“The Alley”

The young girl shivered in the cold, swaying on her cheap stilettos like a shabby willow under the fierce blows of an almost overpowering wind.  Jasmine, the Newbie, the other girls called her, stared down the alley where most of her customers parked.  They were mostly older men, in their late forties, looking for a cheap thrill or a little excitement to their regularly boring sexlives.  Their wives were no longer interested in satisfying their lust, and with the onset of the Gut, they needed to look elsewhere for their…entertainment.  Jasmine smiled wryly.  She hadn’t been in this business for long, but it was enough.  Her eyes had already developed a glazed over, jaded appearance.  Strange, to see that hungry yet old look on one so young, but it was her life now.  Crack had taken away her innocence.  

No, she wasn’t always like this.  At one point, she had high hopes of marrying the boy that “loved” her, of living with him in their perfect house with their white picket fence and their beautiful children, one already on his or her way.  But not anymore, not after the miscarriage…

Those glinting gray eyes of hers had softened as she speculated about her old life, and what could have been, who could have lived, how she could have been happy.  But that softer look disappeared immediately with the arrival of the car.  The change was immediate.  Her back straightened, her hips swayed, her breasts jiggled provocatively under the gossamer cloth of her flimsy top.  

“Hey there stud, my name’s Jasmine.  Wanna have a good time?” She flashed the man a sultry look, and leaned over, clearly displaying her “wares.” 

He was one of the usual clientele.  Mid-forties, still handsome, but going to seed.  The eyes were bloodshot and puffy, probably from a night of beer.  Jasmine winced inside.  They were more brutal after they had been liquored up.  She smiled her saccharine smile as he quickly gave her the once-over, which never failed to make her like a piece of meat…but that was what she was, wasn’t she?  He sneered, and waved a fifty dollar bill in front of her eyes.

“What’ll I get with this, sweetcheeks?” 

“A blowjob and a little fondle, but up it a twenty, and you’ll get a good fucking, honey.”

“Sounds like a deal...get in.”  Jasmine climbed into the ’99 Volvo, making sure to expose all two inches of pale thigh her micro-skirt covered.  He roughly mauled her tits, pulling them out from the gaping cleavage of the red camisole.  She smiled, rubbing her crotch over the growing bulge enclosed by the man’s khakis (khakis his wife probably pressed for him yesterday, soon to be soaked with his juices).  

He wanted to kiss her…but Jasmine knew better.  The last time she let someone do that, she had cried.  It was too much…too much like her Jason, and how he would touch her so tenderly before he left…

She ducked down instead, smiling that smile, and seductively lowered the zipper to those perfectly pressed khakis.  The swollen purple flesh that met her cool fingers jumped at the sudden contact.  Her smile disintegrated as her ostentaciously painted lips closed over his quivering member.  Faster and faster she sucked, until the man’s guttural groan raised her up.  He pulled down her tiny lace thong, veteran of so many of like acts.  Veteran of even her first.  Maybe that’s why she was thinking of Jason…

He plunged into her fast.  She was surprised to find herself almost wet, but the pseudo-pleasure gave in to the pain his repeated pounding sparked.  It took all of two minutes, but it hurt and degraded her yet again.  She wished that those feelings would leave.  She should be used to it by now, jaded, like the other girls, but it wasn’t always like this for her.  She should have been better than this, but not anymore.  Jasmine took his money tonight, as she has for many nights.  It felt alive in her hand, those two green bills, the presidents of the country glaring, staring, accusing her from their green-tinted paper backgrounds.  She hated this, what she did to herself, but the crack…it was her life now.  It replaced her love, her child, her dreams, and her world and flung her into an endless abyss for her unwavering faith. 

