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CHAPTER 1:

It was a cold night in New York, but then the winter of 1870 had been an especially cold one so far. Jane heard the footsteps of the man long before she saw him. As he came into the light she could tell that he was a gentleman; well-dressed and well-groomed...not the sort of man she expected to find walking in this neighborhood alone at night. She hesitated but no one else had come by in so long and she wanted to get indoors desperately. Hopefully he wouldn't strike her with the gold-headed walking stick she could see in his hand. Some men wouldn't just turn you down, they had to show their disgust with violence. That was fair, she supposed, what gentleman wouldn't take offense at being approached by a whore in the streets? It was a risk but what else was there to do?

"Excuse me sir..."

"Yes?" the man replied with a note of surprise. He hadn't seen her lurking in the shadows. "What is it you wish girl?"

"Is there anything I can do for you? Anything at all?" said Jane, pleased by the tone of the man's voice. "I only charge 50 cents."

"What on earth on you saying girl? You'll do anything I want for 50 cents?"

"Yes, sir...anything at all."

"Run along home child, this is no place for you," the stranger said as he began to walk away.

Jane flung herself at his feet and began sobbing.

"Please sir...25 cents and you can have me! It's so cold out here."

"What could you possibly do that I would want done?" he asked in a friendly voice with no scorn or distain intended.

"I could suck your cock. I know how...quite well so they tell me," she said softly.

"You would suck a strange man's cock right out here in the street for 25 cents?"

"Yes, by God! 25 cents and worth every penny!" she cried.

He helped her up to her feet and looked around. The street was deserted. He led her by the hand, first to the street lamp where he got a good look at her face, then to a dark corner away from the curb.

"What's your name girl?" he asked, not expecting the truth.

"Jane."

"Well undo my fly and suck my prick. I'll give you a dollar if you do it well. And you needn't try to make it last...it's damn cold out here and I want to get this over with as quickly as possible."

He didn't need to say another word. She had the buttons of his trousers undone and his cock out in a flash. He wasn't hard but she blew on her hands and gently began to stroke his shaft. 

"That was a nice touch," the man suggested as he began to become hard in her hands.

One hand remained slowly stroking in a circular pattern while the other began to fondle his balls. The stranger was quite erect in no time. As soon as she saw him stiffen she began to work with her tongue, but only briefly being out in the cold. He needed his cock someplace warmer so into her waiting mouth it went. The gentleman moaned with surprised delight at her unexpected skill. She had obviously done this before a number of times and wasn't bragging when she said she knew what she was doing. His hands reached down to grab her head as he felt himself about to explode.

"Good God, you're unbelievable! I've gotten head in some of the finest bordellos in Europe but nothing like this!"

Those were the last words he could muster before his sounds degenerated into grunts and moans of ecstasy. Although he usually prided himself on his stamina this street walker had made him shoot his load like a farm boy losing his virginity in a hayloft. When he finally regained his composure he found that she had already buttoned up his trousers.

"What did you say your name was?" he inquired.

"Jane."

"Well, Jane, this may be a lucky meeting for the both of us. Your cock sucking skill is remarkable and from what I can tell in this dim light you might clean up rather well. I want you to come with me."

"Where?" she asked.

"Never mind where...you'll like it, I promise you. Now first here's that dollar I owe you and another one besides. If things go well tonight you'll make far more than that. The place I want to take you is just around the corner and down the street a bit. I had a cab but foolishly let it go because I thought the walk would warm me up. I was regretting it but now I think that it was fate. I would have ridden right past you and never known you were there."

With two dollars in her pocket she would have followed this man to the gates of hell. He seemed very nice, very polite and rather good-looking as well. Maybe this was some sort of a trick but she was too cold to care by this point anyway. The worst thing that could happen to her was dying and that wasn't such a big deal when you got right down to it.

They strolled briskly, which did provide some warmth, and soon they came to a rather non-descript building with a red door that seemed somewhat out of place amidst the grayness of the street. The man tapped his walking stick on the door and it was promptly opened by a maid who took his hat and coat as they entered. Jane had neither hat nor coat to take.

If you had told Jane that such places existed she would not have believed it. The main room was the most elegant thing she had ever seen. There was a string quartet playing music she had never heard before and scandalous paintings on the walls of nude women. The furniture was exquisite dark wood and with velvet upholstery and a cloud of cigar smoke sort of hovered over the place. There were many well-dressed men in the room, some drinking or smoking but virtually all of them engaged in some sort of flirtation with the most beautiful women Jane had ever seen. The gowns, the corsets, the lace...it was like a fantasy world. 

"Would you like to live in a place like this?" the stranger asked.

"It would be heaven," she replied.

"Well I've never heard it put quite that way before," he replied with a laugh. "Heaven is usually the furthest thing from the mind here. You know what this place is don't you?"

"Not exactly," answered Jane, feeling very foolish and ignorant.

"It's a bordello...a brothel...a whorehouse."

"You mean these women are..."

"Exactly. Do you think you'd like to be one of them?"

"How could I? I could never look like that."

"I'll be the judge of that," said the stranger. "Well, actually the madam of this house, Miss Bonaventure will be the judge as far as this place goes but I know plenty of other options if she turns you down."

"Why are you doing this for me?" Jane asked.

"I'm not doing it for you, I'm doing it for me. Do you have any idea how much money these women make...of course you don't...but if I told you it would make your head spin. I want to own a piece of you, a percentage of what you make because I believe you could be quite the little earner. The two dollars I gave you is all yours, I consider that an investment, but I would like to make a great deal more money off of you if you live up to my expectations. Ah...here's the lady I want you to meet."

An incredibly elegant middle-aged woman gracefully strolled over to them wearing a very fashionable gown and some extremely impressive jewelry. Her black hair was impeccably styled. She had probably been drop-dead gorgeous in her youth but at least she had aged well. She was still a beauty, perhaps even more so now, but it was a different kind of beauty than the other girls in the room. Everything about her suggested sophistication and grace.

"Arthur, it's always nice to see you," said Miss Bonaventure as he kissed her hand. "And what have we here?"

"This is a friend of mine. Her name is Jane."

"Isn't it always?" Miss Bonaventure said with a laugh. "Turn around girl, let me look at you."

Jane did as she was instructed and Miss Bonaventure examined her with a keen and experienced eye.

"It's promising material, I'll grant you that. Where did you find her Arthur?"

"She sucked my cock on the street around the corner."

"A street-walker! Honestly, Arthur, I expect a little more from you."

"She gave me the best blow job I've ever had in my life," Arthur explained, "and with all due respects Clarissa, that includes you."

"High praise, indeed Mr. Bradley. I know what a connoisseur you are of fine fellatio. Where did you learn how to suck cock my dear?"

"I had three brothers," Jane replied matter-of-factly.

"Jesus! You were raped by your own brothers?" Arthur exclaimed.

"I'm sorry sir, I'm not totally sure what that means," said Jane.

"Your brothers forced you to have sexual intercourse with them?"

"I didn't know it wasn't always like that, at least not at the time. They assured me that it was something brothers and sisters did. They started making me do it to them when I was about 11 or 12. I did it all the time with them until I was 16 and ran away from home."

"How did you keep from becoming with child?" asked Miss Bonaventure.

"We only did it in the mouth...or sometimes in the ass. If all three wanted me at the same time I would use my hand as well."

"Interesting," said Clarissa with no particular emotion.

"But child, you must have known it was wrong...unnatural even," protested Mr. Bradley. "What did your parents say?"

"My brothers warned me not to ever speak of it to anyone because I was ruined as a woman and could never find a husband. They said they would be husband enough for me. We lived on a farm, very isolated from anywhere and I wasn't often allowed to go into town. My mother was once a schoolteacher so I was educated at home. I loved reading and we had a number of books. I never had any friends...just my brothers."

"What made you run away?" asked Miss Bonaventure.

"When I was 16 I was allowed to go to town with my brothers to pick up some supplies. I met a man with one arm in the General Store. He said he had lost the other arm in the war. He was very friendly and said he would like to call on me. My brothers overheard the conversation and threatened to beat the man if he ever tried to contact me but I had already told him where I lived and that I would be happy if he called upon me. About a week later he came to the front door in a beautiful new suit and holding a bouquet of flowers. We spent the loveliest afternoon in the parlor just talking and drinking tea.  He said he would call on me again but that was the last time I ever saw him. My brothers told me later that they had followed him down the road and beat him senseless with a warning that they would do worse if he ever returned. I slipped out of the house that night and started walking towards town, hoping that I could find him again somehow but it was too far and I ended up sleeping in a barn. When I got to town finally I asked around everywhere but no one knew of him. There was no going back at this point so I just kept on traveling."

"All the way to New York? Did you have any money?" asked Arthur.

"No, but I found out rather quickly that I didn't need money as long as I could find a man who wanted his prick sucked. That was no problem for me so I could always get a room and a meal or a train ticket or a ride in someone's wagon. It was on one of those wagon rides that I learned about incest, I think it was called, and that my brothers had been using me in an unlawful way. I was already furious at them for driving away my gentleman friend but knowing how they had taken advantage of me made me hate them with all my heart and soul. I miss my mother and father but I'll never go back so long as even one of my brothers is there."

"And so you have lived here in New York as a prostitute?" Mr. Bradley inquired.

"Yes, sir. Although I find it much harder here than in the country. There are far more men but I fear that there are far more women willing to do what I do. Most of the men that I met along the way were amazed that I would put it in my mouth but now it doesn't seem to matter. I suppose in the big city it's easier to find what you want."

"And what do you want my dear?" asked Miss Bonaventure.

"I would like to work here if I could be of use to you. This is the most beautiful place I've ever seen."

"Another question that occurs to me...your brothers may have avoided cuming inside you but what about all the other men you've had? Do you know anything of birth control methods?"

"No, ma'am, I'm afraid I don't, but no man has cum inside me...not in my pussy if that's what you mean."

"What in heaven are you saying?" Arthur blurted out. "You have prostituted yourself all this time and never had a cock in your pussy?"

"That is correct sir. Usually I just offer to suck a man's cock and they accept or not. Tonight I was desperately cold so I offered to do anything but you chose to cum in my mouth, as most men do."

"Sweet Jesus," whistled Arthur, "the girl is a virgin!"


CHAPTER 2:

The three of them had gone back to Miss Bonaventure's office to discuss details and examine Jane more thoroughly. First Jane stripped naked and Clarissa probed and prodded her body all over, as one might do when buying a horse, and naturally wanted to confirm her rather remarkable claim of virginity. 

"Would you be kind enough to suck Mr. Bradley's cock again so that I may watch?" asked Miss Bonaventure.

"Gladly. He has already paid me more than twice for the service."

Arthur sat in a comfortable chair and allowed Jane to lower his trousers as she slipped between his legs on her knees. Miss Bonaventure leaned on a desk with a good view of the proceedings.

"Would you like it to be quick again or should I make it last this time?" Jane inquired.

"Get him off as fast as you can," suggested Miss Bonaventure. "I'm paying for this one and I want to see how quickly you can make him cum."

"It won't be quite as easy this time, I'm afraid. I just shot my wad less than half an hour ago," Mr. Bradley reminded her.

"Let's see what she can do."

Jane went to work and once again had Arthur hard and throbbing in no time. Clarissa moved around to get a closer view and could clearly see that Mr. Bradley wasn't exaggerating Jane's prowess. Her tongue flicked delicately across the head of his penis one moment then suddenly she was taking him all in her throat. A little teasing followed by a little intensive sucking and that was all that was required. With a moan that surprised even him Arthur shot his load once more into her waiting mouth in no time at all. She swallowed it all without hesitation and licked every last drop off his head and shaft. Miss Bonaventure stood and watched in amazement.

"What did I tell you?" groaned Mr. Bradley as he pulled his pants up.

"It's too good to be true," whispered Miss Bonaventure. "Come here girl...Jane. I've been in this business for more years than I care to admit and I don't know that I've ever seen technique as good as yours. I understand that you did this with your brothers frequently but that doesn't explain why you do it so well."

"They had a book," said Jane, "filled with illustrations and descriptions of the various ways a woman might take a man in her mouth. My oldest brother was in the army near the end of the war. He came home with the book, but I don't know where he got it. He also had some picture postcards of women sucking off men but the book was my main education. And sometimes my brothers would just tell me to try things or do things a certain way so I did."

"You may hate your brothers right now but someday you may end up thanking them, my dear. Your virginity alone would make you a precious commodity but your skill is going to make you very rich indeed. We're all going to make a great deal of money...no I'm not even going to haggle with you Arthur...I know you want a percentage and you shall have it."

"I think this calls for a celebration," said Arthur. "Send for some champagne and put it on my bill."

"It's on me. You spend enough of your money here as it is I can certainly afford to reward you for your astonishing discovery. Of course we both won't make any money until she's ready and she's going to need a lot of work and an extensive wardrobe," Miss Bonaventure cautioned.

"Completely understandable. That's why I brought her to you. You're the best in the business at grooming a girl," said Arthur.

"I suspect you brought her here because you were on your way to this place anyway so it was convenient, but I appreciate the compliment," smiled Miss Bonaventure. "Fortunately he's right, you know. I am the best at grooming a girl. And I have a feeling that you're not just any girl. I see...well...I suppose I see a lot of me in you. I see great potential. You're going to learn a lot of things here, and not just about sex. You're a country girl with no real education but fortunately you seem to have a sharp mind and you've obviously learned a great deal on your own. With me to guide you I think the whole city may well end up at your feet."

The champagne arrived and all three had their glasses filled. Arthur raised his in a toast.

"To Jane...the newest rising star in the heavens of sensual delights."

"That won't do," scolded Miss Bonaventure.

"I thought that was a rather charming toast, " said Arthur, slightly wounded.

"Not the toast...the name. She can't be Plain Jane. I'm going to create a goddess, she must be called something appropriate."

"Aphrodite, the goddess of love?" he suggested.

"No...Athena...the virgin goddess of reason and wisdom."

"She's only going to be a virgin once you know," Arthur reminded her.

"Yes...Athena...I like it. Do you like it Jane?" Miss Bonaventure inquired.

"Very much. It's a beautiful name."

"So from this day henceforth, my young beauty, you shall be known as Athena."

"To Athena!" shouted Arthur. 

They clinked their glasses together, something Jane had seen her mother and father do once or twice before on special occasions but had never participated in herself, and sipped the remarkable, bubbly beverage in her glass.

"I've never tasted champagne before," said Athena. "It tastes wonderful. Though I think with all the bubbles inside my stomach already this may lift me up and cause me to float to the ceiling."

"It will be mother's milk to you before long and the ceiling you will get to know soon enough from staring at it from another vantage point. I'm going to have a girl show you to your room Athena. You must be tired and Mr. Bradley and I need to discuss some business."

She rang a bell and soon a servant appeared. The servant was instructed to install Miss Athena in room 12 for the time being and see to it that she had some decent nightclothes as well as whatever toiletries might be necessary and to see that there was a good fire going in the fireplace.

"Thank you so much...both of you...for showing such faith in me. It's all so like a dream that I fear I may wake up at any second and be back out on that street again," said Athena.

"Just remember this...if you get any fool ideas in your head about disobeying me or breaking the rules or trying to steal from this place you will be back out on the street, or worse. You're being given the chance of a lifetime here, don't ruin it," said Miss Bonaventure in a stern voice.

"I promise you I won't let you down. When a person comes from nothing they appreciate whatever they have all the more."

Once Athena had left the real business talk could commence.

"I want 20%," demanded Arthur.

"That's not going to leave her very much, now is it?"

"Not from her share, from yours. We're partners on this one. I don't want to see that girl get one less penny than she deserves."

"Well if you're that crazy about her why not simply marry the bitch and go blissfully through life having your cock serviced? She is a virgin after all."

"You know I'm not the marrying type, no matter how fond I am of a woman," he replied.

"Yes, I know that all too well," she sighed.

"Just think of her as the love child we never had," he said with a smile as he rested his arm on her shoulder. "You never really wanted to marry me anyway."

"No...but I did want you to ask."

"That's female logic for you. I sort of assumed that I was doing us a both a favor by avoiding the nasty subject altogether. 20% of your share."

"10%"

"It appears we have agreed on 15%," he said. "Just see that she's well taken care of."

"This is a rare night. Arthur Bradley shows concern over the well-being of one the many prostitutes he has discovered for bordellos all across the globe. We should drink to that as well."

"I'm serious," warned Arthur, "this girl is not to be damaged. Anyone who doesn't behave properly around her will have to answer to me personally."

"Why Mr. Bradley have you fallen in love with this strumpet after just two quick blow jobs?" she smirked.

"I won't even dignify that with a response. Raise her well and spare no expense. You know I will cover my end."

"I don't know how you do it Arthur but you do seem to have a remarkable ability to spot talent."

"Well it usually doesn't just walk up to me on the street like that," he chuckled. "The shy, pretty girl who works in the flower shop or someone's upstairs maid is generally more in my line. Of course that always takes so much more work to convince them of their true calling in life and I don't always succeed in my efforts."

"But I'm sure you enjoy the thrill of the chase none the less. Why do you do it Arthur? You don't need the money. Do you hate women that much that you take some secret delight in turning as many of them into whores as you can?" asked Clarissa while pouring herself another drink of champagne.

"Hate...you mean love don't you? I adore women. Too much sometimes I'm afraid. Do you hate your life?"

"No."

"I didn't think so. And from what I gather most of the girls here are quite content and far better off than they were before they came. You're the most liberated woman in the city, my dear. Freed from the conventions of polite society all manner of doors are open to you that are closed to respectable women. You can go where you like and behave as you like."

"But always with the glares of contempt from my fellow women and the underlying knowledge that I'm the chief cause of moral decay and corruption in this city," she reminded him.

"Who cares? I suspect a lot of that female contempt is more out of jealousy than righteous indignation. You're living a life that they envy, darling, they simply haven't got the courage to do anything about it. You know that many of the abolitionists felt that freeing the black slaves wasn't going far enough, they wanted to abolish the slavery of marriage as well."

"Heaven forbid!" she joked. "If marriage was abolished I'd be out of business within the week."

"Never. It's not just the sex that men want. It's the fantasy. We tend to think that it's women who are the romantic ones but men can be even worse.  It takes so much more mental effort for a man to perform well."

"Speaking of which, I assume you were coming here for some of your usual pleasures. Do you think you can get it up again tonight after having your bell rung twice already?" she asked. 

"I think I can rise to the challenge. Did you have anyone special in mind for me?"

"Yes...me. I don't have your new protégée's youth and I may not even have her remarkable cock sucking skills but I still know my way around a man's body...yours especially. Or have you forgotten?"

"No, I haven't forgotten," he said as he came to stand behind her with his hands caressing her shoulders. "I didn't think you ever did this sort of thing anymore."

"I don't usually. Maybe I just need to prove to myself that I can still do it," she replied.

"You'll never need to prove anything to me," he whispered as he kissed her neck. 

"Do you remember how thin I was back then? And how firm my breasts were?"

"Let's not talk about back then...you're still an astonishingly beautiful woman. Like a fine wine you've improved with age."

They retired to her room with a few glances from some of the girls who had never seen her allow a man to her chambers before and the news traveled fast throughout the bordello. Everyone knew Miss Bonaventure had been a famous prostitute in her youth, a legend really, but it had been many years since she had entertained a client. Of course everyone also knew Arthur Bradley and knew that he was no ordinary customer. There had always been rumors of a great love affair between them but no one knew for sure whether it was true. There were many rumors and myths about Miss Bonaventure. Some said she had been a Confederate spy during the war and others claimed that she once was part of the harem of the Sultan of Persia. Anything seemed possible with her.

Clarissa had begun to undress as soon as they had entered the room but Arthur took a seat on the bed and began instructing her which articles of clothing to remove next. He was going to savor every minute of the experience and she was happy to oblige. The Victorian woman had so much clothing to remove that it could be quite a production. As each layer peeled away she struck another sensual pose and allowed him to admire the view before proceeding to the next stocking or underskirt. It was exquisite joy to behold and despite his vigorous sexual workout earlier in the evening he could feel himself stiffening in anticipation. 

During her performance he had slowly been removing his own clothes so that they both were now totally nude. He beckoned for her to join him on the bed and she came and sat beside him.

"You see my dear, just watching you undress was enough to bring me back to life," he said while indicating his raging hard on.

They began to kiss and caress passionately. Arthur leaned over and put one of her nipples in his teeth while he squeezed her breast. She let out a little moan of pleasure. Arthur had always adored her breasts but it had been some time since he had seen them. Her body had not been completely spared from the march of time or the laws of gravity but she was still a work of art in his eyes.

When she leaned over and began to put his cock in her mouth he gently lifted her back up and kissed her.

"I think I've had enough of that sort of thing for the time being. You don't need to compete with that girl. I want to bury my cock deep within you and gaze into your eyes as I feel every muscle in your body contracting with spasms of delight. Spread your legs wide and let me explore the mysteries within."

They took a more comfortable position on the bed and Clarissa did spread her legs wide open for him. Even that simple act wasn't quite as easy as in the old days but she was still limber enough and placed herself at the perfect angle for his penetration. When he slid his pulsating cock into her pussy for the first time in years it was like traveling in a time machine. How many thousands of cocks had been inside her before? How many carefully rehearsed moans had she uttered in her lifetime? The little gasp of pleasure was real tonight and she blessed the man for that. She usually only found pleasure in servicing herself or sometimes enjoying the company of one of her girls but she was dripping wet already. Arthur was special. He may have been a rogue but he knew how to please a woman.

They locked their gaze on each other and their breathing got harder and faster with each stroke. Their rhythm was perfect and they fell totally into sync. She made sounds she hadn't heard since she was a girl and reveled in the moment. They were two skilled masters of the art of love but there was even more to it than that. They knew each other so well and they were so much alike. Despite all that had gone between them and all the times they had been together they still had that magic spark that takes the experience to another level. She had offered to sleep with him primarily to prove that she could suck his cock as well as any streetwalking whore. His comment had hurt her far more than she let on but now all that was forgiven. She melted into his arms and felt young and beautiful again. Much to her surprise she had her first real orgasm with a man in ages. God, how good that felt.

He didn't last much longer than she did but somehow managed to produce a respectable volume of cum for a man of his age on his third round of the night but it didn't really matter as it was all buried deep within her pussy. They collapsed in a sweaty heap and tried to catch their breath. They hadn't spoken much at all...there was really no need to. They had been joined in that oh, so familiar embrace and words were unnecessary.

Later they lay there smoking for some time and chatting casually as lovers often do in the afterglow. Nothing serious or profound, just the warm and content feeling of being close to someone, at least for a moment. They weren't children and they had no illusions of romantic grandeur. Whatever might have happened between them once was now a thing of the past. She was the madam of the finest brothel in New York and he was...well, what was he really? Still a bit of a mystery after all these years. A gentleman of high society who was also well-known in bordellos everywhere. A man who had procured and recruited some of the best prostitutes in the country yet seemed to have no trouble traveling in more exalted circles. A man of the world, that was for certain. Right now he was just a naked man in her bed and she enjoyed the sensation of his masculine feel and scent. After so many years of being paid to pretend it was nice to actually feel something again.

Although Athena lay alone in her bed she was feeling no less contented and happy. For one thing she actually was in a bed and not huddled up in an alley somewhere. For another she had two dollars to her name and the promise of making a lot more. There was no real stigma about sex in her mind because she had simply grown up in an environment where servicing men was her duty in life. Her parents fancied themselves religious people but were so uncomfortable talking about sex that they never mentioned it, even to condemn it as evil. Perhaps they knew what the brothers were doing to her and turned a blind eye or perhaps the idea was so far from their thoughts that they never had cause for suspicion. By now she knew what a whore was and what most people thought of them but that all seemed so silly to her. When her parents had crops to sell they took them to market and sold them. There was no moral judgment made about that. If you had something someone was willing to pay for it was a simple business transaction. She didn't know how to sew or cook or clean very well but she sure as hell knew how to give a blow job. Hopefully Miss Bonaventure would teach her other things as well and help her to become one of these elegant ladies who entertained such well-to-do gentlemen who wore nice clothes and smelled of pomade and bay rum.

She wondered whether she would ever see her one-armed man again. Not likely she supposed, but you never knew. Would she even care anymore? It wasn't that he was terribly attractive or interesting he was simply the only man she had really ever known outside of the family before. He was nice to her and it was thrilling to be treated with that kind of respect and admiration. A cum bucket...that's how her brothers often referred to her. They were the ones who had compelled her to serve their sexual desires but instead of being nice or appreciative they always called her a slut and a whore and acted like they despised her for doing the very things they desired. Now Mr. Bradley, there was man she wished would call on her. Definitely a strong, take charge sort of fellow, but not too proud to be friendly or compassionate. There was no point in dwelling on that. He owned a piece of her and she was just an investment. She hadn't been brought here to fall in love with anyone she was just supposed to do what she had always been doing, make men feel good, only now she wouldn't be doing it for pocket change or a ride on a turnip cart to the next town.

As she drifted off to sleep, warm in her snug bed, she counted her blessings instead of sheep. Fortune had truly smiled on her this day.


CHAPTER 3:

Her life was very busy in the weeks that followed her arrival. Miss Bonaventure personally oversaw the purchase of her wardrobe and was very particular about what she wore and when. Clarissa completely understood the art of her profession, not simply the nuts and bolts of the operation. In many ways she functioned more like the "mama san" at a Japanese geisha house; training, nurturing and cultivating her ladies rather than simply providing a bed and hanging a red light in the window. That's why her house was the best, and most expensive, in all of New York. Her girls weren't just beautiful they were accomplished and witty. They were frequently seen on the arms of visiting businessmen, ambassadors or army officers at the ballet or the latest comedy. They often rounded out dinner parties at the most fashionable of homes, few suspecting that the "charming young lady" seated at the table was being paid by the hour. Sometimes their job wouldn't require sex at all, but when it did they needed to be able to deliver to the highest standards.

Some girls were specialists. You could get anything you wanted for the right price. Lucille was their "mistress of domination." For reasons Athena could only guess at she learned that there were men who preferred to have the lady take charge but with Lucille it went even further than that. They wanted to grovel and act as a slave to her, even though they were paying for the sex. She had an assortment of items that Athena thought looked more appropriate for a torture chamber or the Spanish Inquisition but apparently there were men who would pay a great deal of money to subject themselves to all manner of degradation. Athena was glad that Lucille was willing to take that role as it didn't sound like something she would particularly enjoy.

Flora was a singer with a voice that could melt men's hearts. She had actually been a performer on the stage when Mr. Bradley convinced her that she could do much better working for Miss Bonaventure. In 1870 actresses were considered essentially the same thing as prostitutes anyway regardless of what their sexual habits were like so it wasn't like she was taking a step down in society. She often sang for the customers or gave private recitals and always had a long list of male admirers waiting for the chance to be entertained by her in other ways.

All of the girls were expected to be well-read and up-to-date on politics, literature or current events. They had to be careful about how and when they displayed this knowledge as some customers were offended by the idea of being with an intelligent woman but Miss Bonaventure felt it was important for their own growth and development. She stressed the value of investments and planning for the future since the lifespan of a prostitute wasn't generally too long. Marriage was not frowned upon, despite all of the time and effort that went into preparing each girl for this life, but they were expected to work a minimum of three years before considering any marriage proposals. Once in a while Miss Bonaventure was able to arrange marriages for her girls who were getting on a little in age. She had secured her own future but she couldn't bear the thought of any of her girls ending up back on the street or thrown to the wolves, as long as they played by the rules and made Miss Bonaventure enough money while they were in their prime. 

The girls also needed to be skilled at cutting and lighting cigars, opening a champagne bottle, although men usually preferred that honor, and serving caviar. They had to be experts at removing clothing, both their own and the clients. Most importantly they all strived to accomplish the challenging goal of making each client feel like the luckiest man in the world to be in her company, even though they were paying for the pleasure. Many of their clients seriously felt as if they were "courting" the lady, not hiring a prostitute, and the illusion was generally played to perfection.

Men made up the majority of the clientele but there were women who sought the company of other women as well. Many of the girls in the house actually preferred to have sex with other girls or enjoyed it at least as much so there was no need for a specialist in that area. All of them were expected to perform with any customer who desired it, regardless of gender. Most of the time a job consisted of a little flirting in the parlor followed by a trip up to the bedroom where a man would fuck the girl until he came, but there were many potential variations. Two men might want to take one girl, or a man might desire two women or sometimes a man might only want to watch as the girl pleasured herself. Groups larger than three were a "special order" and generally had to be arranged in advance. Many times they took place somewhere other than the house and were billed at a flat rate for the evening.

Athena had serviced no clients, other than the first night with Mr. Bradley, since she had arrived. Each of the rooms had a secret "peep hole" where Miss Bonaventure could observe the activities going on and Athena spent many nights watching the other girls in action. A very few special clients were allowed to rent the peepholes as well, but discretion was such a huge part of their business that those voyeuristic enterprises were often confined to watching two of the girls doing each other, which usually more than sufficed. Athena had a special talent...her virginity...that would fetch an astonishing price with the right man. Right before the deal was finalized they would have a prominent doctor come and examine her and issue a certificate of her virginal authenticity since so much money would be on the line. In the meantime she was being "showcased" in the parlor more and more to build interest. She was the untouchable new girl, the mysterious virgin. Every man who met her wanted to pop her cherry but there would be quite a bidding war before the deed was done. No one was to see her body or touch her, not even kiss her until the time was right. Athena started to feel guilty that she wasn't earning her keep and worried that the other girls might resent her or think of her as lazy.

"Don't worry about what the other girls think," said Miss Bonaventure. "They've all served some period of apprenticeship before working full-time. Some took longer than others to become polished and refined, but it's none of their business what you do or when. Your virginity is a very special thing my dear and we're not going to sell it cheaply."

"Why is it so important to men?" Athena inquired.

"Men have some very foolish ideas about sex, darling. Some men will seek a virgin the way King Arthur's quest knights searched for the Holy Grail. Men like a taste of the exotic and a virgin whore is certainly that. They're also possessive and territorial by nature. The idea of being with such a lovely young woman who's never been with another man is quite appealing."

"But I've been with men, just not in my pussy yet."

"Something that I've told you that you must keep secret for now," Miss Bonaventure reminded her. "It's very important that these men see you as untouched and pure in order to get the highest price possible. Once the big event has passed you will begin to work regularly like all of the other girls. They know that and understand it."

"Will it hurt?" Athena asked.

"Did it hurt the first time you took a cock in your ass?"

"Yes."

"Well, be prepared for something similar. On one hand it will be much more pleasant but there will be a little difficulty at first as the man breaks your hymen and expect a bit of bleeding," Miss Bonaventure cautioned her. "It's all right if you cry, the man will probably expect that. But once he's inside you you'll soon discover what you've been missing. There really is no more marvelous a sensation on this planet than feeling the warmth and hardness of a man's cock in your pussy."

"Why is that?" asked Athena.

"Trust me, you'll understand when it happens. You're going to feel something very new and special, but don't let it frighten you. Your pussy is a very magical place filled with delicate nerve endings that will trigger a whole range of delightful sensations throughout your entire body. If your legs quiver or you feel tightness in your stomach don't worry...you're not ill or in danger...it's supposed to feel that way."

What an exciting thought that was. Sex had never held much appeal to her, it was simply something that she was expected to do or needed to do to survive. The one-armed man had made her feel something different but he had barely touched her and certainly never had any sort of sexual contact with her. It was also interesting to her that the first time she sucked Mr. Bradley's cock it was just business, just another hard dick in her mouth, but the second time she really wanted to please him. In just the short time she had known him and due to the small kindness he had shown her the whole act was transformed somehow in her eyes. She wanted him to be happy with her and that made her happy in return. The concept that a woman could actually receive some sort of physical pleasure from the act of sex was as foreign to her as the process of traveling to the moon. She was skeptical, but she trusted Miss Bonaventure and looked forward to the big day when she could finally take her place in the house and earn her keep.

The bidding was already getting ridiculously high. Offers were coming in from outside the city, outside the state even. Word had spread and interest was skyrocketing. Mr. Bradley was a big part of that as he knew everyone and went everywhere but her fame was spreading on its own as well. It was Mr. Bradley who came up with the ingenious idea of having a photograph of Athena taken and printed on postcards that could be discretely circulated to out of town buyers. There might even be interest in London or Paris. On the surface the idea seemed absurd, the world was full of virgins after all, but this was the age of P.T. Barnum and showmanship was everything. If they treated it as a big event it would become one.

Athena was thrilled to be accompanied by Mr. Bradley to the photographer's studio. She had seen the erotic postcards that her brother had brought home and had been fascinated by the idea of some sort of device that was able to capture a human likeness. Now she was going to have this process done to her and it was a highlight of her young life. She was a little disappointed that she wasn't going to be posing in any sort of sexual way, like the postcards she had studied in her youth, but Mr. Bradley assured her that this was the appropriate and respectable way to go about things so she happily complied and posed for a number of pictures in one of her nicest dresses. The first time the flash powder exploded in the tray she was startled and moved her head suddenly but the photographer assured her that it happened all the time. She concentrated very hard on remaining still and the rest of the photos went very well.

As Mr. Bradley was paying the photographer and making arrangements to see the results a bold idea seized Athena and she spoke, almost without thinking.

"Would you...would it be possible I mean...is there any chance that we could take one more picture...of both of us?"

"Now why would you want to do that?" Arthur said with a smile.

"I'd be willing to pay for it, when I have money. I just think that I'd like to have a picture of the two of us together."

"What a charming notion. How clever of you to think of it! I would be honored to be photographed at your side."

The photographer happily went back to his equipment and they took several more shots, one with him sitting in a chair with her standing behind him resting a hand on his shoulder and several where they stood next to each other. Arthur slipped his arm around hers and they looked for all the world like a married couple, which was exactly what Athena was hoping for. Athena loved the whole experience and couldn't wait to see the results...especially the ones with Mr. Bradley.

She was always delighted when Mr. Bradley came to visit the house but naturally he went upstairs with someone else. He always made a point of spending some time with her but ultimately he was there to get laid and she was still off-limits. There was always a tiny degree of jealousy as she watched him mounting the stairs with someone else, knowing that he would soon be mounting that girl as well, but she let it pass. Even once she was available he owned a percentage of her earnings. Why would he want to waste his time fucking her when there was no profit it in for him? It was a silly girlish fantasy and she knew it.

The pictures turned out extremely well. The technology was getting better all the time and Mr. Bradley informed her that this was one of the best up-and-comers in the field. As he and Miss Bonaventure went over the pictures trying to decide which one to use for the postcard Athena couldn't help but feel disappointed that none of the pictures she had taken with Mr. Bradley appeared to turn out. It was only later when they had a moment to be alone where he produced another picture from his satchel. It was a beautifully framed portrait of the two of them, standing arm-in-arm, exactly the way she imagined it would look in her head.

"Now I know it has a frame but please keep this in a drawer somewhere. It would be very bad for business for you to have a picture like this on display. No man wants to think of you with another man while he's doing his business."

"Of course, I totally understand," she gushed. "Oh, thank you so much for this. I will cherish it always!"

"You're serious, aren't you?" he asked.

"Yes, very serious. This is my most prized possession."

For some reason he felt himself stiffening inside his trousers. He knew she wasn't playing a game with him and he was genuinely touched by her affection. He wanted her badly at that moment but there was no way to make that happen. There was so much invested in her virginity. True, he could get head again as long as they kept it very secret, but that wasn't exactly what he desired. He could get his rocks off with any of the girls in that place but he wanted to lay Athena on her back and make sweet love to her. It was a stupid idea and he tried to shake it from his mind. When this whore spread her legs for the first time he was going to make a small fortune from it. This was a little trollop who had sucked him off on the street. True, she had undergone a remarkable transformation thus far, but finding whores was his hobby. Why should this one be any different than any other one?

Athena did cherish the photo, though she was never quite sure why it meant so much to her. She knew that love and romance weren't in the cards for her but this was sort of the next best thing. She liked to take the picture out and look at it sometimes and pretend that they were a couple living in a nice house somewhere, maybe raising a family. There they could sit and drink tea and chat as she had done with the one-armed man and it would be very pleasant.

It was finally decided to put a time limit on the bidding. The postcards had worked like magic and offers were being cabled from all over. The average American in 1870 made less than one dollar a day but the bidding had already gone over a thousand dollars. It wasn't a realistic price but they had managed to turn this into an event and wealthy men enjoyed the competition aspect of it. They were paying far more for the bragging rights than for the actual experience. Athena was getting a little worried. She had never taken a man in her pussy and the idea that someone was going to pay so much money for it made her wonder if she could ever live up to their expectations. Miss Bonaventure tried to put her mind at ease and assured her that the winning bidder wasn't expecting this to be the best sex in his life, it was the novelty of the thing that was appealing. Besides, once he had taken her virginity she could always suck his prick, which she was quite skilled at, if it seemed like the man felt that he wasn't getting his monies worth.

Athena was going to get 50% of the winning bid minus certain expenses that had been forwarded on her behalf such as clothing and jewelry purchases. That would still leave her several hundred dollars and she would be completely out of debt to Miss Bonaventure and Mr. Bradley, a remarkable accomplishment for turning just one trick. Otherwise they would have taken a little out of each transaction for some length of time until she had paid everything back. Her room and board were naturally provided for her anyway but it was nice to know that her clothing would belong to her and that she would be making her full 50% for each job she did from now on.

The big day finally arrived and the winning bidder was a wealthy banker from Boston who had never met Athena but had seen her photograph. Unlike the typical transaction he would spend the entire night with her and be entitled to as much sex as he could handle during that time. Jonathon Whitmore was his name and he was a slightly rotund middle-aged man with bushy side whiskers that were turning gray. He may have been handsome in his youth but it was hard to tell. Now he looked very solid and respectable, every inch the Boston banker. When they finally met in person he was beaming from ear to ear. She was even better looking in person than on the postcard and he was overjoyed to have been the winner in such a delightful and novel contest.

Once the business aspects were tended to and the ground rules gone over Athena led Mr. Whitmore up the stairs and into her room. The most notorious virgin in America was about to give it up to a man old enough to be her father...and then some, but a whore doesn't choose, a whore performs and Athena was hoping her performance would live up to the hype.


CHAPTER 4:

"My dear you are just as lovely as I imagined you would be!"

"Thank you sir."

"Oh, please none of that sir business. We're going to be very good friends. Call me Jonathon...or Johnny once we're really good friends," he said with a wink.

Those were the basic preliminaries. Mr. Whitmore took a very fatherly approach to the whole thing trying to assure Athena that this wouldn't be as scary as she probably assumed it would be. She had no idea just how fatherly it was going to get.

"I'm quite large, you know, but don't let that worry you. I won't make you take it all at once."

Once he had stripped out of his clothes she could see very clearly that not only wasn't he very large he was actually on the smallish side compared to the men she had seen so far. Her brother Mike had a particularly large cock that he was very proud of and she could always feel the difference, especially when he did her in the ass. They used to blindfold her sometimes and each take turns trying to see if she could guess which was which but she never had trouble identifying Mike's cock no matter where he put it.

Miss Bonaventure had to stifle a chuckle from her peephole when she saw Mr. Whitmore's pecker at full mast. It actually wasn't that small but compared to his large body it sort of seemed out of proportion. Whitmore naturally assumed that a virgin would be totally unfamiliar with male genitalia so if it made him feel better to brag about his size, so be it. He had paid plenty for the opportunity.

He originally asked Athena to undress slowly but he lost patience somewhere along the line and hurried to help her out of her clothes. They then got in bed and under the covers, much to the disappointment of Miss Bonaventure, and Mr. Whitmore prepared to take his prize. He wasn't large but he was hard as a rock which was fortunate since it would take a little effort to break her in.

After some sweating and groaning and jostling for position he finally felt the unmistakable surge of his cock entering virgin territory...literally. She let out a gasp, not so much from pain but from the surprise. It was music to Mr. Whitmore's ears.

"Now there, there child...don't cry...that wasn't so bad was it?"

Jonathon was having difficulty supporting his weight on his arms so he suggested that they change position. He flipped the covers aside and rolled over on his back. With some effort, and some help from Athena he propped his back up with some pillows against the headboard. Now Miss Bonaventure would get a much better view of the action.

"Come now my little darling, climb onto Daddy's lap."

So that was how he wanted it Miss Bonaventure thought with amusement. One of those dirty old men who dreamed of innocent young things being shown the mysteries of life. That was a fairly common theme. The older the client the younger the girl he usually wanted.

Athena maneuvered on top of him and slowly lowered herself down onto his waiting erection. He immediately grabbed at both of her tits and squeezed them with childlike delight. He began to "juggle" them up and down and seemed to be completely transfixed by the experience. Her breasts were lovely and full but not so big as to ruin the effect of youth and innocence. Miss Bonaventure thought it was a little odd that he was a tit man. Usually this type liked his girls flat-chested and in pigtails. She could easily provide that kind of experience for him in the future but this was his party tonight and a very expensive one, if he wanted to play with her tits so be it.

"Oh, don't be frightened. Show me how happy you are to see Daddy. That's it, bounce up and down, up and down...ahhhhhhh."

Athena basically did whatever he asked. If he wanted her to bounce up and down on his pole she bounced. She had been prepared for all sorts of scenarios but there's only so much one can tell you about how to fuck; the real thing sort of takes on a life of its own.

Clarissa wished that Athena would talk more but that was something they would have to work on in the future. Getting into a man's brain was way more than half the battle in most cases and this was the sort of client who would no doubt get off on a little role play. Athena must have been reading her mind.

"Oh, Daddy your cock is so big and hard! Is it safe to put it all the way in like that?"

"Safe as can be! And fun, too, eh? This is Daddy's favorite game to play. I remember when I used to play it with my own daughter," he sighed with nostalgia.

There's a shock, Clarissa thought. The fucking old pervert used to bang his own child. Or maybe that was just part of his fantasy. Maybe he lusted after her for years but never acted upon the impulse and now he was getting his chance. Whatever. For what he was paying he could imagine anything he damn well pleased. Good work on Athena's part to pick up on his game and play along. That was an unexpected but pleasant surprise.

Athena was actually enjoying the experience on a number of levels. The man wasn't someone she would have chosen for a partner but she wasn't there to choose and at least he was happy and enjoying himself. She started to understand what Miss Bonaventure had meant about all those nerve endings and feeling good all over. Since she was controlling the thrusts it gave her an excellent opportunity to experiment with different speeds and angles. When she started to grind her pelvis forward and back instead of just up and down she hit her clitoris and suddenly the world changed.

"Ooooo....Daddy's little girl is starting to really enjoy herself!" Whitmore observed as Athena tried to bring her clit into contact with his shaft more and more. He could feel her wetness and saw a look of pleasure on her face that warmed his heart and stoked his ego.

He grabbed one of her tits and began sucking on her nipples with vigorous enthusiasm. That added an exciting new dimension to the experience for Athena and she responded with some very suitable moans.

"Daddy's girl is getting bigger, isn't she? She has nice full titties like a real woman! Someday you'll have a baby sucking at these nipples my dear just as I'm doing now. Won't that be delightful?"

Talking about making babies to a prostitute isn't exactly good form but he surely meant no harm by it. Miss Bonaventure was surprised that this old-timer was making it last so long. He probably jacked off just before arriving so that he could prolong the experience. On the other hand some of these older guys could get hard but they couldn't cum no matter how skilled the woman. Any fears in that direction were soon laid to rest as it appeared that Mr. Whitmore was building up for a climax.

"Oh, you're such a good little girl. You make Daddy so happy and proud of you. Now get ready, my dear, Daddy is going to shoot a nice big stream of milky white cream into you. Then if you're very good you can lick him like a lollipop."

He barely finished the words when he let out a yelp and blasted the walls of her pussy with his jizz. He instructed her to quickly dismount and lick his wet cock. This was her territory and she didn't hesitate to lap up the salty, sticky residue on his prick. He wanted her to lick it like a lollipop so that's exactly what she did and he was ecstatic by the sight. He probably had this fantasy all the time. Maybe he went to the candy kitchen to watch the young girls licking away or perhaps even bought them candy to enhance the experience. Looking down at the adorable Athena with her cute pink tongue slurping his hot candy cane he sighed with contentment and thought that he had never spent his money as well in all his life. Much of it he could juggle from the bank's funds anyway, not that he couldn't afford the price out of his own pocket. It just made the whole thing all the more sinful and enjoyable to think that after all the years of service the bank was helping to fund the happiest night he had enjoyed in many years.

They snuggled and cuddled for a while under the blankets but the sex had been exhausting and soon the sound of his rather loud snoring filled the room. When she was sure that he was asleep Athena stole a little wave in the direction of the peephole that was so cute and unexpected that Miss Bonaventure waved back, realizing a moment later that Athena couldn't see her. It looked like the show was over for now, possibly for the rest of the night so she quietly slipped away from her observation post and returned to her office. She had invited Arthur to watch or at least be there to celebrate their triumph but he seemed reluctant for some reason and claimed a prior engagement. No matter, his 15% would be waiting for him the next time he showed up. Arthur knew he could trust Clarissa completely. Part of her great success in this business was her reputation for honesty and fairness. There were tons of whorehouses that plied men with cheap liquor and pulled a switch in the dark, substituting a less attractive girl for the one the client thought he was getting or in some cases out and out robbed them of their belongings or haggled about the price later. This was not one of those places. The customer needed to be satisfied within reason and gentlemen knew that their expensive coats would not be rifled through when they left them at the front. If a man forgot his watch it would be returned to him or kept safely locked away until his next visit. Arthur's money would be there but Clarissa sort of wished that he was here now.

For Athena it was a momentous occasion, like an actress making her debut on the Broadway stage. Only most actresses didn't make their debut in such a starring role. She was the talk of the town and far beyond. A few months ago she was begging men to let her suck them off for a quarter on the street but she had made more money tonight than many people made in a year or more. It had been incredibly easy money, and it obviously wouldn't always be this easy or this lucrative but the future was paved with golden opportunities.

Perhaps best of all was the fact that she had discovered her own sexuality for the first time in her life. To service men had seemed like her duty when she was young and ignorant of the ways of the world. To service them and be praised and well-compensated seemed like a major step up the ladder. Tonight, however, she felt a glimmer of what it must be like to be more than a slave. The silly old man with his dirty little fantasies was no great pleasure to share a bed with but that incredible sensation of being penetrated in her magic box for the first time was something she would always remember. Even as she lay there trying to sleep her hand kept straying down between her legs and she explored herself with her fingers. How could such a simple thing be that good and why didn't people just want to do it all the time?

It was probably just as well that Mr. Whitmore wasn't that big, she could feel a little soreness already and suspected that it would get worse by morning, but it was such a small price to pay for such a delicious awakening. A bigger man, a handsome man, a man she felt something for...who knows how good this could get? And even if it didn't and the next few years were a parade of pudgy old Mr. Whitmore's all shoving it up inside her she could think of far worse ways to be making a living. It was warm and she had a comfortable bed. Breakfast would be waiting in the morning. Right now she was essentially getting paid to sleep. It was hard to beat that for easy employment.

The Victorian Era was dominated by an unrealistic and romanticized attitude towards women and sex. It was believed, as a scientific fact, that women were not capable of receiving physical pleasure from sexual activity. The ideal Victorian woman was innocent and pure as driven snow. To reveal even a hint of ankle in public was considered shocking and scandalous. They were supposed to be virtuous maidens waiting patiently for their gallant knight in shining armor to appear. The medical ignorance about a woman's anatomy was mind-boggling. Sex was simply something that wasn't talked about, let alone practiced for any reason other than bringing children into the world. Athena had grown up very isolated from things and people and ideas and wasn't raised with any sense of shame or guilt about her body. Her brothers had convinced her that what they were doing was perfectly normal and appropriate and her parents avoided the subject of sex entirely so she didn't embrace the typical notions about a woman's role in society. When it was all explained to her later in bits and pieces it seemed like a lot of hogwash to her. She shed no tears over selling her body to strange men and wasn't unduly concerned about going to hell for her sins. 

There was a popular misconception at the time that all women who didn't conform to the rules of society were prostitutes and that all prostitutes were victims of circumstance forced into a reprehensible life they despised. In truth at least a quarter or them, perhaps more like half, chose the profession when they had other options. These were the kind of women that Mr. Bradley tended to recruit. The secretary who was expected to sleep with her boss or the chambermaid who found herself bent over a table for more than just dusting. Although it supposedly never happened in polite society it happened all the time and Mr. Bradley was quite skilled at showing these women the benefits of being properly compensated for their sexual favors. At the top of the pole, like Miss Bonaventure's establishment, there was glamour and wealth to be had, and even a unique sort of respectability. Athena had been desperate before and used what she had to get where she wanted to go. She had been cold and frantic the night she met Mr. Bradley but she wasn't desperate now and she wasn't a prisoner. She was a prostitute and extremely happy to be where she was. Most of the girls who worked for Miss Bonaventure didn't spend a lot of time sitting around feeling sorry for themselves or their lot in life.

Mr. Whitmore slept soundly through the night and had no idea that Athena had continued to pleasure herself while he slept. When he woke he was more than satisfied that his adventure had all been worth it but Athena gave him a nice hand job before he left just for good measure. Most men tend to wake up pretty horny in the morning and after his exploits of the previous night he was more than willing to get a quick sendoff that was simply the icing on the cake.

Her bed was a bit of a mess, she had bled more than she originally thought, but a girl came to clean up promptly and by the time she had finished breakfast there was no indication that anything had taken place in that room at all.

"How do you feel?" asked Miss Bonaventure.

"A little sore...but wonderful," Athena replied.

"I was very impressed by how you played along with him."

"It just seemed like the thing to do," said Athena with a shrug.

"It was just your brothers who raped you, right? I mean your father never..."

"No, I think my father would have died of fright and guilt if the idea ever popped into his head."

"I'm glad about that at least. I was afraid for a moment there that all of his 'Daddy' talk might bring back some unpleasant memories," said Clarissa.

"No, it was fine. I've definitely been learning from the other girls, and from you of course, that there are all kinds of men out there with all kinds of desires. I just did what I thought the man wanted."

"That's a very good policy. Let the man lead. More than likely he'll let you know what he wants," suggested Miss Bonaventure. "In time you'll learn the regular customers and you'll probably develop an instinct. Everyone's different but there are definitely certain types that you see over and over again. Once you spot the type it will be easier to know what to do or say because if it worked with a similar man before it will likely work again."

Athena was excited that now she could join the other girls and stop being a special case but she was also a little worried that there wouldn't be much work for her. Clarissa wouldn't admit it to her but she was also a little concerned about that. So much had been made of Athena's virginity during the contest that they may have overplayed that one-shot aspect of her sexuality at the cost of her long-term earning capability. She wasn't just one of the girls, she was that famous girl who sold her cherry to the highest bidder. With the novelty gone there was always the possibility that her notoriety would work against her. There was really no way to tell until she stepped into the parlor alongside the other girls how much her reputation would help or hurt her.

As it turned out their fears were completely unfounded. Men who frequented the establishment had been aching to try her out and were relieved that the auction was over so that they could finally get a crack at her. Those who had lost the bidding war were looking for a consolation prize so getting her a little later for a lot less money wasn't a bad bargain. Some people were just curious to know what all the fuss was about and were very anxious to pay for the privilege of being with the "girl with the golden pussy," as many were calling her. It put a lot of pressure on her but soon she discovered that her fame did half of the work for her. People just wanted to see her, to meet her, to be in the presence of someone they had heard of. There were a lot of "star struck" men who considered themselves fortunate to have the chance to be with her at all. For the moment she was a new type of specialist...the celebrity.


CHAPTER 5:

In 1870 a "sporting man" would most likely own a copy of a small black book such as The Gentleman's Directory. Much like a modern travel guide these handy little pocket books provided directions and detailed critiques of over 150 brothels in New York City. One could read that "an hour could not be spent more pleasantly" than at Harry Hill's place on 25 East Houston Street or that a bear was kept in the cellar at 127 West 26th Street with readers invited to use their imaginations to surmise the true purpose of the animal. The guides were sold openly at newsstands because they contained the ludicrous disclaimer that the information was being provided so that respectable people would know which addresses in town to avoid. The fact that the reviews seemed to be extolling the virtues of these brothels rather than condemning them was of little importance. It was typically Victorian to drool over lurid sexual details in the Police Gazette while pretending to be offended by the shocking details.

Miss Bonaventure's establishment was always highly rated in these guides which helped to produce a steady stream of customers but the boost in traffic from Athena's publicity was still a little unexpected. Fair or not there was a small degree of jealousy beginning to show around the edges with the other girls, exactly what Athena had hoped to avoid. Everyone knew that her virginity was a special situation worthy of capitalizing on but no one really anticipated that she would continue to be an attraction even after the auction was over. Fortunately Athena was so nice and so sweet to the other girls that it was hard for them to hate her no matter how much they secretly wanted to. 

Her postcards proved to be very popular souvenirs and men started bringing them to the house just to get her autograph. Miss Bonaventure struck on the novel idea of having additional postcards made, this time more provocative ones in the "French style" as it was known, and offering them for sale right on the premises. Athena was concerned that this would drive an even bigger wedge between her and the other girls so she suggested that each of them should have their own postcard. The market would determine which ones were more popular than others but at least no one would be left out. There were nothing but beautiful women working in that house and many of the girls had their own loyal following so there was no reason to assume that there wouldn't be interest in their photographs as well. Fortunately Mr. Bradley thought it was a splendid idea and offered to partner up on the project to defray some of the initial costs of the photography and printing.

The postcards turned out the be a smashing success and while some of the girls sold better than others they all at least made some profit and the additional revenue was appreciated by everyone. It was a stroke of genius for Athena to turn what could have been an ugly situation into a positive one and this cleverness was not unnoticed by Clarissa. For a self-educated farm girl Athena was proving to be naturally gifted. The postcards themselves didn't make all that much money but as a marketing tool it greatly boosted business. Plenty of men had seen French postcards before but how many times did they have the chance to actually have sex with the woman in the picture?

Athena found that she liked being fucked in the pussy very much. Oral sex was still a great way to get an unresponsive man hard or to delight those with a penchant for the practice but she always felt a tingle of excitement whenever the head of a gentleman's cock started on its inexorable path to pleasure. It felt "right" somehow to have that space in her body occupied. It didn't really matter all that much if they were large or small, young or old, handsome or plain; all of the clients were clean and well-behaved, this wasn't a slum bawdyhouse. So far the men had tended to be polite and appreciative. They were far more like the one-armed gentleman caller than her brothers or some of the other men she had traded favors with on her journey to the big city. It was a win/win proposition for everyone. For a bit of money a gentleman could have his deepest desires fulfilled by a charming and beautiful young lady without all of the entanglements that often went with courting. For the married man it was safer and more convenient than having a mistress. For Athena it was a gateway to another universe.

She had been a respectable girl living on her parent's farm but there she was just a cum bucket to her own siblings who mocked and reviled her. Her opportunities to meet men of any kind were slim and none since the brothers blocked the path with violence. Her native intellect was stunted by being confined to home schooling and life on a dreary farm offered very little hope of expanding her horizons. Books had always been a blessing and she continued the practice of reading as much as she could but every day she learned a little more just from having contact with so many new people. Her conversations with Mr. Bradley were always her favorite because he seemed to really be interested in her and her opinions. Most men were just making small talk while they tried to decide which girl to bang that night.

Being a prostitute also brought with it, ironically, the only legal protection of a woman's rights in America at the time. Traditionally the law stated that once a woman became married she forfeited all of her money, property and other assets to her husband who would then have complete control over all financial and business matters. If the woman was wealthy and had inherited her family business her legal standing in that company ceased to exist from the moment she said "I do." A married woman couldn't open a bank account or write checks. She could neither sue nor be sued. She was a legal non-entity with no rights whatsoever. The loophole was that single women could own property and conduct banking, investment and other financial affairs on her own behalf. This loophole wasn't much of a concern to society as well over 93% of all eligible females opted to get married, even at the peril of their own financial ruin. To be single in 1870 implied that you were a woman of low character and dubious morals. Just being unwed could get you called a prostitute in the street. For many women the peer-pressure was too much to bear so they sacrificed their rights, and usually their happiness, to become the personal property of her new "lord and master"  husband. The professional prostitute had no concerns about public rebuke or their standing in society so they went about town unescorted, danced in public houses, wore make up, purchased real estate and made other legitimate business transactions that their married female counterparts could only dream of. You might have to suffer some disapproving looks on your way to the bank but at least you could actually conduct business there.

Athena had opened a bank account right after receiving her share of the auction money and she was very interested in learning about investment opportunities. Playing the stock market sounded like fun but owning property also had its appeal. She would have loved to have been able to discuss these things with Mr. Whitmore, the banker, but he was so wrapped up in his fantasy game that it wouldn't have been appropriate at all. Perhaps another banker or a stock broker would come along, you never knew who you might meet in her line of work.

To traditional society Athena seemed like everything a woman shouldn't be. Her domestic skills were virtually non-existent, she was free and independent, was constantly seeking to improve her mind, enjoyed sex and was very good at it, had a sharp mind for business and obviously wasn't a virgin anymore. As a Victorian role model she was at the bottom of the barrel but that wasn't going to stop her from enjoying her life. 

Knowing different positions was something she had never thought about before. Usually she just got on her knees and stuck a cock in her mouth. Now that the door was open to everything she wanted to know all the different angles and poses that one could use. Sometimes a man might just set you in the position he wanted but it was important to be able to volunteer options, especially if the client was unsure or having difficulty reaching climax. Fortunately Miss Bonaventure seemed to know all of the various ways lovers could entwine so she provided a wealth of information. Athena would often spend time alone in her room trying out the various combinations. It probably looked pretty silly but practice makes perfect.

Work usually took place at night, unless something had been prearranged, so girls generally had their days free. Resting was important after a long night of sexual activity that could involve servicing any number of men and sometimes there would be instructional sessions with Miss Bonaventure but as long as you were ready to take your place in the parlor what you did with your own time was up to you.

One day as Athena was coming out of her room she spotted Mr. Bradley in the parlor down below. It always pleased her to see him here and she assumed that he was calling on Miss Bonaventure about some business. She decided to go down and greet him.

"Ah, this life seems to agree with you...you look more radiant every time I see you," said Mr. Bradley as he kissed her hand.

"It does agree with me and I shall always have you to thank for that."

"I'm not sure that I want to take all of the responsibility," he joked. "You've only been at it for a short time, you know. The novelty may wear off someday and you'll find yourself bored or disenchanted somehow."

"I can't imagine that happening for the longest time, but I won't blame you at any rate if it does," she replied. "You've provided me with the opportunity to elevate myself but it's up to me ultimately to accomplish that."

"Well, rather than elevate you today I was thinking of exactly the opposite. Have you made any plans for this afternoon?"

Her heart skipped a beat for a moment. Perhaps he had come to see her, not discuss business with Miss Bonaventure.

"I'm free as a bird," she told him.

"Do you feel up for a little adventure?" he inquired with a roguish grin that she found charming.

"You're being ever so mysterious," she giggled.

"I am...but do you trust me?"

"With my life."

"Hopefully it won't be anything as dire as that. I just thought you might be interested in a bit of fun."

Her head was swimming with excitement as she dressed to go out with Mr. Bradley. It reminded her of the times they had been to the photographer, especially the first time when it was just the two of them. As she was heading out the door of her room she suddenly ran back and took out the framed picture in her bottom drawer and kissed it for good luck. It was kind of childish but that man always made her pulse race for some reason.

They took a carriage to the corner of Warren Street and Broadway and got out in front of Devlin's Clothing Store. It seemed an odd destination and Mr. Bradley had refused to explain the nature of their enterprise but that only added to the sense of anticipation. They passed through the store rather quickly so shopping didn't seem to be on the agenda and soon they found themselves in the basement joining a line of people already assembled there.

The room looked nothing like a typical shop basement. The walls were adorned with beautiful frescos and there were comfortable chairs set about. There were statues and other elegant decorations and there was even a large goldfish pond to admire in this incongruously luxurious setting.

There was excitement in the air, that was for sure, but Athena still had no idea what this was all about. As the line moved up they came to a table where Mr. Bradley made a small donation to a home for children who had become orphans during the war and they soon found themselves seated in what appeared to be a train compartment of some sort.

"What is this?" Athena blurted out, unable to contain her curiosity anymore.

"It's called a subway," Mr. Bradley replied. "It's a train, but it runs under the city instead of up on the ground."

"How marvelous! Where are we going?"

"Not very far I'm afraid," he laughed. "We're just going to Murray Street and back, about a block. But this is the future of New York, my dear. Think of it! Someday you'll be able to get on one of these trains and be whisked away to any part of the city you wish."

Suddenly there was a whooshing noise and the train began its short but memorable journey. The motion startled Athena and she instinctively grabbed Arthur's arm. It was a fascinating sensation to be moving rapidly without seeing where you were going. It was like going into a railway tunnel except that the entire line was a tunnel and there was no light at the end of it.

This was an experimental line for a proposed pneumatic transit system, developed by a man named Alfred Beach. The single car could accommodate 22 passengers and was propelled by an enormously powerful fan. A massive rush of air pushed the car through the tube. As it neared its destination the fan was reversed and the car gently glided to a stop. Athena was scared at first, but delighted at the same time. Even so, she never let go of Arthur's arm.

"Can we ride it again?" she implored after the short round-trip was over.

"Of course, as often as you like!" he laughed. "It only costs a quarter and the proceeds go to a good cause."

They rode it several more times that day and Athena didn't mind waiting at all. What a delightful surprise this had been. She had often dreamed of such a day when she and Arthur...Mr. Bradley...would go out on the town together to explore the wonders of the big city. Having her picture taken for the first time was one of those experiences and she longed for more of them. She wasn't completely convinced that people would ever accept the idea of riding around New York in a dark tunnel and then popping out of a hole like some sort of groundhog but the plan seemed both practical and ingenious. Street traffic was certainly getting to be more and more of a problem and if the stations were going to be this luxurious it could be quite a pleasant and elegant way to travel.

Mr. Bradley suggested that they grab a spot of lunch and Athena wasn't about to object. She was pretty hungry but that wouldn't have entered the equation one way or the other. It was another opportunity to spend time with Mr. Bradley and that was always welcome.

"New York is going to be the greatest city in the world someday. Greater than London or Paris I think," boasted Mr. Bradley.

"But we're on an island," she reminded him. "How much bigger can it get?"

"It's going to build up...you watch. It already is. The Equitable Life Building is seven stories tall, the tallest building in the world. But mark my words, they're just going to get taller and taller."

"I don't think I should like to walk up that many stairs," she joked.

"That's the beauty of it. It has a thing called an elevator that whisks you up and down to whatever floor you desire, much like this subway only running up and down instead of side to side. Say...would you like to see it? It's not far from here."

Of course she wanted to see it. It was located at 120 Broadway Street and was a marvel to behold. It towered 130 feet into the sky. Seven full floors of offices with windows overlooking the street below.

"Let's go to the top!" said Arthur and away they went.

The elevator was even more frightening than the subway and she again clutched his arm as they began their ascent to the top. 

"What if it falls?" she whispered.

"It won't. It's on a cable."

"What if the cable breaks?"

"There's a safety system to slow the car down. I know the people at Otis who built it. They assure me it's completely foolproof. Are you scared?" he asked.

"A little," she replied.

"But you're enjoying yourself anyway?"

"Very much."

"That's my girl! I knew you had a taste for adventure."

She rested her head on his shoulder and continued to clutch his arm all the way to the top. She had said that she trusted her life to this man and she was proving it more than once today. And if the elevator broke, oh well, at least she would die in his arms. She found it so strange that simply being in his presence changed everything. She knew there was nothing he could do to prevent a disaster from happening but she took courage from his calm demeanor and she just knew in her heart that he wouldn't subject her to any real danger.

The view from the top was spectacular.

"The people look like ants down there," she remarked.

"Maybe not quite that tiny...maybe more like cats."

She laughed at the thought of the whole city being populated by cats going about their business in carriages or on foot. Rushing to make appointments, having rendezvous at restaurants and toting shopping bags around filled with cat clothing. It made the city seem a less frightening place. She told him about the cats and they both laughed so hard it made their sides ache.

The time had rushed by and she needed to get back and get ready for work that evening. Words couldn't express her appreciation for the afternoon she had been treated to. She loved technology and the idea of the future and apparently so did Mr. Bradley. He had the visionary instinct to see what was possible. That certainly had been true the night he picked her up on the street and saw something in her that nobody else had ever seen.

"I'm going to call on you tonight," he said as he dropped her off at the house. "You are to keep yourself available for me and take no other clients."

"Is that possible? I mean, don't you own part of me? Won't you be losing money?" she stammered.

"I don't own any part of you unless you give it to me freely. I do have an investment in your earnings, that is true, but I hope that doesn't ruin our chance at friendship. If it would make you feel better I would gladly relinquish that share."

"No, of course not, it doesn't matter to me in the slightest."

"I will pay your regular rate so you and Miss Bonaventure won't lose a penny on the deal. Since I'll get my share back anyway it's basically like I can have you for a 15% discount. Not a bad bargain when you think about it," he said with a smile.

"I don't mind being on sale for you. I could offer a piece of my share if you'd like a bigger discount."

He laughed and said that 15% was just fine. Athena skipped into the house and began to plan her wardrobe for the evening. She kissed the photo again and got a chill running down her spine knowing that she would be kissing the real thing in a few hours.


CHAPTER 6:

When Arthur finally appeared she let out a sigh of relief. She had explained the situation to Miss Bonaventure who didn't seem to share her delight in the prospect but Athena couldn't imagine why it should matter to her in the slightest. She was going to make the same amount of money as if she had been with numerous clients and no one was going to get any less of a share of the profits but she still detected an air of annoyance from Clarissa. When Mr. Bradley didn't arrive right away she began to get nervous because she had been declining offers from other men and feared that Miss Bonaventure would become angry at the lost revenue but all of that was forgotten now that he was here and they were sipping champagne in the parlor.

They talked for a while about their adventures of the day and what Arthur saw as the future of New York. It wasn't just a large population that made a city great, he explained, it was the culture and society and infrastructure. It was about being the center of commerce and trade and the hub of many activities. A great city was defined by its parks and bridges and monuments. By the size of its buildings and the importance of its tenants. It was obvious that he loved New York and his passion was contagious. She liked seeing the city through his eyes. When she had arrived from the country it all seemed so huge and terrifying. People weren't as friendly and it was easy to get lost. Mr. Bradley seemed to know everybody and how to get anywhere and in his presence she saw the grandeur and the possibilities of a great city on the rise.

Eventually they decided to go upstairs and Athena shot a glance to see if Miss Bonaventure was watching but she seemed to be nowhere around. That was a relief. Athena didn't want anything to spoil the mood she was in.

"Welcome to my office," she said with a laugh. "Perhaps someday I'll have one in one of those tall buildings you've been talking about."

"Where you can watch all the cats below."

They laughed again. Arthur came over and held her very close.

"She's probably going to watch us," he whispered.

"Why?"

"Curiosity...jealousy perhaps."

"Are you and Miss Bonaventure..."

"No, but there was a time when that might have been. I don't want to make your life difficult. You work for me in small part but you work for her primarily and you have to live here as well. I want you so badly I can taste it but not if you think it's going to cause you any trouble."

"Why should it?" she asked. "You have the right to buy me as much as any other man, probably more so."

"Do you still have that picture I gave you? Good. Put it on the little table next to the bed. I want to be able to see it while I make love to you."

Make love to her. Lots of men used that phrase to describe the process but it never changed the fact that she was a whore getting paid to be fucked. They could call it making love if they liked but it never seemed to alter their behavior. When Arthur said those words they took on a whole new meaning to her. Maybe that was foolish, possibly even dangerous, and at the end of the day he was just paying money to fuck her like everybody else but because of the way he made her feel it seemed different somehow. The night they met he had instructed her to undo his fly and suck his prick. Just another customer getting a quick blowjob on the chilly street. Was this really any different than that? The room was warm and comfortable and she would make far more than the two dollars he originally paid her but she tried to remind herself of what their true relationship was. Her job was to make him feel good. The fact that she would enjoy that process was really just a bonus. There was no point in trying to read something else into it.

"Would you undress for me Jane?" he asked. "Do you mind if I call you that?"

She didn't mind at all. She was growing used to her strange, exotic, name but he knew who she was and she was glad that he remembered. It was just a little thing but it was something that they could share.

Her eyes locked on his and she never broke the gaze for an instant as she slowly peeled off her clothing. She didn't pose or strut or turn around, she simply looked at him, almost without blinking. The sensation was remarkable and Arthur felt himself surging with lust as the bulge in his trousers increased in size. He wanted to look at her body but she was hypnotizing him with her stare. All he could do was return the gaze...helpless...lost in her eyes.

When she was naked she came over to him and began to remove his clothes as well, still never breaking her glance. She couldn't quite complete the task because Arthur was unable to stand the tension anymore and grabbed her in his arms. When his tongue entered her mouth she thought she was going to pass out for a moment. Kissing was generally avoided on the job and open mouth kissing was something she knew virtually nothing about. She had tasted his cock and his cum before but never his tongue and it was delicious. He tasted of cigars and champagne but it was delightfully manly. Then he began to kiss her neck, another new sensation, and she was startled at how erotic the feeling was. He seemed to know exactly where to touch her and to kiss her. Her responses grew more intense and passionate. If this was what making love was all about she was all in favor of it!

She playfully broke away from him and he began to chase her around the room while she giggled like a silly fool. She had no idea what prompted that but he seemed to enjoy it. She tried to get away by jumping on the bed but he pounced right after her and she was caught. With his arms around her waist she felt herself hoisted up on her hands and knees and closed her eyes waiting for the moment his cock would plunge into her. Instead she got another surprise as it wasn't his cock that he buried between her legs it was his face. She opened her eyes and looked back over her shoulder to see that he had resumed kissing her but in quite a different location. 

The girls who liked to pleasure each other at the house often spoke of "eating pussy" but she had never been quite clear on what that meant and was too embarrassed to ask. This must be what they were referring to. She didn't know that men ever did that to women, she sort of assumed that it was a girl thing. She had been taught that oral sex was a woman's duty in life but it never occurred to her that a man might want to return the favor.

"My God you taste like champagne!" he blurted out.

"That's just because that's what we've been drinking," she joked.

"No, it's better than champagne. It's a strange new cocktail that I can't describe."

They had brought a half full bottle with them into the room and two glasses and Arthur suddenly sprang up from the bed and grabbed the bottle. He jumped back on the bed and very carefully began to pour a small amount of champagne onto her pussy as he tried to catch every drop with his tongue. The bubbly sensation sent shockwaves rippling through her body and soon she was even more wet from her own desire than from the champagne. She began to make a little whimpering noise and was desperate for him to enter her. Everything was overloaded in her brain and her body and she wanted to laugh or cry or scream or something.

"Here let me prove it to you," he said as he set the bottle down on the bed and placed two fingers inside her. He swirled the fingers around for a moment and then reached over her back and offered her the chance to lick them. She didn't hesitate for a moment and began to suck his fingers as if it was his cock. She had never tasted her own cum before but she had to admit that it did taste like champagne, at least under these circumstances.

While she was sucking on his fingers she felt something new at the entrance to her pussy, but still not Arthur's dick. The top of the champagne bottle was poking it's way in. She sucked his fingers even harder and worried that she might be hurting him but she couldn't stop. The bottle didn't stay very long and soon it was replaced by the fingers from his free hand, only it wasn't only her pussy that was being probed. Using his index finger and his pinky he was penetrating both her pussy and her ass at the same time. She had never been filled like this and it was overwhelming. She climaxed violently and Arthur managed to turn her over on the bed.

Her legs bent back and then found their way over his shoulders and locked around his neck. She wasn't letting him get away this time. If she had to drive his cock into her by force she would do it but fortunately he was already planning that attack and the moment of glory was at hand as he slid into her very wet pussy with graceful ease. He was large, hard, hot and throbbing; so hard it almost seemed like a mechanical device must be propelling it, like one of those technological marvels they had enjoyed this afternoon. It was a marvel but the marvel of nature that she was experiencing as a man she deeply cared about was nestled deep inside her.

She hung on every thrust like her life depended on it. As he pulled away she tried to force him back then suddenly he would be filling her up again and all was right with the world. She saw her pussy as the great subway tunnel and his cock like the mighty train that rushed blindly into it only to slow down again and repeat the journey. 

"Harder...please fuck me harder!" she gasped.

This really wasn't the way it was supposed to work. She was the whore and he was the client but at this moment in time they were lovers and she had lost all of her senses completely. She had no idea but this was the greatest thrill she could have given Arthur or any man. When one pays to have sex simple friction is all that is needed to accomplish the task. Rub the right parts in the right place and satisfaction is virtually guaranteed. But in the back of the mind the man knows that he's just paying for that friction to be applied and that the whore is taking no real pleasure from the experience. Arthur could see that she had achieved one orgasm already and knew beyond the shadow of a doubt that she wasn't faking anything. She loved being fucked by him and that was more thrilling than any fancy blowjob technique or exotic position she might have employed.

"You like feeling me inside you, don't you?"

"Yes, more than anything I've ever known."

"Have you ever imagined what it would be like before...perhaps when you were looking at that picture?" he inquired.

"Absolutely. I've been dreaming of the day you'd finally take me. I look at your picture and I put my fingers in my pussy and pretend it's you. I rub my clit and get so wet."

"And what a pretty little clit it is. Let me suck it."

He suddenly pulled out and stuck his face between her legs again. He lifted her hood with his finger and saw her beautiful swollen clitoris shining like the pearl in an oyster. Soon he was sucking on it and putting it between his teeth. She could barely stand it and began to thrash about. He pulled his head back and leaned over to kiss her. She grabbed at the back of his head almost savagely and tugged on his hair. She was out of control in a way she had never imagined possible. She needed to be one with this man. Being close wasn't close enough, he needed to be inside her and she grabbed for his cock and tried to shove it back in.

The door flung open with a bang and Miss Bonaventure burst into the room.

"You...put your clothes on and get out!" she bellowed at Arthur.

"What the devil are you doing?" he demanded. "Have you lost your mind?"

"The party is over."

Athena was terrified and clutched at the bedding to cover herself up. She felt strangely ashamed for the first time as if she had been caught doing something wrong. Arthur simply got out of bed and strolled over to Clarissa.

"Now what the hell is this all about?" he asked softly.

"You're not going to fill my girls heads with foolish notions. I know the kind of man you are. She's a big earner in her prime and you're not going to ruin it by turning her into some lovesick cow. And you...whore...what do you think you're doing telling the customer to fuck you harder? They will fuck you just as hard or as soft as they please in any hole they desire whenever they desire it!" Miss Bonaventure shouted.

"I think that is exactly what was going on here before you rather rudely interrupted. I'm the client and I was enjoying myself thoroughly. I've paid for the evening and as you can see I'm still stiff as a board.

Without a word Clarissa reached down and started to stroke his cock vigorously. Much like Athena she simply stared into his eyes and never looked down but hers was a glare of contempt and rage. All of the excitement leading up to this moment put him on the verge of climaxing so it didn't take too many strokes from her expert hands to make him erupt. She kept a firm grip on his cock as he shot a stream of cum that sailed across the room and almost hit the wall.

"That's what you're paid to do, woman, take a good look," Miss Bonaventure instructed. "There's nothing special about making a man cum. At the end of the day they're all just jacking off and using you as the receptacle. This man, the next man, any man it's all the same. You aren't getting paid to enjoy yourself, don't ever forget that."

With that she stormed out of the room. Athena was shaking with fright and crying her eyes out. Arthur came over to the bed and stroked her hair.

"What did I do? What did I do?" she sobbed.

"You didn't do anything wrong," he assured her. "This is a personal matter between Clarissa and myself. I'll try to get it sorted out. Please don't worry too much. You don't need this job, you know, I could get you into any brothel in the city and probably negotiate a better fee as well."

"But I love it here. This is my home!"

"I'm sure it will all be fine but for tonight it's better that I go. Don't let her words disturb you too much. I had a most marvelous time and I think you did too. Don't think this is the end of anything, it's just the beginning. There's no reason why you shouldn't enjoy yourself as long as the customer is enjoying himself, and I assure you, I was enjoying myself very much. I look forward to the day where we can complete what we started."

He dressed quickly and kissed her goodbye. Athena waited for Miss Bonaventure to return but she never did. Her room was a bit messy from the champagne on the blankets and cum on the floor but she didn't care and didn't do anything about it. She simply placed the photograph back in her drawer and cried herself to sleep.

In the morning she went down to breakfast and the girl came to clean her room as usual. Miss Bonaventure was there but she didn't say anything about last night. No one did. It seemed just like any other morning with the girls laughing and talking about their plans for the day or their experiences of the previous night. Athena wasn't going to bring the subject up and no one else did either. Everyone must know about it, there was some pretty loud shouting while the door was open and news traveled fast in that small community, but it was all swept under the rug.

Life rolled on as before. She gathered with the other girls in the parlor, signed autographed postcards and went upstairs with a variety of customers with a plethora of needs and desires and she satisfied them all as usual. There was no sign of Mr. Bradley and Miss Bonaventure didn't seem to be angry at her or displeased in any way. It was all very confusing. Finally about a week or so later Miss Bonaventure called Athena into her office.

"Look, I'm sorry if I scared you the other night but I assure you it's for your own good. You like working here don't you?"

"Oh, yes, very much," Athena replied.

"Good. There's no reason why you shouldn't continue just as before. But let me tell you something about Mr. Bradley. He's a charmer, but you already know that. He's a respectable businessman but he loves the underworld. He says that he enjoys leading girls into this life for their benefit but there's something more to it than that. More than the profit he makes from his finder's fee. He enjoys the idea of moral corruption. All men have their fantasies and his is to believe that every woman is really a whore at heart. The more difficult the conquest the more he enjoys it. Picking you up off the street is not his style. You were already a whore and if you didn't suck cock so extraordinarily well he never would have given you a second thought. He loves the challenge of taking a respectable woman and slowly easing her down the path. Step-by-step he strips away a girl's defenses. He toys with their affections and dangles the allurement of glamour and excitement in front of them until they can't resist anymore."

"But why would he do that?" Athena asked.

"Because of the deep contempt he has for women. He says he loves them, and I suppose he does in a fashion, but he loves the feeling of power he has over them even more. Usually the satisfaction comes from turning a woman into a whore but with you it seems to be making the whore fall in love with him."

"I can't help the way I feel," Athena offered. "I've always felt something for him from the moment we met. I don't know much of anything about having a boyfriend or whatever you may call it but I know that he makes me feel something inside that's different."

"He made me feel that way too...once. I thought he felt the same. I should have known, should have seen the truth. I hate bearing him any grudge because he's largely responsible for my success in this business and things have turned out rather well for me over the years. But I still have a woman's heart and he broke it once and that's hard to forget. I can see what he does to you and I don't like it. It seems pleasant now and you no doubt are filling your head with dreams of spending your life with him but just remember how you met. There will always be a new girl and a new chase. When he tires of this game he will play another."

Athena hated to think anything bad about Mr. Bradley, especially now that she had finally gone to bed with him, but everything Miss Bonaventure said made total sense. He was a man who recruited prostitutes and frequented brothels everywhere. He obviously didn't try to hide that fact so it wasn't coming as news to her but it still hurt a little to think about it. Just as Clarissa had suggested she had been formulating romantic plans. It was so very different being with him than with all of the other men she had known. She didn't see why she should be cut off from him entirely however. So maybe she never would settle down with him and be the one woman in his life, so what? As long as they continued to have nice outings from time to time and occasionally spent some time in bed together that was better than nothing. It wasn't like she was out looking for men to date and her affection for Mr. Bradley was preventing that. She knew who she was and what she was. If anything that seemed to make them a perfect fit. She didn't need to be his exclusive whore but it was nice to think that she was at least one of his favorites.


CHAPTER 7:

As time went by and Mr. Bradley avoided the house Athena slowly began to push any thought of him from her mind. His picture was still in the drawer but she looked at it less frequently and tried not to attach any emotional significance to the process. She had plenty of work, although her notoriety was fading fast, and she was no longer the girl everyone came to see. There were a number of steady clients and no shortage of men who would pick her out of the group to take upstairs but there were nights where she had to wait longer for a customer or serviced fewer men. That was fine with her, she was still making plenty of money and stashing it away in her bank account, but most importantly it made her just one of the girls again. 

One night Miss Bonaventure glided over to her in the parlor and indicated two men standing at the bar.

"Do you see those two over there? They want a girl they can sandwich. Do you think you can handle them?" Miss Bonaventure inquired.

"I don't see why not."

"Take a good look at them. I know the type, I think they like to get rough. It might not be too pleasant. I can get Candice to do it, she's used to the rougher trade."

"I've certainly been handled roughly in my life," Athena replied.

"I'm giving you the chance to turn this down. If you go up there with them you're going to have to go along with whatever they have in mind...within reason. Don't let them mark you up too bad or you won't be able to work until you've healed. Ring the bell if there's any real trouble."

That was a little disconcerting but she assumed it wouldn't be all that different from what she was used to and agreed to be introduced to them. They sized her up and decided that she would do just fine and chose not to waste much time in idle chatter. She led the way and soon they were entering her room.

Immediately hands were grabbing and groping everywhere. She could feel her clothes being torn off, not unfastened and removed, and that disturbed her but for what she was making on this trick she could easily afford to repair or replace anything that got damaged. What they were planning to do to her body was a bigger concern.

"Look at that little bitch, she's so pale," said the man called Al. 

"That's because she spends all her time indoors getting fucked," reminded his companion Jake.

Neither of them seemed the gentlemanly, upper-class types she was used to and she wondered how they got the money to pay for this. Perhaps they were criminals she thought. They might actually be dangerous characters.

"Start sucking bitch," Al commanded and Athena got on her knees and began to blow him.

"Not like that," cried Jake. "What am I supposed to do...watch?"

Jake grabbed her and yanked her to her feet then shoved her head back down towards Al. She resumed sucking Al while Jake debated which hole to plug first.

"What a nice little ass you've got," said Jake before giving it an extremely hard slap. "I'll bet you're tight as a drum."

"Not after tonight," Al laughed.

Without warning Jake drove his cock into her ass. It was so sudden and violent that she let out a yelp.

"Oh...did Jake hurt you?" Al asked in a mocking tone. "Nothing like you're going to be hurt if you don't please us. Hey Jake, are you fucking her asshole or her cunt?"

"Asshole. You know how loose these whore's cunts are, the ass is the only place where you have a chance of still getting a snug fit."

"She's a hell of a dick sucker, I'll give her that," Al pointed out. "You should try it."

"I will, I will...plenty of time for that."

In many ways it was worse than being raped by her own brothers. She didn't know any better then and she had grown accustomed to better treatment. With these men it seemed like she was worse than a cum bucket...she wasn't even human to them. They talked about her as if she couldn't hear or was too stupid to know what they were saying. They slapped her every chance they could get, sometimes under the pretense that she wasn't doing the job right and sometimes just because they felt like it. It was terrifying and the first time ever she started to regret choosing this life. She certainly regretted agreeing to go upstairs with them but she didn't like the idea of Candice, or any other girl, being treated this poorly.

The dilemma was trying to determine what exactly was "within reason." She had no desire to make a fool of herself and ruin her first opportunity for a three-way; those jobs paid really well, and Miss Bonaventure was obviously testing her to see what she could take. Or perhaps she was punishing her for falling in love with Mr. Bradley. Her thoughts were getting a little cloudy as the rampage in her room continued.

Whatever they did for a living they were both very strong and had quite rough hands. They had bought and paid for a piece of ass to share and that was exactly what they were getting. It was hard to comprehend what pleasure they could possibly be deriving from this kind of brutality but they both seemed to be enjoying themselves in their own way. The fact that she was so young and pretty and expensive just added to their thrill at abusing and degrading her. Anybody can double team a fat old slut in a flophouse but this was a step up in class for them.

"Not so fancy now are you bitch?" snarled Jake. "When you strip away all the champagne and lace and pretty pictures you're just a dirty little whore like anyone else. You were put on this earth so that men could fill your holes with cock and you haven't got a damn thing to say about it because we paid for you. All those gentlemen out there with their silk hats and their fagot gloves probably like to kiss your hand or something. How does it feel to be fucked by real men?"

"You'd probably know that better than I would," she blurted out.

With that Jake gave her a nasty sock across the jaw that sent her sprawling to the floor. She tried to scramble for the bell but Al beat her to it and put his hand over her mouth. Jake went over to his clothing and produced an old rag which they used to gag Athena's mouth.

"Nice try, cunt, but you'll have to do better than that," scoffed Al.

"Who the hell do you think you are talking to me like that?" hissed Jake as he squeezed her throat tightly. "This whore needs to be taught a lesson in humility. You don't ever talk back to the customers, didn't they tell you that? Or are you just too dumb to remember?"

They slung her up onto the bed and tried to get her in a better position. Al shoved his cock into her ass and Jake somehow managed to squeeze around and fit his dick into her pussy. They began to pound her as hard and fast as they could. Jake ejaculated first and pulled out quickly while his cock was still squirting and ran to grab Athena's head. With a violent tug he pulled her head over to meet him and shoved his prick so far down her throat she thought she was going to suffocate. Al was next and he also pulled out but used his cock like a fire hose to shower her body with cum. There was a moment of relief as she hoped the ordeal was finally over but Al went to his clothes and instead of putting them back on produced a wicked looking knife from his coat pocket. He also grabbed a small pistol and tossed it to Jake who held the gun up to Athena's head.

"You thought it was over, didn't you?" laughed Jake. "Our fun's just beginning. We plan to fuck you all night and we're not paying extra for that. Nobody out there has any idea how long we can make it last so if you keep quiet we can stay as long as we like. And if you don't...I'll blow your head off."

Al rummaged around the clothes again and produced a cheap bottle of whiskey which they began to drink hard and fast. Athena was absolutely terrified but couldn't think of what to do. They had taken away the bell and gagged her mouth and whenever she even shifted her position slightly she received another tremendous blow. 

The night of terror wore on and the men were getting increasingly angry that they couldn't get hard again. Naturally they blamed her and slapped her around some more. Al got the idea that it might be fun to cut another hole in her somewhere and try to fuck that and began to drag the knife around her body looking for a suitable location. That's when the door flung open and Mr. Bradley appeared with Miss Bonaventure right behind him. It took a moment for Jake to realize what was happening but he did manage to get his pistol raised just before Mr. Bradley shot him dead. Al hurled the knife across the room but it stuck harmlessly in the wall. Mr. Bradley's aim was much better and Al took two bullets in the chest.

Arthur then sprang across the room and removed the gag from Athena's mouth. She wept uncontrollably and clutched at him for dear life. A crowd was gathering at the door but Miss Bonaventure whispered some instructions to the bouncers who worked there and soon the lifeless bodies of Al and Jake were dispatched from the room. Miss Bonaventure went to Athena's wardrobe and fetched her robe which she silently handed to Athena before leaving her and Arthur alone in the room.

"How did you...I mean why were you..."

"Relax," said Arthur, "you don't have to talk. I'll just hold you."

"Why were you here?" she managed to get out at last.

"Pure coincidence," he replied. "I was missing you something awful and thought I should have it out with Clarissa once and for all. She had been watching through the peephole and told me to take a look. I was ready to shoot them through the hole in the wall but I ran as fast as I could to get in here as soon as I saw what was happening to you. I only regret that I killed them so fast. For what they did I would have liked the satisfaction of beating them to a pulp first."

"They were animals, Arthur, they were savages!"

"It's my fault for getting you into this business."

"Never say that! I was in this business already, you just made it better for me. I've never been with men like that before. It was horrifying."

"I never imagined such men coming to this place," he said.

"Why were they so cruel to me? I didn't do anything wrong. I just tried to please them like I do every man. The hatred in their eyes was terrible to behold."

"Put it from your mind. Those were bad men, criminals, cut throats. They never should have been allowed in here. Clarissa can usually spot a trouble-maker a mile away. You're safe now, that's the important thing anyway."

"You saved my life Arthur and not for the first time. How do you always manage to appear when I need you most?" asked Athena.

"It was fate that I happened to get out of my carriage on that cold night we met and fate that I happened to be here tonight. Something in the stars seems to link us together I guess."

"Will Miss Bonaventure be angry at you being here with me?"

"No, she feels terrible about what happened and just as guilty as I do. She was going to get the bouncers when I walked through the door. She knew I would want to handle this personally."

"I'm so confused," Athena said. "Everything was going along so well here and then you came to me and I was in heaven but it was snatched away in an instant. Then I finally got back to normal and this happened and now you're here holding me in your arms where I feel like I belong. All of that terror and pain and misery wiped away by your embrace."

"Thank God for that," he whispered. "We should tend to your injuries."

"No, I want to stay like this a little longer. I love being in your arms. Everything in my world is better when you're next to me."

"All right but at least show me what those monsters did to you. You may need a doctor."

She carefully opened up her robe and let Arthur examine her body closely. Her worst bruises were starting to show already and the pain was getting a little worse. There were a few cuts and scratches that needed to be tended to and Arthur insisted on doing it himself. As he gently cleaned and bandaged her wounds she thought she spotted a tear or two in his eyes. The way he touched her was almost better than sex, it was so loving and compassionate. He produced a small bottle of laudanum from his pocket and had her take a swallow to ease the pain. The reddish-brown mixture of opium and codeine was very bitter to the taste but in no time she was starting to feel a very happy, warm, sensation running throughout her body. It was like the way she felt making love to Arthur only in a liquid form. It was a dangerous thought but she was getting very drowsy.

"Stay with me?" she pleaded.

"Of course I will."

As she drifted off in her laudanum-laced sleep she found a myriad of strange ideas and images dancing through her head. She had never tried laudanum, or any other narcotic, before, but she knew that some of the girls were quite fond of it, especially during their periods or when they had bad headaches. Some just seemed to be fond of it in general and she could understand why. It made everything feel so dreamy and peaceful. 

When she woke Arthur was still there. He had never gotten undressed. She had rarely woken to the sight of a man but she thought she could get used to this if Arthur was the man.

"Good morning, angel, how do you feel?"

"Terrible...but wonderful now that I see you," she said while trying to force a laugh.

Her body looked awful. There were terrible welts and bruises everywhere and every part of body ached. She wanted some more laudanum but was afraid that she would become hooked on it if she took it too often. Arthur again examined her and checked her bandages. Soon there was a knock at the door and the girl appeared with a tray.

"What's this?" Athena asked.

"Breakfast in bed. You're in no condition to be walking about yet."

"Aren't you eating?"

"I already grabbed some coffee and toast this morning when I went down to arrange for your meal."

The girl left the tray and departed the room.

"Why are you doing this?" 

"Isn't it obvious?" he replied. "It's because I love you."


CHAPTER 8:

"You shouldn't joke about things like that," scolded Athena as she tried to eat her breakfast.

"I've never been more serious. Here, let me help you."

Arthur helped her to eat her breakfast and cleaned up afterwards. He had a pitcher with some cold water and mopped her brow with a damp cloth and washed her body all over. It was painful but sublime. He made a wonderful nurse even if he didn't look like one.

"You haven't said how you feel about me," he reminded her after a time.

"I love you Arthur, as much as I know of love. I think I loved you from the day we met. But this is not a good idea and I think you know it."

"I am a wicked man, that is true, but I don't think that being a wicked man necessarily makes me a bad man. I find my pleasures where I can and I take them. As long as everybody gets what they want I see no harm in it. I'm sure Clarissa has said some nasty things about me but I'd like you to have the opportunity to make up your own mind and decide for yourself what kind of man I am. You're not going to be able to work for quite some time and I'd like you to move in with me so that I can take care of you. When you're ready to come back, if that's what you want, I won't try to stop you. If you decide that you'd rather try your luck at some other business I will help you get established. In the meantime it will be a chance for us to get to know each other better."

"Won't people talk?" she asked.

"Let them. It's none of their business what I do in the privacy of my home."

"Won't I be an inconvenience to you?"

"I can think of nothing that would give me greater pleasure. I want to see that you have the best of care and can rest in complete comfort without having to worry about anything. You don't have to rush back here, it's all arranged with Clarissa and she approves completely. You can't earn money in the condition you're in so you'd just be another mouth to feed but I find that I rather enjoy feeding that pretty little mouth."

"Ouch! It hurts when I smile," she whimpered.

"Then smile with your eyes, I'll know what you're feeling," he told her.

She did smile with her eyes and it warmed Arthur's heart. He knew this might be foolish, possibly even disastrous, but he was completely hooked on her charms. She had gotten into his brain and under his skin in ways that no other woman, not even Clarissa, had ever done before. He felt responsible for her, but more than that he felt connected to her. It did seem as if fate had brought them together for some greater purpose, but that may just be the romantic in him talking. Perhaps this was all lust, and just another game to play, he couldn't be absolutely certain yet. He knew he felt strongly about her but he didn't honestly know if he had the capacity to really love a woman in any conventional sense. This was his chance to find out and if it didn't happen it wouldn't be from a lack of trying.

It would be a day or two before she felt ready to move but she was looking forward to it with a mix of emotions. She loved living here and being part of this family but she was also anxious to spend time with Arthur. Realistically it was a good idea for her to get away for a while. She looked pretty bad so she would be a prisoner in her room here, at least when customers were present. She didn't want to be a burden to anyone but if Arthur was volunteering for some reason that was better than forcing herself on everyone else.

Miss Bonaventure came to visit one evening before she left and sat on the bed next to Athena.

"I know you probably think...well I don't know what you think but I want to make this clear. Since the day you came here you've been nothing but charming and helpful and cooperative and I appreciate it. You handled that whole virginity thing with grace and never let the fame go to your head. You looked out for the interests of the other girls and demonstrated your reliability and talent over and over again. If you want to come back you can move right into your old room anytime, well, maybe not literally the same room, but you have a place here. If you don't come back I totally understand and I sincerely wish you the best, whether it's with Arthur or on your own."

"Well I'd never go away without saying goodbye to all of my friends," said Athena.

"You mean that, don't you?"

"Of course."

Miss Bonaventure put her arms around Athena and hugged her.

"A lot of people use the word friends pretty lightly, especially in this business."

"Not me," said Athena. "The only friends I have in the world are all right here in this house. I love all of you."

"You have another friend in Arthur. Whatever I've said about him is partly true but I'm sure part of the way I said it stemmed from my jealousy. Arthur and I always adored each other but I'm not sure that we ever really loved each other. We made a handsome couple and we were good for each other, professionally at any rate. But I've seen the way he cares for you and the concern he's shown. Whatever else he's been and whatever else he's done I have to give him credit for that. He's wonderful with the ladies when they're all powdered and refined and he has a drink in his hand but I didn't know he had this other side. You seem to bring out the best in him. He may break your heart, as men will do, but I think he's going to try to love you and that says something right there. I'm going to miss you darling, I hope you find happiness wherever you go."

It seemed so final to Athena and she didn't really understand that people just drifted in and out of this world all the time. It was the business of youth and beauty and that usually meant jealousy and rivalry. The girls never tended to get very close to one another because they were all in competition and fearing the day they would get pushed aside by someone younger. If a man picked someone else that was money out of your pocket. You may have spent the time flirting and drinking with the guy but if he wanted to screw someone else that was his prerogative. Athena was a different sort of girl entirely. Innocent wasn't exactly the word and purity seemed out of place for a prostitute but there was something that set her apart. Her strange isolated upbringing and her lack of contact with people before she arrived in New York left her somehow less cynical and jaded than she might have been under different circumstances. She still managed to be both virgin and whore at the same time, a very odd mix.

The day came for her to move into Arthur's house and he escorted her to his waiting coach. There were many tears and hugs and well wishes and then they were off.

"I half assumed that you were a married man," Athena said.

"No I've been a lot of things in my life but a hypocrite is not one of them. I've enjoyed myself too much and the earthly pleasures that were available to me to strand some poor woman at home while I indulged in my many vices elsewhere. Having to make up all of those excuses seems like too much of a burden."

"Isn't it possible that if you had met the right person you wouldn't have had the same desires and that she could have been enough to satisfy you?"

"I don't think so...not when I was younger at any rate," he replied. "Now...I don't really know."

"Miss Bonaventure is very beautiful. Couldn't she have satisfied you?"

"She was the one real possibility I suppose, but she had a lot of ambition. I don't know that she would ever have been satisfied being anyone's wife. She's very independent. I think she's probably happier now where she is and who she's become."

They changed the subject but never discussed their own situation. There would be plenty of time for that in the days ahead. Soon they came to a very fashionable house on a very fashionable street and Athena was a little taken aback. She knew he was successful but not this successful. As they pulled up in front a servant appeared to open the door for them. Her luggage, such as it was, had already been sent on ahead and was waiting for her in her room.

"This will be your room. I hope you like it. Anything at all you wish to change to make it more homey or comfortable or feminine you have but to ask," said Arthur.

"Aren't we...I sort of assumed that..."

"I thought it was best for you to have your own room. You're primary concern is rest and recovery and you may want someplace to go for privacy. There are many beds in this house and I own all of them but I will only share them with you at your request. Right now you're a guest in my home but you won't find the door to my bedroom locked. I thought it best that we take things slow and see how they work out."

"That's an excellent and gentlemanly idea," she said. 

"I've retained the services of a maid to see to your needs. She'll be here later. I'm afraid this is pretty much a bachelor's residence and the staff doesn't have much experience handling a lady in the house," he said with a smile. "The agency tells me she is an excellent girl....Sylvia is her name I believe, and she has impeccable references."

"Haven't you entertained ladies here before?"

"Never. Scoundrel that I am I always preferred to keep my private life as private as possible. It would have been inconvenient for someone to show up for a surprise visit. That was the sort of surprise I've been very good at avoiding. When you're juggling multiple women you never want them to cross paths even accidentally."

"I can't believe how honest you are with me," said Athena.

"I have to be if there's ever any hope for us. What I've done in the past is the past but it still makes up a part of who I am today. Lying and pretending only works in the short-term. You want something so you say whatever you have to say to get it but you can't keep anything that way. Now I'm going to let you rest for a little while, this is the first time you've been on your feet in days. Later I'll give you the grand tour. If there's anything special you want for your meals just make a note of it and I'll see that it gets taken care of."

"Is that what room service is like?" she asked.

"What's that?"

"I've heard that if you stay at a hotel you can have whatever food you want sent up to your room. I think it's called room service."

"You've never stayed at a hotel have you?"

"Never."

"Well this is something like a hotel, lord knows it's large enough," he said with a smile. "In a hotel they give you menu and you select what you want from that list, just like a restaurant. Here you just say what you want and whatever it is it will be cooked to your specifications."

"That's almost harder. With a list I would have options. Meals were usually just something that was served to me or whatever I could scrounge up. You must have noticed how long it took me to order at lunch," she reminded him.

"Well you give it your best shot and if you can't come up with anything I'll make some suggestions. I have a very good cook and just about anything that comes out of that kitchen tastes good to me. Hopefully it will taste good to you as well."

A strange new chapter of her life was beginning. She had lived a simple rustic life on the farm and she had lived on the streets. The bordello seemed like the absolute heights of luxurious living and there were girls who cooked and cleaned up but this was something else entirely. The room was at least three times the size of her old room and the furnishing alone looked like they were worth a fortune. Having a private maid and someone to cook at your whim was beyond her imagination. That was just the logistical part of the equation. Then there was Arthur, her host and benefactor...once and future lover perhaps? Thinking with her prostitute's brain she had naturally assumed that he was planning to fuck her every chance that he got. Why wouldn't he? He was going to a lot of trouble to take care of her, it seemed like the least she could do in return. It began to sink in that perhaps she wasn't really here as a prostitute at all and that thought scared her a bit. She knew how to be a whore...she had no idea how to be a girlfriend. Just be herself she hoped and see what happens. However it turns out it's bound to be an adventure.

She took a nap, which wasn't difficult seeing as this was the most comfortable bed she had ever been in and was surprised that it was already dark outside when she awoke. She got up and went to the door. It was silly, but she wondered if she was supposed to leave her room. If she wasn't she could always apologize and come back.

She came downstairs and the butler informed her that Mr. Bradley was in the library. At first she thought he meant the public library but the butler escorted her to the room and opened the door for her. She was astonished to find that he had an actual library in his house! So many books it was hard to imagine that anyone could find the time to read all of them. Arthur was sitting on a sofa reading as she came in and he jumped to his feet with a broad smile on his face.

"My sleeping beauty has finally awoken! I looked in on you a few times but you were sleeping so peacefully I didn't want to disturb you," he said.

"Do you really own all of these books?" she asked in amazement.

"Oh, yes, and plenty of others too in various rooms or in boxes. I never seem to have space to put them all out at the same time. Do you like to read?"

"I love it. My whole education, such as it is, comes from reading books."

"Well my library is at your disposal. Perhaps you would like to select a few and have them sent to your room," he suggested.

"So many choices again. I'm not really good with making choices."

"Then may I suggest this one...it's brand new and I've just finished it. It's called Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea by Jules Verne. I know how much you're interested in technology and it's all about this remarkable craft called a submarine which can explore the bottom of the ocean. It's quite a tale if you'd like to read it. Of course you're free to read whatever you like."

"No, that sounds wonderfully exciting. I would love to read it," she replied.

"Excellent, I'll have it sent up."

"I'm not in such bad shape that I can't carry a book," she protested.

"Then take it with you if you like. I'm not going to try and force my way of living on you. It probably takes a little getting used to. My staff is all extremely well-paid and I think they would say that I was an excellent employer so you needn't feel that you're putting anyone out by asking for something. Are you hungry?"

"Starving, don't tell me you waited for me to eat dinner?"

"Of course I did, but we can eat right now if you like. Don't worry, I wouldn't have starved. If you had slept much longer I would have eaten something. There's some nice roast beef that can be warmed up in a jiffy if that sounds good, otherwise we can have whatever you like prepared."

"That sounds perfect. I'm not a finicky eater, especially when I'm this hungry!"

The dining room was another marvel of splendor and opulence. It may have been just heated up in a jiffy but it was the best meal she had ever tasted and she couldn't stop raving about it which pleased Arthur to no end. He assured her that he would pass her praise along to the cook which would certainly guarantee that the next meal was even better.

"I want to spoil you rotten," he said after dinner as they were touring the house, "not that you could ever be rotten. I didn't come from money I made my own fortune so all of this is not second nature to me, consequently I appreciate it all the more. I think you can understand that. I live in comfort because I can afford to but I'm not concerned with trying to impress anybody...well...maybe you a little. I hope I don't overdo it and make you uncomfortable in the process. I've been a selfish man most of my life, only concerned with what made me happy or brought me instant pleasure but I'm finding that pleasing you is a thousand times more satisfying than anything I ever did to please myself. So I suppose in a way I'm still being selfish because I enjoy making you happy so much."

"You've always made me happy Arthur without even needing to try. I want to make you happy as well."

"Then get better soon, that's what would make me the happiest," he said with a smile.

"You know I'm not completely crippled, I can still do things for you."

"Tomorrow you're going to be examined by one of the finest doctors in the city, Dr. Crenshaw. There is to be no argument about that, it's the only real rule I have for you. I want his opinion on your condition and then we'll follow his instructions to the letter. If he says you need a certain amount of rest then you're going to rest. If he gives you a clean bill of health...then we'll let nature take its course. I don't want to take any chances of making your injuries worse in the meantime. Is that acceptable to you?"

"Of course it is. Thank you for being so patient and understanding. I'm just honestly dying to feel your cock inside me again," she sighed.

"Now we'll have none of that talk until after the doctor says you're all right! Don't think for one instant that I haven't dreamed of lying with you again but not without medical clearance. Your recovery comes first."

It felt funny to sleep alone in this house, even though she slept alone almost every other night of her life. She knew that Arthur was just down the hall and she wanted to be with him but she also knew he was right. She was still in quite a bit of pain, especially between her legs and that frightened her very much. What if she couldn't have sex again? Her life would be ruined. She could still give head but it wasn't the same. She longed for his cock inside her. She felt an empty void when it wasn't there.

She decided to concentrate on the book and let nature take its course as he had suggested. She wasn't afraid of doctors, Miss Bonaventure had provided regular medical checkups for all the girls. Prostitution was the first business in America to offer healthcare benefits to employees, a practice that would eventually spread to many respectable industries. She was only afraid of what he might say.

The book was fascinating and she was hooked almost from the first page. It was all about this mysterious Captain Nemo and his marvelous submarine the Nautilus. What an age we live in, she thought, where anything is possible. She had ridden an elevator to the top of a seven-story building and sailed through a dark tunnel on a train that floated on air. Why not a device to travel under the waves? What a fascinating world it must be down there. She wanted to keep reading but sleep eventually overcame her and she dreamed of strange voyages to faraway places.


CHAPTER 9:

"The good news is that I don't see any evidence of serious internal damage. The swelling and contusions are what I would expect to find in the sort of attack you have described to me. You've suffered some serious traumatic blows but based on the symptoms you've related to me I believe you will make a full recovery in time but you will need rest and plenty of it. Now Mr. Bradley, if you would be kind enough to step out of the room for a moment I must ask a few delicate female questions," said Dr, Crenshaw.

Arthur left the room and Dr. Crenshaw turned to Athena with a very serious look on his face.

"Now, speak the absolute truth to me and don't hold anything back. Some of these injuries were obviously sustained in a rather brutal act of sexual violation. Tell me quickly, did Mr. Bradley participate in this or have a hand in it in any way? If he did you have nothing to fear by telling me, I shall take you away at once and notify the authorities."

"Good God no! I was being raped by two violent criminals when Mr. Bradley came to my rescue! Without him I perish to think how much worse things might have gotten. He has been nothing but a complete gentleman to me, I swear on my honor. I owe my life to him," she exclaimed.

"I am relieved to hear that. I know Mr. Bradley is a wealthy man of business but one does hear rumors of things and I wanted to make sure that he was in no way a part of this misery," said the doctor. "I mean no disrespect to the man but when a lady is involved and her injuries have been sustained in this fashion one has to check the facts. I'm sure you can understand that."

"Thank you doctor for your time and your concern. I assure you that I could not be in safer hands than in the company of Mr. Bradley. He is only concerned with my health and welfare."

"Well I'm sure that he is concerned with that but unless I miss my guess his affections run a little deeper as well," said Dr, Crenshaw with a smile as he packed his bag and prepared to leave. "When he contacted me he seemed so ardent and worried about your condition that I jumped to the conclusion that perhaps he had a guilty conscience or was trying to cover up a scandal but seeing the look in his eyes I'm reasonably certain that he is very fond of you. That's just an old man's opinion, not a medical one."

All things considered the examination went well and it was a relief to know that there was no permanent damage. She was given some pain killers and something to help her sleep but that hadn't been a terrible problem so far. The question about resuming sexual activities wasn't something they could ask directly, not being a married couple, but Arthur definitely got the impression that she should rest a little longer before attempting anything too vigorous. He made her promise that she would be completely honest about how her body felt and not hesitate to inform him if she was experiencing any pain or discomfort.

She thought about telling him what the Doctor had said about having suspicions as to his character but she decided it was of no consequence. The doctor was completely right to make that inquiry as many women failed to report sexual crimes for fear of tarnishing their reputations or suffering reprisals. Dr. Crenshaw was actually quite impressed that Mr. Bradley would still show an interest in a woman who had obviously been deflowered, even if it hadn't been of her own choosing. Most respectable gentlemen would never consider a serious relationship with any woman that wasn't a virgin. It was a very liberal and open-minded attitude that he could try to get past that. Obviously the good doctor had no idea of Athena's background and true history and made the typical assumption that this was a respectable girl. She was so charming and attractive and well-spoken, what else could she be? You could always spot the lower sort of person as the sin and shame were written on their face and their manner was usually coarse and crude.

She devoured the book in no time and they spent many hours discussing it. She had enjoyed it primarily as an adventure story with miraculous technology but Arthur pointed out some of the deeper symbolic aspects that she would never have thought of until he discussed them. That suddenly made it even better. A book wasn't necessarily just the story and the characters it could have other layers of meaning tucked away. She wondered how many other books she had read that might have had similar hidden meanings to discover and vowed to look for them in the future.

Often Arthur went out on business during the day so she tried to use that time for rest as much as possible. She ended up sleeping some strange hours and after long afternoon naps frequently found herself wide awake in the middle of the night. She could have taken her sleeping medication on those occasions but often enjoyed the opportunity to read or think in the stillness of the night. No matter how hard she tried not to think about it she kept coming back to the conclusion that if she was well enough to have sex with Arthur she ought to be well enough to go back to work and she wasn't completely sure she wanted to do that, at least not yet. She was enjoying her fantasy life in this beautiful home but knew that it would have to come to an end sometime. Of course being physically able to have sex again and being able to resume her job were two different things because of the cosmetic aspect of her injuries. She could probably cover up a couple of minor bruises with a little makeup but no one was going to pay top dollar for a battered whore and certainly not the kind of men who frequented Miss Bonaventure's establishment. That bought her a little more time at least.

During her stay so far they both had avoided the rather obvious question of where this relationship was going. It was very easy to find other things to talk about, especially since they were sharing a common passion for books, and it felt like neither one of them really wanted to get into that discussion. Arthur went to work and she slept and then he came home and they dined and chatted or played cards. She wanted him to teach her how to play chess but they hadn't gotten around to that yet as there were always so many other things to do. She knew she just couldn't go on being his house guest forever. She was used to earning her own way and being responsible for herself but he was spoiling her with all this pampered living. It was amazing to have someone draw your bath for you or to ring a bell and have milk and cookies delivered to your room; a habit she was growing rather fond of.

Of course she only assumed that Arthur was going out on business because that's what he told her but perhaps he was up to something else. She certainly couldn't blame him, he had been home with her every night and she had been totally useless to him so he must be aching for relief. Perhaps he was finding it during the day somewhere. He wasn't accustomed to bringing his female acquaintances back to his house anyway so he must have an apartment somewhere or had a hotel that he generally used for his liaisons. She thought about asking him and suggesting that it would be fine if he was seeing someone else, especially under the circumstances, but she also didn't want to put any ideas in his head if he hadn't already thought them. She wanted to be fair but she was also getting a little possessive. The more time she spent living in his house the more she started to feel like his woman, even though they had done nothing more than kiss since she had arrived.

One evening after they had both retired to their beds she slipped on her robe and very quietly made her way down the hall to the doors of the master bedroom. She tapped very silently, perhaps too silently she feared, but she didn't want to wake him up. She was about to retreat to her room when the door opened and Arthur stood before her. She could see that he was naked under his robe which he hadn't managed to completely fasten.

"Is everything all right?" he asked in a worried voice.

"Yes, absolutely. I was just wondering if I could come in."

"Of course, forgive me for being so rude, I just panicked for a moment."

She came inside and he shut the door behind her.

"I didn't wake you up I hope," she said.

"No, I was just fumbling to get my robe on," he replied, suddenly aware that it was hanging open exposing his nakedness. He quickly shut it.

"Nothing I haven't seen before," she joked.

"Yes, but I didn't know that it was you knocking at my door."

"May I sleep with you tonight?" she asked.

"Yes, of course, I would be delighted. Now do you mean sleep with me or sleep with me?"

"Does it matter?" she replied with a laugh.

"Only based on the way you feel."

"Well take me to bed, please and we'll see how it goes."

They went over to the bed and Athena slipped off her robe. She was wearing a very charming little nightgown and nothing under it. She crawled into bed and beckoned for him to join her.

"Do you often sleep in the nude?" she inquired.

"Yes, quite often. I find it refreshing when it's hot and when it's cold I keep the fire going," he replied.

"Then please don't let me interrupt your routine."

Arthur looked at her for a moment and then unfastened his robe letting it fall to the floor with a shake of his shoulders. He looked wonderful to her, just the way she had remembered. He climbed in bed and pulled the covers up. This was an unexpected turn of events and he wasn't sure what was going to happen next.

"I took a long nap today and I couldn't get to sleep so I...no that's not entirely true," she confessed. "I did take a long nap but I really just wanted to be close to you. I don't know why I'm trying to make up excuses for it."

She leaned over and kissed him and they embraced for some length of time. 

"It's funny, but every day I want to tell you that I love you but I feel like I need to be in bed with you for that. That's honestly as much the reason for this as anything. I've been dying to tell you how much I love you," Athena explained.

"Oh, my sweet darling, I'm afraid we think very much alike. I had the same kind of silly idea. I wanted to express my love so badly in words and actions but I feared setting back your recovery. I can't begin to explain how you make me feel, what it's meant having you here," he sighed.

"If I leave my nightgown on you can slip it up enough to get inside me without having to look at all those horrible bruises and marks," she suggested.

He instantly flung the covers back and gently helped her out of her nightgown. She tried to pull the covers back to conceal her body but he held them in place. Slowly and methodically he began to kiss every blemish on her skin. 

" Your beauty transcends this mortal flesh in my eyes. My hunger for your has never been greater."

His sweetness and compassion and understanding was sweeping her away. She knew she still looked awful but he was being so kind about it. Why was he so good to her? Why her? She decided to ask.

"Why me?"

"What do you mean?"

"You have so many girls to choose from why pick me? I don't have the largest breasts or the prettiest face or the longest legs. Even at her age Miss Bonaventure is more beautiful than I am. Why did you pick me?"

"I didn't pick you, fate picked us both," he reminded her. "I could be asking the same questions of you, could I not? Surely there are younger more handsome men, more well-endowed than I, even wealthier ones who would kill for your favor. I believe in fate, don't you?"

"I don't know. I don't know enough about it to believe in it or not," she replied.

"It's just the idea that some things are meant to be, preordained in a way," he explained. "Whether it's the hand of God or some other unseen power I have no idea but sometimes things just happen that seem like complete accidents and yet later events make it appear that it was destiny. So many little pieces had to fall perfectly into place for us to have met let alone ended up where we are now. Any one of those pieces not being in the perfect place at the perfect time and none of this would have been possible. When that sort of thing happens I tend to believe that it's more than just a lucky set of coincidences."

"Then I believe in fate too," said Athena. "Everything is exactly as you've described it and...oh my God!"

"What is it?" he asked in a panic.

"It's our picture!" she cried, noticing for the first time that there was a copy of their picture on his bed table. She had only been in his bedroom once and then only briefly when he was showing her around the house. It might have been there before but it hadn't caught her eye.

"Yes, indeed, I have a copy of it too," he said laughing with relief. "It's been right here, by my bed every night."

"Since I moved in?"

"Since we took it," he replied. "Unlike you I had the luxury of being able to display it proudly. I look at it every night before I go to bed and it's the first thing I see in the morning when I wake up. I've never had a serious relationship before so this picture was sort of the next best thing. It made me feel like there was someone special in my life."

Athena burst out into tears. That was the most wonderful and romantic thing she had ever heard. She had no idea that all this time he had been looking at her picture. She thought that she was a silly sentimental fool for the way she cherished that photograph and even kissed it but he obviously prized it as much as she did.

She was still slightly apprehensive about taking him in her pussy but figured the pain would probably pass soon enough. At least she was certain that she could pleasure him orally and slid down and began caressing his cock. He responded by stroking her hair lovingly and she thrilled to the warmth in her hand and his touch on her head. She had been so hungry for his cock that she wanted to swallow it all as quickly as possible but found the patience to savor the moment. Her hand worked in a corkscrew pattern up and down his shaft and she delighted at the pulsations she felt. She never enjoyed all those times in the barn with her brothers, never even thought of finding pleasure from their manhood. It had been a chore, much like milking the cow. There was nothing sexy or erotic about it but with Arthur the exact same process was entirely different. She was fascinated by his cock; obsessed with it in fact. It represented so much in her mind. It was the symbol of his manhood and it made her feel weak at the knees every time she saw it or touched it. She adored his cock...almost worshiped it. As it disappeared down her throat the moan of pleasure he let out inspired her passion. She was making him happy and it was about time she thought.

Athena could feel the buildup and could easily have finished him right then and there but she was also anxious to get past the hurdle of having him fuck her and she wanted that more than anything, even if he only lasted a minute or two. Anything would do right now so she straddled his body and prepared to slowly slide down him. She could control the tempo better this way in case it turned out to be more painful than she expected. As she felt the tip of his cock just brushing past the lips of her pussy she suddenly let out a distressed cry and literally jumped off of him. She curled up in a ball and began to cry uncontrollably.

"Darling have I hurt you?" he practically shouted. "Oh please forgive me for being such a beast!"

She couldn't talk she was just shaking with fright and the tears flowed so fast it was hard for her to catch her breath. Arthur raced to her room to fetch the laudanum and also fixed her a brandy if she might prefer that but she didn't seem to want either at the moment, or at least couldn't express it. It was sheer terror for Arthur watching her like that and he was about to dress and call for the doctor when she came out of her ball and threw herself into his arms.

"Oh, Arthur it was terrible....I was so happy, as happy as I've ever been in my life but the moment I felt you start to enter me I saw their faces...their horrible, leering faces as if they were standing right here in this room!"

"You never have to fear that my sweet, you know that they will never leer at you or anyone else again. You're safe in my arms. Just relax and breath slowly and remember where you are and who you are with. No one can hurt you here. No one is ever going to hurt you again. I love you darling and I will always protect you."

She started to get control of her senses again. She had been hyperventilating but was breathing easier now.

"I'm so sorry to leave you unsatisfied Arthur. If you only knew how much I had been waiting for this opportunity. I let you down and I'm so sorry. Can you ever forgive me?"

"Stop this foolish talk at once," he insisted. "We knew we shouldn't rush into anything...the excitement was probably too much for you. You still need your rest. You mustn't exert yourself too quickly. Just rest in my arms and try to sleep. You could never disappoint me or dissatisfy me darling. Just close your eyes and sleep safe and sound. Should I get your sleeping medicine?"

She didn't think that would be necessary but she took a sip of the laudanum. It wasn't physical pain she was trying to kill it was the pain in her mind and hopefully the opiate would help for that. Soon she was resting comfortably and drifting off into sleep. He was probably right, it was just the excitement...hopefully.


CHAPTER 10:

She felt much better in the morning and was actually a little embarrassed about the whole thing. Arthur was taking no chances and had her remain his room where he could keep an eye on her. She had breakfast served in bed again and felt a little foolish about it since she was perfectly able to get up and walk downstairs but Arthur insisted. He had his breakfast sent up also and they had these wonderful little trays with legs that folded out so that they became a small table right on your bed. She was fascinated by that and found the experience of eating breakfast with Arthur in his big comfortable bed just about the most exquisitely decadent thing she could imagine.

Despite her protests he cancelled his appointments for the day and sat in bed with her most of the morning and afternoon. He asked her if she would like to hear him read aloud from some book and she was thrilled by the idea. Her mother had read out loud to her as a child but she never imagined that two adults would do that sort of thing. It was charming and he had a wonderful voice for reading. She thought he could be an actor if he wanted to. She was especially pleased because he knew how to pronounce all the big words and never stumbled over anything. It was the most entertaining show she had ever attended.

They had a light lunch brought up but by dinner time she felt perfectly fine and had shown no signs of last night's drama so they went down to dinner and enjoyed a splendid meal. They hadn't bothered to dress all day and even ate dinner in the marvelous dining room in just their robes.

Arthur suggested that she might be more comfortable in her own bed but she said she would feel much more secure sleeping with him no matter what bed they chose so they retired to the master bedroom again. What a lazy day it had been, never getting dressed, barely getting out of bed. Arthur even remembered to have milk and cookies sent to his room for her though he preferred a small brandy. 

Even though she was anxious to redeem herself for her foolishness when he didn't press the issue she felt some relief. She didn't expect the same thing to happen again but she didn't want to take any chances right away so they just cuddled up and went to sleep. 

Things got back to the normal the next day and Athena made sure that she was up in the morning and dressed to go down to breakfast. It had been a wonderful treat to spend the whole day in bed but they couldn't do that forever. She certainly didn't want him to ruin his business interests by hanging around the house all day on her account and she had to practically push him out the door but he went and she felt much better about that. She was enough of a burden to him as it was.

No matter how "normal" things went during the day the unfortunate reality was that she was scared. She could hug and kiss him, even suck his cock but the moment he tried to enter her pussy she had another terrible incident and the sobbing began all over again. They tried several times during the next couple of weeks but the results were always the same. Most nights she insisted on just giving him head before they went to sleep so at least he wasn't going to bed totally frustrated but she knew her days were numbered in his house.

But where did that leave her? She could still blow a man but there was no way she could go back to work for Miss Bonaventure only sucking prick and if she had one of these attacks with a client she would be washed up as a prostitute for good. She had a decent little nest egg saved up but not enough to live on forever. Could she really stand going back on the street giving head for 50 cents and sleeping in a flophouse? Her thoughts turned to despair and her despair made her think of ending it all. It was totally unfair of her to live under Arthur's roof and accept his kindness and charity if she couldn't service him properly as a woman. She knew she was good with her mouth and her hands but that wasn't going to keep him happy forever. It wasn't going to keep her happy either. She was glad to relieve him but she craved something for herself too now that she knew the wonders of making passionate love. 

She tried playing with her pussy and had some success as long as she didn't really penetrate very far and concentrated on her clit. Maybe she could get by with that while she tried to figure out what was wrong with her. This was totally senseless and she knew it. Both of those assholes were long since dead, and good riddance to them! They couldn't hurt her again. She understood that clearly but she couldn't stop the visions in her mind. She didn't understand why this was happening. She didn't even have nightmares about it but as soon as her beloved Arthur tried to penetrate her she went into shock and cried like a baby.

There really was no such thing as psychoanalysis in those days. People who acted irrationally were simply considered insane and usually committed to an asylum. It was a terrible risk to admit that you had visions in your head but it was spontaneous and involuntary and she couldn't prevent revealing it even if she wanted to. Perhaps the insane asylum was the place she belonged but that thought made her even more sad and depressed. They wouldn't bring her milk and cookies there and she'd never see Arthur again. What a stupid bitch she was, she kept telling herself over and over. This wonderful man treats you like gold and this is how you repay him. She packed her things more than once and thought of slipping away when he was at work but she had no idea where to go or what she would do when she got there.

A whore who couldn't fuck...was there anything more useless in all the world? Arthur, for his part, never showed the slightest sign of irritation or annoyance with her. On weekends they took lovely trips to the park or to a museum and they began to go out on the town many evenings to dinner and show or a nightclub. She had learned to dance at Miss Bonaventure's place but was still a little uncertain of her skills. Fortunately Arthur was superb and her flaws on the dance floor were concealed by his excellent ability. Her body was recovering nicely but her brain was still a mess. Those trips together were always enjoyable and she tried to be good company to him but at the back of her mind was always the same thought...if he can't get between her legs she's totally failed him as a woman. How long could he put up with her? What was he waiting for? Was it cruel of him to prolong the inevitable?

As she became more depressed she drank more of the laudanum and tried to use that to push the dark thoughts from her mind. She could float away for an hour or two of drug-induced reverie but the truth would always come back to haunt her. She tried sleeping alone for a few nights but as soon as she returned to his bed and attempted to copulate the disaster struck again. One time she was so ashamed she just curled up in a ball on the floor and refused to get back in bed until Arthur forcibly picked her up and put her back beside him. He never slapped her or insulted her verbally for her stupidity. He held her in his arms and rocked her gently as a mother might do for her child. Then the tears would slowly dry up and her breathing would go back to normal and eventually she would sleep.

One afternoon Arthur arranged a totally unexpected surprise for her when he invited Miss Bonaventure over for lunch. It was so nice to see her again and they had so much to talk about. Arthur excused himself to go work on some papers and the two women had a chance to catch up on things. Clarissa was very impressed by the surroundings and actually quite pleased to hear what a gentleman Arthur had been. She had been reluctant to accept his invitation because it felt a little odd to be coming to his house after all these years but he explained that Athena was having some sexual problems and hoped that Clarissa might be able to suggest something. Clarissa could see that Arthur was worried sick about Athena and agreed to go as a friend, though she doubted that she would be able to do much. It took some maneuvering to get the conversation to the point where Clarissa could politely bring up the subject without appearing to have been sent there for that purpose but once Athena saw an opening she told the whole sordid story in a flood of words and tears.

"What can I do?" Athena sobbed. "I love him so much it hurts but I can't stay here forever if he can't fuck me. It's just not right. He deserves a normal woman who can love him with both her body and her heart."

"Is there a place where we can go and have complete privacy?" Miss Bonaventure inquired.

"Yes, we can go to my room and lock the door, though no one would enter without permission."

They went upstairs to Athena's room and Clarissa had her remove her clothing and lie on the bed with her legs up. She then got on the bed next to Athena and moistened her fingers with her mouth. Ever so carefully she began to run her fingers around the lips of Athena's pussy, softly pushing the folds back and stroking along the outside but never probing inwards.

"Close your eyes darling...does that feel good?" Clarissa asked in a soothing voice.

"Oh, yes...it feels very good. Please don't stop."

"I won't," she assured her. "You say that it's all right to touch your clit?"

Athena nodded and Clarissa began to finger it at first and then got between Athena's legs and began to lick. It felt good to be responding to another human's touch like that again and it gave her hope. 

"What a pretty pussy you have my dear," whispered Clarissa. "You lips are just like the wings of a butterfly. Now close your eyes and keep them closed. When I was still servicing men there were times when the man was so ugly that I had to think of something else...to clear my mind of all thoughts."

"But Arthur isn't ugly...he's so beautiful..."

"Yes, I know, but it's not Arthur you're thinking of when you have this problem. It's those ugly, hurtful men. You need to prepare yourself for that shock by thinking of something beautiful and peaceful...something other than Arthur. Something other than a person. Some happy memory or some place that used to make you feel warm and safe. Can you think of such a thing?"

"Yes."

"Good. Now concentrate on that for all your worth and I'm going to slip my fingers into your pussy and fuck you just like Arthur would do with his cock. Are you concentrating?"

"I am."

Without another word two strong fingers were inside her and beginning to thrust back and forth. Athena let out a moan but never let the happy image out of her head. Clarissa knew how to use her fingers to satisfy a woman having done it many times before as well as having had it done to her. It didn't take long before Athena was arching her back on the bed and dripping wet. Clarissa slowly stopped her penetration and removed her fingers. She ran her tongue all around Athena's pussy and Athena sat up and kissed Clarissa with great enthusiasm, partly out of gratitude and partly out of passion.

"It worked! You're a genius!" Athena cried with joy. "And you made me cum...I can't believe that. I've never been fucked by a woman before."

"See what you've been missing?" said Clarissa with a chuckle.

"Would you like me to do you?" Athena asked? "I don't want to feel like a charity case."

"Oh, this was no charity fuck I assure you darling. I've wanted to play with your delightful pussy for a long time. I was jealous of Arthur for giving you his attention but I was always a little disappointed that you never came to my bed. I really much prefer women these days."

"I had no idea," said Athena.

"Perhaps we'll do this again someday when we can do it properly. Right now the thing is to get you back in the saddle with your man. So tonight, long before he slips it in you, I want you to think of that happy image and hold it. If you once get past the block hopefully you'll be fine after that."

There were no words she could think of to properly express her gratitude so she kissed Clarissa again. Athena wanted to jump on Arthur's cock right away but decided to keep the routine normal and surprise him in bed tonight.

Athena ramped up the foreplay in anticipation of a big night of balling and they spent a good deal of time caressing and exploring. The mood was perfect and they were both hot and ready when Athena lay on her back and lifted her legs exactly as she had done with Clarissa earlier. The image was in her head and she suggested that Arthur begin by playing with her pussy which he was happy to do. Everything followed the same pattern as this afternoon except that instead of Miss Bonaventure's fingers going inside her it was Arthur's very swollen cock. She breathed a sigh of relief as she felt the head pass the opening and then the shaft gliding deeper and deeper within her. Then total disaster. She jumped up so fast with his cock still inside her that she might have done him some serious damage but he was able to pull out quickly.

This was the end for her and she knew it. Her last hope had been exhausted. Everything had gone according to the plan but suddenly the terror returned and she was crying again. She tried to explain to Arthur what Miss Bonaventure had done for her and how it had worked so well this afternoon and seemed like it was working here at first but it was hard to get the story out between sobs.

"You mean that you and Clarissa? I mean she...fucked you with her fingers up in your room while I was working downstairs?"

"Please don't hate me for that. I was so desperate I was willing to try anything and it looked like it was going to work!" Athena blurted out.

"Of course I don't hate you. I was hoping that Clarissa might have some advice...I just had no idea that it would be so graphically presented," he said with smile. "I think I might have enjoyed watching that."

"Please don't joke at a time like this," she pleaded.

"I'm sorry, I was just kind of fascinated by that image.

"I should go."

"What do you mean go?" he asked. "Go where?"

"It doesn't matter. I'm obviously damaged beyond repair. Maybe I can get enough work as a specialist just servicing women and giving head."

"Darling, stop talking like that. For one thing you don't have to service anyone if you don't want to. If you want a job I can get you one. If you want to set up a shop or start a business I can finance it. If you want to work because you're bored sitting around her all day or because it gives you pleasure you can do whatever you desire but your working has nothing to do with living here. Aren't you happy living with me? Have I let you down in some way?"

"You? Of course not you! It's me...it's all my fault! I can't stand the shame of it all!" she wailed in genuine misery.

"Because of this...thing? Do you think I would cast you out because I can't put my cock in your pussy? That hurts my feelings! How could you think such a thing of me?"

It was the first time she had seen him lose his patience or his temper and it was the last straw. Not only was she failing him and acting like a lunatic she was insulting him in the process. She wanted to explain but she felt too ignorant to find the right words. They slept in the same bed that night but there was tension between them. They didn't cuddle or embrace and she knew she had blown the whole thing this time.

There was no outward sign of his displeasure at breakfast but she felt that something had changed between them. The fire had gone out as she always knew that it would. It was time for her to go but she was going to spare him any further drama or pain. When he left for work she would simply walk away. She didn't need to pack anything she knew she wasn't going anywhere and that she wasn't coming back. Maybe he could sell her belongings and at least get some compensation for all the money he had wasted on her. She had proven to be a bad investment.

When she left the house the only thing she took with her was the framed picture of the two of them. For some reason she couldn't leave that behind. It meant all the world to her, even if her world was soon to come to an end.

As she wandered the streets not sure of the best way to do the job she suddenly remembered the money in her bank account. It would be a shame to let that all go to waste. She could give it to Arthur, which would be fair, but he honestly didn't need the money. She could send it home to her parents or give it to Clarissa to split up with all of the girls or something. She didn't know what to do with it and wasn't thinking clearly so she simply went to the bank and withdrew all her money. She decided to go back home while she still had the chance and try to figure out how best to dispose of it. That would also give her a chance to write some farewell letters and leave them behind. She could kill herself in the afternoon as easily as in the morning.

When she got back to the house she found some writing paper and began to compose some sad little notes to those few people she cared about. She wasn't very good at writing letters but she just tried to be sincere and honest. If she left them in her room someone would find them and see that they got delivered. She ended up including a little of her money in each envelope. It was nice to be able to do something for someone else since she had become so useless in general.

She didn't know enough about poisons and wasn't sure if the sleeping medication would kill her if she took the whole bottle or simply put her to sleep for a long time. She was terrified of knives so cutting her wrists was out of the question and she didn't know where Arthur kept his guns. That seemed to leave hanging or jumping off a bridge. A bridge...why not a building? Seven stories ought to do the job.

Arthur still wasn't home yet so it was easy enough to get out of the house unobserved a second time. Leaving the notes behind she headed off for the Equitable Life Building.


CHAPTER 11:

She thought it was funny that the elevator ride still scared her even though her entire purpose for being in this building was to throw herself from the top. An elevator disaster would do the trick just as well but while she was making her way to the top floor she really wished she had Arthur's arm to hold.

It was getting late in the afternoon so there were far more people going down than up as the building began to empty out. That made it all the easier for her to do what she planned to do. She just needed to get to the roof and find a spot where no one could see her. She have to step up on a ledge but after that the whole thing would probably be over pretty fast. She wondered if it would hurt much when she hit the ground. The roof was deserted, which was perfect, so all she needed to do was find a spot where it looked like nothing would break her fall.

An early death was the end she had always pictured for herself anyway. There were times on the farm where she had considered throwing herself down the well to be rid of her brothers. There were certainly times after she ran away from home where the loneliness and hunger and cold got to her so badly that it seemed better to be dead than alive. Now she had been given so many wonderful things to be thankful for but it had all been ruined by one horrible night. She just couldn't bear to put Arthur through anymore strain and frustration. It was too humiliating and painful.

She found a spot and looked over the ledge. There weren't many people below, which was good, but it suddenly made her remember how they had joked about the city being filled with cats and she laughed despite the dire nature of her business. She may be suicidal but at least she hadn't lost her sense of humor. That's all life had been, really, a grand joke of one kind or another. Bad incidents leading to good ones which went bad in the end anyway. It was time to seek oblivion and she stepped up onto the ledge. It was a hard thing to do actually, to choose the moment of your demise, and she had no idea what the damage would be from the fall but she assumed it would be fatal. She crept closer and closer to the edge and leaned over for a final look. That lean almost did the job for her as a slight gust of wind came up and she nearly lost her balance.

It was time to go and she took the fatal final step but instead of going down she felt the sensation of being pulled backwards. The wind couldn't have shifted directions that fast or been this strong she thought. It was all a blur and over much faster than she had anticipated but when she hit solid ground it wasn't on the pavement below, it was back on the roof. She realized that she was lying in a heap on the wrong side of the ledge and that there was somebody else tangled up with her. Her head was spinning and it took a moment to realize that she had been pulled from the ledge to safety. She had waited just a little too long to jump.

They finally sorted themselves out and her rescuer looked up at her at last and she was shocked beyond relief to see Arthur's very worried face.

"Are you all right? I hope I didn't hurt you puling you back so roughly! What in God's name were you doing out there?"

"Arthur...what are you doing here? Did you find my notes?"

"Notes, what are you talking about?" he stammered. "I had some business in this building and before going home I thought I would come up here for a quick look. I doubt if I'll ever set foot in this building again without thinking of you...and the cats running the city below."

They both started laughing. Something about that thought was always going to set them off in hysterics. Very quickly Athena's laughter turned to tears.

"So you didn't know why I was here?" she sobbed. "I thought maybe you found my goodbye letters."

The horrible realization that she had been planning to kill herself suddenly began to sink in. He tried to get up but he was too shaky to support himself and just slumped back down.

"You can't be serious...I mean you weren't actually planning to...I just assumed you wanted a better look and got too close to the edge...oh God in heaven what could have brought you to this? Wasn't I kind to you? Was there something else you needed that I wasn't able to provide? You can't die now...I still haven't taught you to play chess yet!"

That didn't come out quite the way he meant it but words were failing him and it was the first thing that popped into his head. After that he couldn't get any more words out. He just started crying and hung his head in despair.

"Oh my poor darling, don't cry. It was all me. You've shown me the patience of a saint and a kindness I never deserved. It was because you were so sweet and wonderful to me that I knew I couldn't go on forever not being able to perform my most essential duty to you as a woman. You deserve someone who can be everything you want and need. You can't be expected to spend every night with an incurable lunatic who should be locked up. Eventually you would have had to put me away somewhere and I couldn't bear that. It seemed best for both of us if I just left your life for good so that you could find someone better and move on."

Arthur looked up at her face with a look of sadness and pain she had never seen from him before. His hands were shaking but he managed to grasp onto hers and held them as tight as he could.

"Darling please listen to me very carefully and remember that I have never lied to you once. You have become the center of my universe. Since you moved into my home I have never even thought about going out and pursuing my old pleasures, though there was nothing that prevented me from doing so. When you came to live with me we made no vows or promises and I just assumed that there would be times where I felt compelled to seek my enjoyment elsewhere but every moment with you has filled my heart with so much joy that everything else seems foolish and trivial. It has been just as you suggested it might be...the right person coming along who satisfies me completely."

"But how can that be when I can't satisfy you in the most essential way?" she asked, genuinely trying to comprehend what he was saying.

"Stop thinking of sex as the most essential thing, I beg you! You don't seem to understand what I'm saying. I love you Jane for the person you are and for the happiness you bring me...the happiness that I hoped we were sharing. I am not such a savage that I need to be violating you constantly to feel complete as a man. I don't care if we ever have sex again if that's the price we must pay to be together. To sit and read a book with you or to stroll in the park or to simply look at you when you don't know I'm looking is all I need. We can love each other in a million other ways can't we? Don't you care for me enough to make that sacrifice? I will try to please you always, with acts of kindness and the simple affection that we can share safely without causing you any more pain. Can't you try to love me enough to see if we can make that work?"

"Oh, Arthur I am such a foolish girl when it comes to men. All of my life it's been drilled into my head that the only purpose I had was to please men in bed. It was something I was good at and could take pride in. This idea of being a person of value without making a man cum is so new and strange to me. Do you really mean all the things you've said? It sounds too good to be true. I know how much you like your pretty girls and your whorehouses and your fun. What could I, of all people, possibly offer you that could compete with those pleasures? I've been living in a dream being in your home. I feel like a fairytale princess in a castle. I thrill to every little thing we do together but it's so unfair and one-sided. You show me kindness and I repay it with tears and nightmares."

"You repay me with the kind of love I never imagined I would ever know in this life. Your good, sweet, gentle kindness is more delectable than champagne and carnal pursuits. Those women never loved me and I never loved them, we were just using each other for our own purposes. It was all just a game but in the end I went home to my lonely house. Even the servants are happier now that you're part of my home. You have no idea how empty that place has always felt. It's why I used to spend so little time there. A house full of useless rooms that I never bothered to set foot in. I had made myself a successful man but with no one to share my life with I just prowled the streets looking for something that would kill the pain for an hour or two. I want to be your man. I want to explore all the wonders this life has to offer. We could travel and see the world! Maybe far away from this city you would find it easier to erase these bad memories. I want you in my bed because I adore being close to you. This problem of yours could vanish as quickly as it appeared.

"Oh, Arthur, do you think that's possible?"

"When I was in the war I saw some terrible things. I had to kill a man once with my sword...well he was really more of a boy...and the look on his face as he realized he was dying haunted my dreams for years to come. Then one day the dreams went away and they have never returned. I have no idea why. Who knows the mysteries of the mind? Hopefully your nightmare will end too but if it doesn't I won't love you any less. Let me show my love in some other way. Please don't leave me. You're all I have in the world that I truly care about. If you step off that ledge I might as well go right behind you. Or let us go hand-in-hand if there is no other way. I can't live without you Jane. I wouldn't even want to try at this point."

There had been many surprises in Athena's young life but this was the greatest one of all so far. She had been taught since childhood that men only desired one thing from a woman and she had never seen any evidence to the contrary. Even the one-armed man who sipped tea in the parlor was probably hoping to fuck her brains out as soon as possible. She knew that and understood it. Conversation with men was just the preamble before going upstairs to fornicate. She had been a whore of one kind or another for as long as she could remember. Was it possible that a man could feel the same emotions as a woman? Here was Arthur crying his eyes out and saying everything that she felt deep inside herself. She loved just to look at him. She adored eating breakfast and chatting about everything and nothing. She was in paradise just being on his arm at a play or cuddling in bed as she drifted off to sleep. He was all she had ever wanted and then some and he was so much in love with her that he would follow her to the grave rather than be alone again. It did seem rather silly to die together when it was so much more enjoyable to live together. And he was right...she did still want to learn how to play chess.

"Fate," she said softly.

"What's that?" he asked.

"It was fate again. I went out to kill myself earlier in the day but decided to go to the bank first and then write some letters. I thought of a half a dozen different ways to do myself in before choosing to jump from this ledge. One tiny decision out of place and I would be gone now but for some reason I followed this exact pattern that led to you being in the perfect place to rescue me one more time. Who are we to argue with fate? If you can love me the way I am I swear to spend the rest of my days trying to see that you never regret that decision. I think I'm probably getting the better end of the bargain but if you're willing to have me I would be a foolish girl to turn you down."

They were both still sitting on the roof of the building which made it a little difficult to properly embrace but they managed somehow. It would have been a strange sight to behold had anyone wandered up there for some reason. Fortunately most of the people in the building had already gone home for the day and they had the whole place to themselves. An idea suddenly popped into Athena's head.

"Arthur...something strange happened to me in that split-second when I thought I was falling. I don't know how to explain it exactly, but it was as if everything that I had ever done in my life all appeared before my eyes simultaneously. I suppose it's because I'm insane and confused and my brain doesn't work properly anymore, but it seemed so real and vivid. It brought me great peace and all the fear I had when I stepped out onto the ledge disappeared. It was the strangest thing I have ever experienced. Do you think you could get an erection right now?"

"How your mind jumps around!" he cried. "What a thing to think of at a time like this."

"I want you to fuck me right here and now."

"This is a public building," he protested. "Someone might see us."

"They might, but we can make it quick," she replied. "I have a hunch that things are going to be all right from now on. It's probably a crazy idea but you already know that I'm mad as a hatter anyway so why not try it?"

She reached over and began to massage the crotch of his pants. Despite his trepidation and the emotional state he was in it was hard not to respond to such a touch and be began to grow hard. Athena stood up and bent over the ledge and hiked up her skirt. It took a little fumbling to get his trousers undone and to get her many under things out of the way but he finally got access to her bare skin and prepared to mount her from behind.

"Are you sure about this?" he asked nervously as he looked around to see if they were being observed. "We might get arrested you know."

"Stop talking and fuck me quickly Arthur while no one is about. Feel how wet I am already. Make me your woman here on this roof. Let's seal the bargain right now. Don't keep a girl waiting Arthur...put that magnificent cock inside me and fill me like no other man ever could."

With words of encouragement like that it was hard to resist. He positioned his cock at the entrance to her pussy and held his breath as he slid it in. She gasped but only with pleasure and surprise. As he worked his cock back and forth, faster and faster she stared down at the world below. What a beautiful view, she thought. So much nicer to enjoy it this way. Her brush with death had transformed her and taken away her deepest, darkest fears. She had stood at the brink of disaster and been saved by her knight in shining armor one more time. She knew he would always save her and keep her from harm and that fate had bigger plans for the both of them.

He was fucking her so hard that at one point she thought she might topple right over the ledge but she could feel his strong arms holding onto her waist with an iron grip. He was right where he belonged...deep inside her...and she felt like she truly was his woman at last. More importantly, she felt like a person who loved and was loved in return. Maybe she had just been selling herself short all these years. When a man like Arthur Bradley would give up everything, even life itself to be with her, perhaps she had more to offer than she thought. Arthur always was a visionary who could see the potential in people and things. She should trust his judgment more.

When he came it was like the force of a cannon being fired inside her. Maybe someday that cannon fire would lead to a baby and a family and a whole new adventure to explore but for right now it was nice just to have her man back. To feel his warmth and his power again. There were no terrible visions this time just blissful happiness as they joined together and bonded in love.

Fortunately they got away with it and found the experience of having sex in public strangely arousing. They began to joke about all the places they could try this sort of thing again but ultimately they would be just as happy doing it in their nice big bed at home. On the elevator ride down she didn't feel any fright whatsoever but she still clutched his arm anyway. It felt nice to be close to him so any old excuse would do.

She moved into the master bedroom and placed her framed photo on the table next to her side of the bed so they had a nice matched set. In the days ahead she took more and more of an interest in his business affairs and he soon found that she was extremely helpful to him in that regard and had many good ideas. It was unconventional for those times to have a female partner but that's what they were becoming more and more...a partnership. Their fascination with technology never abated and when opportunities presented themselves for investments in some new fangled invention they were always excited to have the chance to get in on the ground floor. Some turned out to be crazy pipedreams but their investment in electric lighting turned out to be a fine idea and a very lucrative venture.

They did begin to travel, not to escape bad memories but to have new vistas to explore. They never stayed away for too long because they both loved New York so much and each time they came back it seemed as if the whole place had grown bigger and taller. A seven-story building didn't seem so tall anymore but the Equitable Life Building always held a special place in their hearts.

Athena tried to stay in touch with Miss Bonaventure and the girls for a time but there was always such a high turnover rate that before long no one worked there who remembered her but Clarissa was always a welcome guest in their home. They began to make new friends from other walks of life and their beautiful house was the scene of some of the most elegant and entertaining parties in the city and the guest list was always an eclectic mix of people from all walks of life.

There were always rumors that circulated about the beautiful Mrs. Bradley, that she had once been on the Broadway stage or that her family had made a fortune in gold in California and even one crazy rumor that a long time ago she had been a virgin of such high value and distinction that men from all over the world had bid for the chance to deflower her but no one really took those rumors seriously. It just added to the mystique and made an invitation to the Bradley home all the more desirable. Once people met her they knew at once how silly an idea that had been. She was so charming and delightful and refined...not the sort of woman at all who would sell her most precious commodity to the highest bidder. Besides, a distinguished man like Mr. Bradley would never have consented to marry such a woman...unless of course he had been the highest bidder...well rumors are just rumors and you can't believe everything you hear.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

It is absolutely true that prostitutes in the 19th Century were some of the most liberated women in America. Because they would never be accepted by mainstream society they occupied a place that provided far greater freedom than any respectable woman enjoyed. In our modern world prostitution is usually associated with anti-feminist feelings but in a time where women were denied virtually all rights the prostitute was often a trail blazer that was leading the way to freedom for all women. While society publically scorned many of their brazen practices in time respectable women began to emulate many of them.

In the Victorian era people couldn't fathom the concept of women choosing the life of a prostitute for any reason other than desperation so most accounts of the practice from that time period are focused on how poor young girls were forced against their will to participate but this was actually far from the truth. For most working girls the life was more like Athena's sad experience on the street than her glamorous rise to fame but such things did happen and some women of "ill-repute" did become quite successful. Then, as now, the public adores a little juicy scandal.

This is just a work of erotic fiction so I apologize to anyone who may have been scarred by the tragic consequences of being dragged into a life of prostitution as a last resort. During the "Gilded Age," as it was known, America developed a very strong love/hate relationship with the sex industry that continues to this day. As sexually progressive as we may think we are censorship and repression still flourish in this country while we continue to be the world's largest consumers of pornography. The fact that I have to write this book under a pen name is a good example of just how far we haven't come as a liberated society.
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