was rough, but clean-looking, and the place had a buzz, every table occupied, with more customers lined up at the bar.

“Been here nearly forty years,” Grady had said when they entered and were shown immediately to a table. “Best seafood for a hundred miles. I know the family. Good people.”

That phrase – ‘good people’ – reminded Beth of her conversation with Joanna, and how her cousin had described the people at the sex club as ‘good people’.

Their table was one of the best there was, a small table by a picture window, with a view out over a rocky beach to the bay, and the city lights beyond, just starting to twinkle in the darkening dusk light.

“Quiet?” she said, now. “Sorry. Just tired, I guess.”

Those eyes. They were so expressive. Right now, he didn’t believe her.

“So what is it?”

They were interrupted by a young waiter. A boy Grady greeted as Carlo and who knew the wine Grady preferred even before he was told. “That okay?” Grady asked Beth when Carlo reeled off the wine and its vintage.

When the boy had gone, those pale blue eyes locked on Beth again, reminding her of a question unanswered.

“It’s this,” she said finally, struggling for words. “Us.”

He looked down, then back up again. “If this is your way of breaking up,” he said, “then your timing sucks. Even if we skip appetizers this could get mighty awkward.”

“No! No, I’m not... it’s just...” Why did she have trouble forming sentences when she was around him? She wasn’t usually like this.

He reached across the table and rested a hand on hers.

“It’s just... I don’t know what this is.”

“You’re the only woman I’ve ever had this kind of relationship with,” he said.

“And that’s supposed to make me feel better?” She was trying to joke, trying to make things light again.

“I’ve had plenty of casual things, a couple of serious relationships. But there have always been barriers. I’ve always been the public me. I don’t find it easy to open up. Except with you. You got through my barriers right from the start.”

She smiled. “That’s a bit better. Go on, explain to me how it is that I’m so special you want to watch me with other men.”

That came out far more harshly than she had intended. She squeezed his hand. “I–”

“It’s okay. It’s a bit of a mind-fuck, isn’t it? I don’t even pretend to really understand. I just know what I like. You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever encountered. Sex is a beautiful thing and I’m a very visual man.”

“So it’s me-porn?” Again: her words were coming out far harsher than intended tonight. She hadn’t realized how much she had been bottling up inside.

The wine came. Carlo poured a little into Beth’s glass and she sniffed and sipped and swallowed, not knowing what it was she was looking for, but it tasted like silk on her tongue and she nodded for Carlo to pour.

“No,” Grady said. “No, it’s not you-porn.” He had a knack for letting a conversation pause and then picking it smoothly up again. “Yes, I’m visual, and I do get a kick out of seeing beautiful people doing beautiful things. But it’s more than that. I think it’s one of the most intimate, touching things I can do.”

She said nothing. Didn’t know what to say, how to respond to a statement like that.

He continued into her silence: “I want you to explore. I want you to experience life to the full. And I don’t feel threatened, I don’t mistake exploration for anything more. It turns me on, yes, but I know it arouses you, too. It turns you on hugely. I love seeing you aroused like that, and I believe that you enjoy the effect it has on me, that watching you can make me desire you so much. I’m fascinated by you, and enchanted by you, by the way your mind works, by your eagerness to explore and indulge. Yes, I love to watch you, but I love to hear what’s in your head, what everything feels like, how you’ve responded to different touches and tastes and sensations. I’ve never felt this way before. It scares me, and I love it.”

Carlo came back and they ordered, even though neither had even glanced at the menu. “Get us what’s best today,” Grady said, before turning apologetically to Beth. “I hope that’s okay? Carlo’s father never disappoints.”

Their hands had drifted apart, but now Beth put both of hers over one of his. “You like to know what’s in my mind?” she said. Her mind was still racing, but she tried to ignore that. Perhaps no-one else would ever understand that a man could say such beautiful things about – well, about things Beth was still adjusting to – but she could see what it meant to him to say these things. She had been the virgin, coming into this relationship, but in many ways he had been virginal, too. This was new ground for both of them.

There was a tension in his hand, so unlike him. She raised an index finger and dragged it lightly along the line of his thumb, teasing him with her nail. He tensed more, and gave a soft gasp.

“I used to be innocent Beth. Small-town Beth. That old me could have come to somewhere like this – not that she ever had the opportunity – and she’d be admiring the view and studying the menu to make sure she got exactly what she wanted. She’d never just leave it up to the owner to choose what’s best.”

That finger nail, dragging slowly along the V between thumb and forefinger, across the slight webbing and then under his hand, running back up the heel of his
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