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It’s only noon and I’m about ready to
fall asleep. I’ve been working this banal, dead-end job for way too
long. At first, it was fun getting a chance to talk to people all
day, but after a while, it just ends up being the same thing over
and over. Sure the phone-sex industry isn’t what it used to be, but
at least the people calling in when I started here had some
creativity. I have women callers from time to time, but they have a
tendency to get pretty brutal.


“Of course I’m touching myself, baby,”
I say, trying to mask my overwhelming boredom. “Your voice is
getting me so hot.”


The key is to make the caller feel
like every stupid line of bullshit that comes out of their mouth
turns you on to the most ridiculous, unnatural level. At least the
money’s still good.


“Oh yeah, tell me what you
want me to do with my pantyhose.” Are you
serious? “Oh yeah, baby. It feels so
good.”


Maybe it’s not that people are getting
less creative; maybe it’s just that I’ve been here too long. With
my last boyfriend, I found myself repeating work lines during sex.
It wasn’t his fault really, but that’s when the romance went out of
it for me. What I need is someone who doesn’t immediately want me
to talk dirty to them as soon as they find out what I do for a
living. Just because I’m blessed with a… to quote my hiring
manager, “Seductive tone that will send the men through the roof,”
doesn’t mean that I really want to narrate every sexual act and how
it makes me so hot.


I’m finally off work, and I’m really
rethinking my life. I have the privilege of working in one of the
few remaining brick-and-mortar phone sex operations; but,
unfortunately, going to work is about the only time that I get out
of the house. This started out as a way to make money for college,
but when I kept getting bonuses for having the most repeat
business, I just never found another job. I graduated with a
nursing degree, so the knowledge of anatomy comes in handy, but
this is definitely not the way that I wanted to help people for the
rest of my life. I guess I just got comfortable. Oh
well.


I get in my car and I’m driving home.
I stop on the way for a quick drink at my favorite bar. I’m not in
there five minutes before I see some guy nudging his friend and
pointing at me. I roll my eyes and the bartender hands me my shot.
I look at the clock and, to the bartender, I say, “What do you say,
Nick? Usual bet?”


See, we have this running wager about
guys like that. It never fails; one or both of them will eventually
come over and ask me to give them a free sample of my work voice.
If the guy comes over in five minutes or less, Nick gives me a
free, five-dollar drink. If it’s longer than five minutes, I add
five dollars to Nick’s tip before I leave. Nobody wins if they
don’t come over, but eventually they all do.


I look over in the direction of the
guys, and am momentarily happy that I’m about to win a free drink.
As soon as the men sit next to me though, I’m already in need of
another shot.


“Hey there,” the blond one says, “my
friend here tells me that you work for a sex-hotline.” He chuckles
and looks at his friend. He turns back to me and says, “How about a
demonstration?”


I raise an eyebrow and look the blond
guy up and down. He’s a scrawny kid, probably twenty-one and a day,
and his face is already red from talking to “a sex worker.” I lean
toward him in my best seductive manner and in my work voice, I say,
“Oh baby… you look like you’ve got a really small dick.”


The blond kid’s face goes even redder,
and I can see that he’s not too happy about his free sample, so I
try to give him a bigger reward for his time.


I lick my lips and in the tone I save
for my best customers, I say, “I bet you’ve never satisfied a
woman.”


His friend starts laughing, and
blondie gets up from his stool, tries to think of something clever
to say, and when he can’t, he storms out of the bar.


I look at blondie’s friend and say,
“Val, what the fuck? You know I hate that.”


Nick pours me a shot of vodka and
slides it toward me. Val laughs and says, “Come on, Ella, I was
just trying to get you a free drink.”


With that, Nick looks at Val and says,
“That’ll be five bucks.”


“Come on, man,” and goes for his
wallet.


“She’s not the one who set it up,”
Nick says, winking at me.


I chuckle and down my shot. “Well,” I
say, “as much as I’d like to hang out and get plastered, I’ve got
to drive home tonight.” I look around and spot at least three
groups of guys looking at me with that stupid expression on their
faces. “And it looks like I’d better make it quick. Have a good
night, guys.” I pay Nick for my first drink and make my way out the
door.


I walk to my car and pop a
stick of gum in my mouth. It’s not that I’m afraid of being over
the legal limit; I just hate the taste of five-dollar vodka. I
unlock my car and get in. The sun is on its way down, and I drive
through an atmosphere of scarlet with splashes of deep pink and
mulberry changing on the minute into vermillion and indigo. I roll
down the window and take a deep breath of the air, expecting the
taste of the world right now to reflect the beauty in the sky. The
window doesn’t stay up for long. I’ve got
to get the hell out of the city.


While taking in the
stunning flavor of sky, I must have lost track of my speed because
a police car is flipping on its lights behind me.
Fuck. I pull over to the
side of the road and quickly undo the top three buttons of my
blouse. I know it’s not ethical, but my insurance is through the
roof as it is.


As the cop gets out of the car and
walks toward my door, my heart drops. It’s a woman. My success rate
of exposing my way out of a ticket is heroically low with women. I
quickly swallow my gum and roll down the window.


“Good evening officer,” I say in my
citizen of the year voice.


“License, registration, and insurance
card,” she says, not looking at me.


I reach over and pull my
registration and insurance card from the glove compartment.
Well, it’s worth a shot anyway.
As I lean back, I hand the documents to the
officer with my right hand, turning my body enough to give a better
view of my cleavage. She’s still not looking at me as she takes the
papers.


“And your license?”


I pull my license from the purse on my
front seat and hand it over in the same manner as my
registration.


“Do you know why I pulled you over?”
the woman asks, comparing the information on the
credentials.


I sigh and say, “Would you tell me?”
Hers is a trick question. If you say no, then the officer assumes
that you weren’t paying attention, and an unscrupulous one will
make up whatever they want. If you give a possible explanation,
it’s added to the list of charges. It’s crap.


“You were going a little fast back
there. What’s the hurry?” the officer says, finally looking at
me.


“I was just on my way home from work,
and I guess the,” I soften my voice, “gorgeous sunset had me a
little distracted.”


“I see,” she says. “And where do you
work?”


I doubt this is going to
have its usual effect. “I work for Madame
Cleary’s Phone Brothel.” I never did like
the name.


Her eyebrow rises a bit, and she takes
a second to answer. “Oh my god,” she says, turning red. “I thought
I recognized…”


My eyes widen a bit, and I’m starting
to get the feeling that I might just get that free pass after all.
“You sound familiar,” I say. “Have we met before?


She stands there befuddled, blushing
more with every second. The truth is I do think that I recognize
her voice. She sounds suspiciously like the woman who always tells
me to call her Officer Naughty.


She doesn’t say anything until I don
my work voice, “You sound a lot like someone I’ve talked to
before…” It’s the wink that does it.


“You’re free to go,” she says,
hurriedly giving me back my papers. She says, “Just try to keep it
to the speed limit, will you? I don’t want to see you get hurt…
Cherry.” She winks back at me.


I can’t help but smile. I’m not into
women, but she’s so coy it’s adorable. Not to mention that there’s
something really fulfilling in making an officer uncomfortable
enough that they let you go. She walks back to her car, and I’m
tempted to call out, “I’ll talk to you tomorrow,” but decide
against it.


I finally get home and just sit in
front of the television until it’s time for bed. One of the
downsides of this job is that most of my female friends have gone.
Apparently, they started getting insecure. I don’t know what the
big deal is. I would never hit on a friend’s significant other; but
because of my job, people have the tendency to assume that I’m
nothing but a skank.


As for my male friends, well, I just
got sick of talking in my raspy voice on command every time







































































































































































































































































































































































































*********














cover.jpg





