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Wicklow, Ireland

“Oh my God! Felicity!
Finally!” Margaret said. She was my best friend and visiting her
was long overdue. “I can’t believe you’re here,” she murmured while
hugging me tightly. Because of her voice, I knew she had just shed
a few tears. I had to hold my own since everyone in the vicinity
was staring at us.

Margaret was one of the most
requested girls at the brothel, and since it was night and we were
standing in the foyer, all the attention was on us.

Every single man who saw her
wanted her. It was that simple. She had all the right curves, the
perfect curly hair, and big, innocent eyes. We’d been friends since
we’d met in London as little girls, and when she’d moved to
Ireland, I thought we would lose touch altogether, as often
happened with other people. However, that never happened; in fact,
it only strengthened our bond, especially since her parents had
died, leaving her alone and with nothing. I had offered my help,
obviously. I’d begged her to come live with me in London, but she
had already entered the life of pleasure. According to her, she was
happy, she was making money, her health was being checked out every
month, and the pleasure she received could not be compared.
Visiting her three times a year was all I could afford, but it was
better than nothing.

“Hello, dear, how are you?”
the mistress of the house said. I felt her affections were sincere
toward me; she was nice and sweet every time I came to visit. I
paid such a small fee that I could stay in Wicklow for a lot of
extra days.

I smiled as I dropped my
luggage on the floor. “Fine, Dolores. Thank you. You?”

The house was old. It could
easily have been built in the 1500s. The furniture was also
ancient. The only things that were modern were the people, if you
really thought about it. The house had a lot of rooms since each
girl had to live in one.

“Fantastic, my dear, but I’m
afraid you’ll have to stay with Margaret this time, if you don’t
mind. We have a lot of girls this year,” she said while leading me
upstairs. Margaret was right behind us, as if guarding me from all
the hungry looks of men that were there seeking company.

Margaret’s room was still
the same after all the times I had visited her, but this time it
actually looked cozy. The rooms in general were kept clean because
the girls met with the clients in them. Since the beds were the
main attraction, there was a king-sized bed in every
room.

As I dropped my luggage on
the floor, all I wanted to do was jump on that amazing bed.
Margaret and I looked at each other and laughed, as if she had read
my thoughts.

“We can’t actually do that,”
Mag said and went to sit on the edge of the bed. “We can sleep if
you want. Dolores gave me a few days off, so we’ll have the room to
ourselves.”

I joined her on the bed.
“That’s kind of her.”

She shrugged. “Yeah, it
feels like she’s my mother now,” she murmured, a little sad. I slid
my arms around her. “I’m so glad you’re here, Felicity.”

“Me too.”

I was so tired that I indeed
needed sleep, but the moment my head hit the pillow, I couldn’t
even close my eyes. The noise assaulted me like a pile of bricks as
moaning and screaming hit me from all directions. I felt the
mattress shudder when Margaret moved beside me. I knew she was
asleep because she wasn’t talking, and normally she couldn’t be
stopped. I should be used to the noises since I’d been a guest here
a lot of times, but I guess I would never really get used to
them.

After a couple of hours of
thinking and trying to acclimate to the new bed, I fell asleep,
only to be awakened a few hours later. It was still dark when I
opened my eyes and Margaret shook me awake.
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