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Shit!  Only an hour to get ready, and so much yet to do.  He sure doesn’t believe in giving a girl much notice.  But, then again, I suppose they’ve all become used to getting what they want when they want it.  Why wait if you don’t have to, eh?  I toss aside the magazine I am reading, bending the page to save my place in the article.  I look around….the flat is a mess – its usual environment….books left half-read scattered on every imaginable surface; magazines tossed carelessly aside, left open to articles as yet unread.  There’s a bag of crisps that’s take up residence on my end table for the past month or so.  In all honesty, I’m just plain afraid to touch it.  Unwashed cups left here and there, various items of clothing that never quite made into the laundry, bottles of nail lacquer left on the table….Oh yeah, the place is long overdue for a major overhaul.  The ironic thing is, it’s only a two-room flat!  The sitting area contains a small alcove that serves as a dining room, and the kitchenette is separated from the larger space only by a small counter.  The stuff of necessity, not luxury.  The tiny bathroom is just big enough for a medium size person to turn around in and consists only of a toilet, a small pedestal sink with a mirror hung haphazardly beneath a dim fluorescent light, and a shower cubicle.  Hey, at least it’s en-suite, not shared! 

The bedroom, though, is a different matter altogether.  It is the one room I took care in furnishing.  The large brass full-sized bed is covered with red satin sheets, topped with a black crushed velvet duvet.  Pillows – many pillows of different sizes and shapes – strewn about the head of the bed.  Plush throw rugs warm the floor on either side of the bed while candles and joss sticks are placed strategically throughout the room.  Walls that have seen too many decades of disrepair are covertly transformed by oversized scarves and bolts of various prints and materials tacked “just so.”  The effect is more eclectic and exotic than confused and busy – it works.  To add to the ambience, the record player, concealed by a three-panel silk-screen provides just the right volume of music to mask the sounds from the busy city street below.  This room is always primed.  The sheets are clean, the joss sticks lit an hour in advance, the shades drawn, the music playing…like a stage merely awaiting the actors to make their entrance.

Unfortunately, one has to enter the bedroom through the main sitting room, so, with a heavy sigh, I rise with some effort and begin the dreaded task of making these areas presentable.  I know that no one who comes here is coming to see my home.  Still, I have created quite a following due the simple fact that I pay attention to detail.  Granted, the details that concern most of my clients have little to do with any room save the bedroom and what we do in there, it is the overall package that impresses.  

I have become quite adept at making an impression.  Perhaps that is why I am so successful at what I do.  When a man – or the occasional woman or couple – walk into my flat, they are transported to another place.  A place where there is no desire that is taboo, no secret that is so shocking, no request that is too disgraceful.  They come to me with fantasies they are too ashamed, intimidated, or embarrassed to tell their wives and girlfriends.  They tell me, though.  Oh yes.  They tell me with downcast eyes, trembling hands, and voices in near-whisper as though to a confessor.  In a way, I suppose I am.  I do not judge them – never judge them.  I absolve them all, I redeem them all, I satiate them all.  And I am discreet…very discreet.  You see?  It is for all of these reasons that they return to me again and again…. including him.

He was worried when he first started seeing me – not sure if I could be trusted.  In time, he discovered he could and he called on me more often.  Eventually, he shared his darkest fantasies with me.  Then, we shared them together.  I have often wondered how he explains away the scars and bruises.  After all, they are not often inconspicuous.  It would make me laugh if it were not so sad.  This charming, confident young man whom the world adores and women worship begging me to hurt him…”Bruise me, bleed me, break me….”  His pleas cried out as a litany.  Sometimes we fuck, sometimes we don’t.  It doesn’t matter to me.  I have to suppress a giggle when he turns gentle then, “Ta, luv.  You were fab,” he whispers as though I care.  I force myself to smile sweetly as though I do.  As he dresses to leave, he always leaves an extra twenty pound note with the rest of the money on my dresser.  I appreciate it – I really do.  After he leaves though, I think about how ironic it is that this is the boy who wrote “Can’t Buy Me Love.”  I smile then as I realize he’ll be back in two days to “buy” some more.  Now, to get back to that article I was reading….

