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“Morals are too often diagnostic of prostatitis and stomach ulcers.”
—John Steinbeck, The Log from the Sea of Cortez
INTRODUCTION

When I was a small child, I was prone to insomnia and fits of the night terrors. To get me to fall asleep, my mother and father would fasten me into our family’s 1971 Toyota Carina, throw in an eight-track cassette of Anne Murray’s Greatest Hits and drive up and down South Main Street in Houston, Texas, to look at the prostitutes. The blinking neon signs of the no-tell motels, the bling of streetwalkers working their finery, and the day-glo hues of their billowing lingerie were too much stimulation even for a toddler; I would finally shut my eyes and stop struggling against the seat belt while “Shadows in the Moonlight” and the South Main ho stroll played on. I nodded off to sleep not only with visions of sugar plum fairies, but also of leather-clad fairies, common harlots, desperate dope fiends, glamorous go-girls, and rowdy rent-boys all gyrating in my little head.

It wasn’t my idea to expose me to a life on the street like that, but back in the 1980s, you had to get out of your house to experience life and love and also to look at prostitutes. Today you can just go to some live-stream dung dungeon and e-jaculate along with the rest of the blundering online nymphos to stuff you’re not even creative enough to imagine, or ask for.

Since then, I’ve visited prostitutes from Nuevo Laredo to Amsterdam, Hamburg to Tokyo, and Las Vegas to Havana, and one thing never changes: People are too quick to make assumptions about what “visiting” means. Where I’m from, “visiting” can mean anything from “talking and catching up with folk” to “setting fire to a miniature pony,” although I haven’t heard it used that way in ages. The point is, I miss the calming effect provided by those idealized streetwalkers of my youth.

What? You’re not buying the nostalgic “visiting whores put me to sleep as a child” excuse for writing a hooker book? The lecherous lullaby ride not convincing enough? That was a 100 percent true story, but here’s a more recent and possibly more accurate illustration of why I came to write Whore Stories, documented in an IM exchange last year between me and my agent, Jon Sternfeld. At the time, I was working on some leading-edge inventions, which is something I do when I am lonely and unemployed.

TSS: what’s the worst thing about europe?

JS: I don’t know. France?

TSS: making love in small cars.

JS: so?

TSS: kids keep having sex in those little “Smart” cars—I’ve seen it myself—and I think it spells future spinal trouble.

TSS: you there?

JS: yes.

TSS: So i’ve invented a car wash where you rent a limo with your manfriend or ladyfriend and it’s in a big limo—plenty of room. and palliative oils. it’ll be cheap. good tunes, too.

JS: A car-wash whorehouse?

TSS: a drive-thru love station with rain.

JS: hey, that’s something—you should write something about whores.

And so I did.

If you are offended that the politically correct term “sex worker” is not used to describe the characters in this book, I apologize. But then you try to write a book called Sex Worker Stories! See, even with the exclamation point, Sex Worker Stories! sounds more like a serialized bodice-ripper involving one nurse tech’s search for true love in a haunted sperm bank. Aside from the common term used in the title, the words slut, harlot, trick, chickenhawk, rent-boy, trollop, prossy, hooker, gigolo, etc. are used liberally within. What can I say? The lexicon of love is a bountiful trove.

Selective word choice aside, the biographical material in Whore Stories is essentially accurate, providing you, dear reader, with an informative, entertaining, and revealing look at the men and women who have blazed the bawdy trail of prostitution since the dawn of time. Some of these people have become legends for turning tricks, like Xaviera “The Happy Hooker” Hollander, La Belle Otero, and the self-proclaimed “Rosa Parks” of male prostitution, Markus Bestin. Others have traded sex for money at some point in their lives, and then became famous for other reasons, like Al Pacino, Malcolm X, Former First Lady Nancy Reagan, and Valerie Solanas (she shot Andy Warhol). Still others have turned into man-eating spiders, like the Japanese whore-deity Jorogumo. And finally there are people who have no real claim to Fame: They are just intriguing individuals who happen to have been hookers.

The aim of this book, then, is a simple one: to look into some of the shadier corners of human history, and to shed a little light on an eternally compelling figure: the prostitute. And if you’re thinking of asking me any more questions about my “field research,” then making the international sign for “doing it,” I’ll tell you the same thing I told my agent: Cut it out, pervert. This is a historical document.

TSS





Chapter I
BORN TO WHORE

Do you believe in destiny? I don’t, especially when good things happen to people I hate. Then again, when good things happen to people I love, I usually end up hating them for their success in the long run anyway. So maybe that’s destiny.

It is perhaps a stretch to say that someone or another was truly “born to whore.” And while I believe that my neighbor Sarah was born to be wild (you can tell by the way she throws knives at the mailman), it’s probably selling many of these born whores short to say all they have to offer is their bodies. In fact, Madame de Pompadour, one of the most renowned prostitutes of all time, was known more for the brilliance that came out of her mouth than the unmentionables that went into it. The men and women that follow probably did (or will do) some other interesting things with their lives. But in the end, we’re going to remember these naturals for how they played on the field of prostitution. Either way, these prominent prossies deserve a chapter of their own, and here it is.

LAO AI


PROFILE

DAY JOB: Fraudulent eunuch

CLAIM TO FAME: Personal ho-go stick to the Empress Dowager

THEATER OF OPERATIONS: China in the Third Century B.C.



In imperial China’s most famous history book, Records of the Grand Historian (or Shiji), we’re told of a man named Lao Ai who had an enormous penis. The Grand Historian, an academic named Sima Qian, has the following story on good authority. As the Shiji tells it, Lü Buwei, a chancellor and regent for the Qin government (and illegitimate father to the boy who would become China’s notorious First Emperor), needs to find an impressive set of sex organs that he can keep on retainer and offer up to the Empress Dowager to keep her happy in his absence. He finds this “prodigious penis” in the person of Lao Ai, whom Lü presumably ran into at a hot springs or a truck stop. The Shiji goes on to explain:


At times [Lü Buwei] would indulge in song and music, making Lao Ai dance around with his penis stuck through a wheel of tong wood. He arranged for the Empress Dowager to hear about this, in order to entice her. When the Empress Dowager heard, as expected, she . . . covertly gave a generous bribe to the officer charged with castrations to falsely sentence him and to pluck out his eyebrows and beard to make him appear a eunuch. As a result, he was made a servant of the queen dowager.



We’re not sure how Lao Ai felt about this career change, but he was most likely a member of the peasantry, so almost anything was better than rice farming and slaving around with a slop bucket while festooned in manure. He was also “rewarded with very rich gifts” and eventually, “all the affairs [in the royal house] were decided by Lao Ai.” Unfortunately, all this attention and fame went to Lao Ai’s head and his lack of humility angered the emperor.

Once the emperor-to-be heard that Lao Ai was an obnoxious talking penis and not really a eunuch, and that he was banging his own mom, he lost patience with Lao and the Dowager, exiling the Empress, executing Lao by having him torn apart with horse-drawn carriages, throwing Lao’s two children into sacks and beating them to gore, and exterminating three generations of Lao’s relatives. But, the name “Lao Ai” has lived on for centuries, synonymous in China for anything to do with fornication and penises—and the actual Lao Ai, I suppose, whenever his name comes up in bar trivia.

VALERIA MESSALINA


PROFILE

DAY JOB: Roman empress

CLAIM TO FAME: Threw some of Rome’s most off-the-hook orgies; insatiable sex-hen

THEATER OF OPERATIONS: First-century Rome



The problem with royal inbreeding is that, with a long enough timeline, you’re going to have an increase in poor decision making and a decrease in your regal comeliness. But that doesn’t mean you can’t still party your jugs off. And that’s exactly what Valeria Messalina, third wife and second cousin of the Roman Emperor Claudius (of I, Claudius fame) did.

The year was 38 B.C. There was lots going on in the world, but a girl gets bored just farting around the building site for a new “Colosseum,” where, according to the press releases, nude dudes will be chased around and around by tigers. Yawn. If you’re Valeria Messalina, however, you hook up with Caligula and enjoy his legendary orgies until the civil engineers can get their act together. Time passes and life is good.

But then, by some labyrinthine turn of events that included political posturing, elaborate bloodline calculations, and arcane Roman protocols, Messalina and Claudius were married. They were a budding power couple, even though Claudius was kind of gimpy and given to drooling. Messalina quickly produced two children, both of whom bore an uncanny resemblance to Caligula. Claudius remained clueless, but after Caligula’s murder, the historically well-lubricated gears of the Roman orgy scene ground to a halt. Claudius was a new and different kind of emperor.

But this is not some PBS special, so let’s get back to the orgies and the toga parties. Have a look at Juvenal’s poem about Valeria’s clandestine easy riding while her spazzed-out husband snores and slobbers in his sleep:


Having concealed her raven locks under a light-colored peruke, she took her place in a brothel … under the feigned name of Lycisca, her nipples bare and gilded … she graciously received all comers, asking from each his fee… Then … she took back to the imperial pillow all the odors of the stews.



This kind of thing would be tantamount to ex-Italian Premier Silvio Berlusconi’s wife, actress Veronica Lario, creeping out of the Palazzo Grazioli master bedroom in a blonde wig with Goldschläger bottle caps affixed to her nipples, and hitting the street using the provocative moniker, “She-Wolf.” Back in Claudius’s time, you didn’t have the politirazzi snapping photos of your night moves, so Valeria did all she could to make her sexcapades common knowledge. At one point she even engaged in a public sex battle (like a rap battle, but with less rhyming and more pubic hair) with a prostitute to see who could service the most men in one day. Winner: Valeria.

It was, alas, her insatiable sexual appetite that got her killed. When Claudius learned that Valeria had not only married his political rival, Silius, but also consummated their union before a large live crowd of sex-show enthusiasts, he had no choice but to have her head removed. Silius’s, too, because c’mon, man.

SHAI SHAHAR


PROFILE

DAY JOBS: U.S. Armed Services; struggling actor; amateur psychologist

CLAIM TO FAME: Live sex show trailblazer

THEATER OF OPERATIONS: Israel, Amsterdam



Before Shai Shahar became one of the modern era’s most famous gigolos, he was visited by the specter of his rabbi. “Never complain about your destiny until you know what it is,” said the rabbi, leading Mr. Shahar headlong into whoring himself.

Indeed, Shai Shahar has the distinction of being the first male ever to exhibit himself in one of the flesh-market window displays of Amsterdam’s famous red-light district. Innovation is the key to success, but it doesn’t hurt to keep an ear open for prescient rabbis speaking from the grave.

Born in Washington, D.C., in 1954, Shai Shahar joined the United States Army for a tour of duty, then emigrated to Israel in 1980, where he found a wife, had a daughter, and did some more soldiering in the Israeli Defense Forces (IDF) until the aforementioned magic rabbi entreated with him to move to Holland, where his dreary destiny might float away, like panties in the wind. And, sure enough, it did.

Shahar’s career lasted over a decade, an eternity in whore years, and his clientele included royalty, housewives, politicians, starlets, and pretty much everyone in between. His fee was an impressive $1,000+ per night. In an interview with Heeb magazine, Shahar explained the secrets behind his amorous expertise:


I learned everything I know from reading sex magazines when I was young. I later graduated into watching porn films and practicing with girlfriends. I was 35 when I started, so I came to the job with a fair degree of life and love experience.



Sex magazines? You don’t get the strongest gigolo gig around looking at Swank all day. So what was Shahar’s trick, so to speak? How did the man have so much game? As he told it:


The game is a simple thumbnail psychology ditty that has one describe her favorite color, favorite animal, how it feels to be in water, lots of water . . . and how it feels to be in a white-room with no doors.



It seems a fool’s errand to try and recommend this technique to anyone not looking to get about-faced by a petrified “customer.” And what exactly is a psychological ditty? Only the Good Die Jung? We can only speculate.

A one-of-a-kind creature in the world of whoredom, Shahar got out of the gigolo game after amassing a small fortune. He reached the ne plus ultra of high-profile sex vocations when he starred as half of a live-sex duo at Amsterdam’s noted Casa Rosso and Moulin Rouge Theaters—a cushy gig, almost like a Siegfried and Roy extravaganza of sex. Shahar hung up his he-whore act a number of years ago, but it seems the rabbi may be urging him on to greater things, as he explains that his fantasy is to appear on Broadway in Guys and Dolls.

BLANCHE DUMAS


PROFILE

DAY JOB: Sideshow attraction

CLAIM TO FAME: “The Three-Legged Courtesan”

THEATER OF OPERATIONS: Martinique; Paris



Here’s a variation on the Riddle of the Sphinx: What has three legs, four breasts, two vaginas, and a voracious sexual appetite that can only be satisfied by a Portuguese man with three legs, twenty-eight toes, three testicles, two penises, and is so randy that, according to the photographer C. D. Fredericks, the mere “sight of a female is sufficient to excite his amorous propensities,” a man who “functionates with both of the penes, finishing with one, then continu[ing] with the other”?

Answer You Probably Thought: A newspaper

Correct Answer: Blanche Dumas, the “Three-Legged Courtesan”

Blanche Dumas was born in the French colony of Martinique in 1860 to parents of “normal” physical appearance. Examined by doctors and documented in the Anomalies and Curiosities of Medicine, a twenty-five-year-old Blanche is described as having:


a modified duplication of the lower body. There was a third leg attached to a continuation of the processus coccygeus of the sacrum. . . . There were two vaginæ and two well-developed vulvæ, both having equally developed sensations. The sexual appetite was markedly developed, and coitus was practised in both vaginæ.



There comes a time in a person’s life when he or she must evaluate his or her assets, take stock of what really matters, and make a move. For Blanche, that move was to Paris, where she made a handsome living as a courtesan and served as a refreshing novelty for the more curious-minded sex-seeker. Unfortunately, Blanche’s sexual desires were still left unfulfilled. It was a dark and disappointing time for a three-legged, multivaginaed working girl from the colonies. But wait! Here comes Juan Baptista dos Santos, the only man on the planet capable of satisfying her rabid lust, and vice-versa. Baptista dos Santos was not as profligate with his talent (two penises, both locked, loaded, and ready to party), often turning down great sums of money to display his double trouble.

But upon hearing dos Santos was passing through Paris, Blanche made contact and the two developed a special connection, their postcoital triage no doubt resembling a garage sale of helixed genitalia and assorted anatomical oddities. In the end, Dumas and dos Santos appear to have lived happily ever after, with Dumas saying goodbye to the courtesan life and dos Santos saying hello to the kind of gnarly and bone-breaking sex life I once imagined when I ate the bad acid.

XAVIERA HOLLANDER


PROFILE

DAY JOB: Secretary, Dutch Consulate

CLAIM TO FAME: Authoring one of the most successful memoirs in history, The Happy Hooker; legendary NYC madam; gave new meaning to the expression “doggy-style.”

THEATER OF OPERATIONS: Manhattan



It’s a rare thing for the sex industry to produce a “fairy tale” scenario that doesn’t involve a trick towel and a hefty credit card bill. So let’s get acquainted with Xaviera Hollander, otherwise known as “The Happy Hooker.” Unlike so many unfortunate souls who’ve sold their bodies to the night, Ms. Hollander has come out of the whole affair unscathed. Rather, the ex-prostitute and madam is now a millionaire memoirist and business tycoon whose musings and advice have appeared in the Penthouse column “Call Me Madam” for more than thirty years.

Born Vera de Vries in 1943 in what is now Indonesia, Hollander once held the dubious distinction of being selected “Miss Tick” (better known as “Holland’s Greatest Secretary”) before moving to New York and starting one of the most successful brothels the city has ever known, “The Vertical Whorehouse.”


The “Vertical Whorehouse,” which Hollander operated from 1969 to 1971, was located in a high-rise at Seventy-Third Street and York Avenue in Manhattan, and advertised un-ironically in the New York Times real estate section as having “the ultimate in services and conveniences,” canine companions notwithstanding.



In a Pygmalionian career arc that took her from serving as a lowly secretary at the Dutch consulate to reigning as the Big Apple’s most sought-after madam in a matter of a few years, Hollander raised a few eyebrows, along with other assorted body parts, even among FBI agents and local law enforcement charged with bringing her down. This kind of thing doesn’t look good, so authorities came and shut down the Vertical Whorehouse for good. The Happy Hooker was promptly booted out of the country to relocate in Toronto.

But, not all Hollander’s brilliance proved to be along the x-axis. Her landmark 1972 memoir, The Happy Hooker: My Own Story, launched this prostitute into the cultural stratosphere. With a genital warts-and-all attitude toward discussing her experiences in the sex trade, The Happy Hooker went on to become an international bestseller and the only memoir on the list where the protagonist copulates with a German shepherd during a sojourn in South Africa. “I’d be a moral fraud if I ignored it,” she noted with no apparent sense of irony.

Today, with numerous bestsellers to her name, a client list for the ages, and a couple of quaint B&Bs in Amsterdam and Marbella, the Happy Hooker is still living the high life. . . . HEY! You still there? It’s okay—nobody blames you—we’re all still thinking about the German shepherd, too.

MADAME DE POMPADOUR


PROFILE

DAY JOB: Bourgeois loafer

CLAIM TO FAME: Mistress of Louis XV

THEATER OF OPERATIONS: Versailles, France 
(eighteenth century)



Jeanne Antoinette-Poisson was born in 1721 in Paris and died forty-two years later as Madame de Pompadour, the most-favored mistress of King Louis XV and European trend-setter/courtesan extraordinaire. Upon her death, the Enlightenment bigwig, Voltaire, mourned her loss, writing, “I was indebted to her and I mourn her out of gratitude.” I’m so sure, Voltaire. Your “gratitude” no doubt comes from not having to shell out for that last fellatio fête, which must have been a frustrating disappointment since the literature indicates Madame de Pompadour wasn’t particularly adept or interesting in the sack. Novelist and public intellectual, Robertson Davies, writes:


Pompadour was not a physically ardent woman, and love-making tired her. After about eight years of their association Louis XV did not sleep with her. . . . But it was to Pompadour that he talked, and it was to Pompadour that he listened.



Even though some French snoots were disgusted with the king for taking a commoner with a new-wave hair do for his mistress, Madame de Pompadour, an intrepid self-promoter and working girl, eventually won the country over, and then she helped plunge France into the Seven Years’ War and bankruptcy.


While Louis XV was a handsome chap before smallpox transformed him into an oozing black scab in tights, it only takes a few genetic missteps before you wind up with alarming mutants like Louis’s grandson, Louis XVI, whom Lillian C. Smythe, the editor of the letters written by Comte de Mercy, Austrian ambassador to the court of Versailles, describes as a “waddling, blinking, corpulent, bungling, incapable imbecile.”

Join us next week for “Dueling Banjos, Dueling Bourbons: A Homely History of the French Monarchy.”



When young Jeanne was only nine, her mother took her to a fortune teller, who in a moment of uncharacteristic prescience for a soothsayer told the young Jeanne and her mother that someday Jeanne would serve as mistress to the king. Maybe you’re like me: The last time I went to a tarot reader, she told me I smelled like too much wine and gave me “predictions” about the best way to get back on the uptown express. Sure enough, I found my way back uptown, and Madame de Pompadour became a king’s mistress, but I sense that we were the lucky ones.

After the obligatory stop at a nunnery, the gorgeous Jeanne was married off at the age of nineteen to a financier named Charles-Guillame d’Étiolles. She produced a few children, but showed no signs of settling down. She hung out with royalty, networked—owned it. And finally, after finagling an invitation to one of the many costume balls at the Palace of Versailles (where King Louis XV came dressed as some shrubs), Jeanne and the king got to talking, and before you know it the two were appearing together frequently. I should mention that during this scandalous courtship, France was at war with Austria. It’s just like the French to embrace a leader dressed up like a red-tipped photinia and carrying on with a prostitute when there’s a war on.

Madame de Pompadour eventually became heavily involved with domestic and foreign affairs—any kind of affair one could imagine, really. She even managed to befriend that pesky nuisance, the queen. The French people seemed to have a love-hate relationship with Pompadour: They loved her fashion sense, which set the bar for many ladies of the Enlightenment era. However, as is so often the case with celebrity, fame also inspired haters. In a dirty little ditty composed by one Comte de Maurepas, the newly minted Madame de Pompadour (Louis XV procured the title for her) was said to be afflicted with “fleurs blanches,” or white flowers:


By your noble and free manner, 
Iris, you enchant our hearts. 
On our path you strew flowers.
But they are white flowers.



It doesn’t sound very vile, but if you were an even remotely tapped-in and rococo Frenchman back then, you’d have grasped the significance of the white flowers. No, the Comte is not talking about daises, but a vaginal discharge with a bouquet common to courtesans. They exiled the Comte for being an idiot and Madame de Pompadour deflected the blow, as she always did. In fact, she went on to become one of the world’s most recognized names in the fine arts of seduction, solipsism, and sex work.

THE SPANISH BARBARA


PROFILE

DAY JOB: Fantasy fit rent-boy

CLAIM TO FAME: Proudly enduring a humiliating execution under the Borgias

THEATER OF OPERATIONS: Fifteenth-century Rome



Nobody knows from when or where the Spanish Barbara hailed. One can assume that “Spain” would be a safe guess, but in Borgia Rome, things were ass backward. With a regime that bore more resemblance to a donkey show than a papacy, the Borgias spent many afternoons having enemies of the church burned at the stake all over town, in between sundry orgies and flesh buffets. Luckily for us, a social climbing Alsatian named Johann Burchard was a first-rate chronicler of the era, and provides whorestorians with a trove of haunting anecdotes that illustrate the unspeakable cruelty committed by the papacy. In 1498, Burchard records a harrowing tale of one pioneering transvestite prostitute who stood excruciatingly nude before the draconian Borgia despots.

The whore in question was indeed “The Spanish Barbara,” and his hellish fate is one Abraham Lincoln might have attributed to something he never called, “the shittier angels of our nature.” The following is from Burchard’s Liber Notarum, his exhaustive diary recounting the Borgias’s daily debaucheries:


An honest prostitute, named Cursetta, had been thrown into prison because she had a Moor as a friend who went around in women’s clothing under the name of the Spanish Barbara. . . . As a punishment for this outrage, [they] were led around together through the city … the Moor in a woman’s dress . . . in order that everybody might see his private parts and recognize the fraud he had perpetrated.



Can you imagine the daring, the unbridled nerve it would take to be a black tranny prostitute in Borgia Rome? Neither can I. And I also can’t believe that the Spanish Barbara’s client list wasn’t already aware of the “fraud” he had perpetrated. You can just see it:

“Hey, Vito! Do you remember Barbara, that smoking hot Spanish prostitute? Yeah, the one with the penis. Well, you’re never going to believe this—I saw him/her burned at the stake today and guess what? She’s actually a black African man. What do you mean ‘how didn’t I know?’”


In another tremendous entry to his Liber Notarum, Burchard describes an orgy that’s referred to affectionately as “The Dance of the Chestnuts,” and reveals the scope of indulgences (of all variety) going down on a typical Sunday night at the Borgia’s apostolic palace: “Chestnuts [were] strewn about, which the prostitutes, naked and on their hands and knees, had to pick up as they crawled in and out amongst the lampstands. Finally, prizes were offered—silken doublets, pairs of shoes, hats and other garments—for those men who were most successful with the prostitutes.”

Damn. Some popes have all the fun.



It’s awfully curious how one can become inured to violence and torture. Take Guantanamo Bay, Torquemada, and Houston Astros baseball. People come to expect the lowest common denominator, and Burchard was no different. His depiction of the following horrors committed against the Spanish Barbara and his fellows is almost clinical:


The Moor was put in prison, and finally led . . . together with two other brigands with a Sbirre [a Roman policeman] riding before them on an ass carrying on the point of a stick two testicles, which had been cut out from a Jew because he had had intercourse with a Christian woman. . . . The Moor was placed on a pile of wood, and was killed on the pole of the gallows. . . . Then the pile was lighted, but on account of a downpour of rain it did not burn well and only his legs were charred.



Are you fucking kidding me? Somewhere, there should be a monument to the memory of the Spanish Barbara, an enduring reminder of the suffering and revolutionary spirit exhibited by one of history’s great iconoclasts. Well, that somewhere is my kitchen, and that monument is gradually emerging from these mashed potatoes in front of me, which I am sculpting to create an effigy of the Moorish transvestite prostitute at the gallows.

I apologize. I hadn’t anticipated that my inurement to violence and torture would kick in so soon. If it makes you feel any better, I’ve eaten mashed potato Spanish Barbara and will strongly consider writing a letter to Rome to see about a real statue, assuming I’m not too inured to sloth to do so.

MILLY COOPER


PROFILE

DAY JOBS: Prostitution, éminence grise

CLAIM TO FAME: The oldest whore alive

THEATER OF OPERATIONS: London; Las Vegas



“Life,” wrote William Butler Yeats, “moves out of a red flare of dreams into a common light of common hours, until old age bring the red flare again.” And sometimes, old age bring not only the red flare again, but the red light again. In 2011, the Daily Mail reported that ninety-six-year-old Milly Cooper was still making around $80,000 a year working as a prostitute.

Well, go ahead and laugh, but Ms. Cooper’s slow thighs still command top dollar for those of us slouching toward Bethlehem heavy into old-school, or just kind of curious about what it would be like to have sex with a person born prior to Prohibition. But Cooper’s tale is far from over and one that begins on the other side of the Atlantic.


“In America you can get away with murder, but not with sex.”

—Xaviera Hollander



A scrappy woman from London’s East End, Milly Cooper met a wealthy American man who soon translated her to Las Vegas, where she found work as a showgirl. The happy couple had a child together, but then in 1945, her beau was killed in action during World War II, leaving Cooper destitute and stuck in Vegas. There are a frustratingly finite number of activities one can do to scrape by in Vegas, and the easiest is probably rolling drunks or selling dope. After that, the allure and convenience of call-girling probably seemed like the next logical step for an Englishwoman in the sexual slot machine that was postwar Sin City.

What makes Cooper’s career so remarkable is the fact that it has endured for so unbelievably long. Despite what must have been a stultifying whoring hiatus while married to an accountant from 1955 to 1979, Cooper eased back into the game and has been going strong ever since. Today, Cooper meets with her clients twice a week (sessions run around $1,250), a robust business for any nonagenarian, especially one who opts for boingo over bingo. Cooper claims to have serviced over 3,500 satisfied customers whose ages run the generational gamut, with Johns ranging from 29 to 92. Of course, Cooper does have some harsh venom to spit about the direction the business has taken over the past century. In particular, the competition today disgusts her. According to Ms. Cooper:


Nowadays, the girls have vast boobs and skinny bodies and parade around half-naked. In my day, we would call those girls “trollops.” The industry’s become mucky. At least I am maintaining standards. I always dress elegantly and my clients are gentlemen.



Prostitutes today! There was once a time when America had some dignity.

THE PAINTED WOMEN


PROFILE

DAY JOBS: Prostitution, mostly

CLAIM TO FAME: Models and muses to some of the great art and artists of all time

THEATER OF OPERATIONS: Spain; France; most of Europe



If it weren’t for prostitutes, we’d be deprived of some of our most cherished artwork. Perhaps it is the prostitutes’ willingness to appear nude for long periods of time that make them such popular canvas characters for artists. Whatever the reason, our art history illustrates a long-standing affair between many of our most celebrated painters and their sultry, street-jiving subjects. It’s high time we meet some:

Rosa La Rouge

The ginger-headed Rosa was the favorite model of Toulouse-Lautrec. Rosa is the prostitute who is pictured in Toulouse-Lautrec’s haunting À Montrouge (1886–87). She stands in a doorway with a menacing countenance of curiosity—or is it disgust? It could be disgust over the fact that she was asked to keep her clothes on for À Montrouge. Or, she could be curious as to whether or not she’d given Toulouse-Lautrec syphilis, which she had.

Victorine Meurent

There remains great debate as to whether or not the model for many of impressionist painter Edouard Manet’s masterworks was a prostitute. For many years, the subject of Manet’s universally known Olympia and Le déjeuner sur l’herbe was said to have ended up shit-faced in a brothel, dying young of the syphilis that would afflict Manet. In the end, it was discovered that Victorine was an accomplished painter in her own right—her work was accepted to the Paris salon in 1876, a year when Manet failed to make the cut. How do we account for this sin of omission? Sexism, mostly. God forbid a coquette knows her way around anything more artful than a cock. I’d like to see you try and make a living as an eighteen-year-old female painter in Paris in the 1860s without pawning your parts. Trust me, it’s near to impossible, no matter what knowledge and equipment you’ve brought from the future.

The Young Ladies of Avignon

While it’s disconcerting how one young lady’s vagina is creeping up and seems to be eating her belly button, not to mention the rhombus nose located on another demoiselle’s knee and the ominous googley eyes of them all, staring at us like a Euclidian train wreck, this piece remains a masterpiece of modern whore art. In Picasso’s legendary Les Demoiselles d’Avignon the ladies of the night are actually pretty sexy, although the racoleuses do carry eyes too wise for young women, and one in particular appears to have a hair weave. Sometimes considered the seminal work that pushed the art world into “modernism,” according to noted art critic John Berger, Les Demoiselles d’Avignon continues to endure because of its “shock” value. Berger writes in The Success and Failure of Picasso that:


A brothel may not in itself be shocking. But women painted without charm or sadness, without irony or social comment, women painted like the palings of a stockade through eyes that look out as if at death—that is shocking.



I disagree. What is shocking is not the creepy memento mori aspect of the piece. What is shocking is the figure squatting in the lower-right corner of the canvas that appears to be a naked man with a sunburned crotch wearing an African tribal mask. One assumes the actual young ladies of Avignon were better represented in person, as one look at this masterpiece makes one wonder how Avignon ever got any revenue from horny revelers on holiday.

ASPASIA


PROFILE

DAY JOB: Hetaira

CLAIM TO FAME: “First Lady of Athens”

THEATER OF OPERATIONS: Classical Athens



Born in Ionia around 469 B.C., Aspasia, “The First Lady of Athens,” lover of Pericles, the only woman invited to the tailgate at the death of Socrates, member of the fabled hetaira (a kind of Greek sorority of nympho call girls) and ardent feminist, has been described alternately as (1) one of the most beautiful and educated women of her era, a gifted diplomat, speech writer, rhetorician, and real boogie-down in the bedroom; and (2) a gold-digging whore who was responsible for the Peloponnesian War, God bless her. What is it with the Greeks blaming women for their wars?

Read from Aristophanes’s play, The Archarnians:


Some young drunkards go to Megara and carry off the courtesan Simaetha; the Megarians, hurt to the quick, run off in turn with two harlots of the house of Aspasia; and so for three whores Greece is set ablaze. Then Pericles, aflame with ire on his Olympian height, let loose the lightning, caused the thunder to roll, upset Greece and passed an edict, which ran like the song, “That the Megarians be banished both from our land and from our markets and from the sea and from the continent.



Nice going, Aspasia. You’ve ruined Christmas—again. The truth is, Aspasia was a well-bred girl from neighboring Miletus, but she was beset by that enduring confederacy of audible feces: player haters.


“It’s easy to fool the eye but it’s hard to fool the heart.”

—Al Pacino



Soon after her arrival in Athens, Aspasia became initiated into the hetaira, that sexy sorority of courtesans. Hearing rumors around town of a free-loving, liberated female with a nice, fat fanny, none other than Pericles, the leader of democratic Athens, stopped over to see Aspasia for himself. Pericles’s and Aspasia’s ensuing relationship provoked the scandal du jour in Athens, not because Pericles ditched his wife and two kids to shack up with Aspasia, which he did, but more because Aspasia assumed equal rights as a citizen of Athens. You can image the backlash.

Aspasia was no milksop. She gave the finger to the bigotry and hatred directed her way, and like an ancient Greek whore Wonder Woman, Aspasia used her magic bracelets and/or perseverance to deflect criticism and emerge as one of the most celebrated figures of Classical Greece, blowing the minds and members of an elite group of philosophers and politicos, ranging from Plato and Socrates to Xenophon and Cyrus (the Younger, of Persia). After Pericles’s death from plague, Aspasia eventually remarried and settled down, managing to die at a relatively old age of something other than the plague—no small achievement back then.

FEBO DI POGGIO


PROFILE

DAY JOB: High school

CLAIM TO FAME: Michelangelo’s boy toy

THEATER OF OPERATIONS: Sixteenth-century Italy



The painter Raphael claimed that Michelangelo was “lonely as a hangman.” Well, Michelangelo may have had some of the tortured artist in him, and he was certainly ugly as sin, but he was hardly lonely when it came to matters of the flesh. Michelangelo made sure that he always surrounded himself with young men of questionable account, but he took to one in particular: Febo Di Poggio.


Knowing the company Michelangelo kept, it should come as little surprise that the figures portrayed in The Last Judgment may have been inspired by his frequent jaunts to gay bordellos and Turkish baths. In fact, Elena Lazzarini, an art historian from Pisa University, asserts that the Sistine Chapel’s soaring fresco is just one giant celestial orgy. Author of the book, Nudity, Art and Decorum: Aesthetic Changes in the Art of the 16th Century, Lazzarini notes, “One of the damned is dragged down to Hell by his testicles, and amongst those who are blessed there are kisses and embraces, undoubtedly homosexual in nature.” Judge not, lest ye be judged, art lovers.



Febo was a wily young man-whore who served as Michelangelo’s model, mount, and muse for over a decade. “Up from the earth I rose with his wings, and death itself I could have found sweet,” Michelangelo writes of his “little blackmailer.” But Febo was a bit of a shit. After a spat, Michelangelo panicked and broke into verse in an attempt to win back his boy toy:


Naught comforts you, I see, unless I die;
Earth weeps, the heavens for me are moved to woe;
You feel of grief the less, the more grieve I.
O sun that warms the world where’er you go,
O Febo, light eterne for mortal eyes!
Why dark to me alone, elsewhere not so?



In response, Febo moved back in, “adopted” Michelangelo as his own father, and then proceeded to hook his daddy for money to buy all the new haute Medici styles and new-wave imports from Sicily. It makes you feel kind of bad for Michelangelo until you realize that he was one of the most famous artists and sculptors the world has ever known, so cry me a Pieta, Mike. In the end, Febo’s expensive habits and unspecified “betrayal” proved too much for Michelangelo, who ended the relationship by kicking Febo to the curb, then painting the altar wall of the Sistine Chapel with The Last Judgment. In a particularly ironic turn, a few equally boy-friendly (and typically intolerant) cardinals were outraged that Michelangelo included genitalia fit only for a “public-bath or tavern” in his masterful depictions of both the beautiful and the damned.

BAGOAS


PROFILE

DAY JOB: Slave

CLAIM TO FAME: Alexander the Great’s backdoor man

THEATER OF OPERATIONS: Persia, around the fourth century B.C.



There’s nothing funny about a child being forced into slavery and prostitution, or being castrated, or having to endure getting raped repeatedly by a snot-slinging drunk Alexander the “Great.” In fact, it’s all extraordinarily nauseating. But despite enduring these horrors, Bagoas (the word bagoas means “eunuch” in Old Persian), the catamite slave of King Darius III of Persia and then Alexander, managed to make quite the impression on history.


“I took the oldest profession on Earth 
and I did it better than anyone on Earth. Alexander the Great 
conquered the world at 32. I conquered it at 22.”

—Heidi Fleiss



As told by Plutarch, Alexander fell for Bagoas (one wonders how Alexander’s wife, Roxane, took the news) upon watching a dance contest in the desert, in which the young boy was the hands-down winner, using that winning combination of duende and pasodoble. Alexander’s soldiers then dared Alexander to kiss the boy, which he did to great fanfare from the troops. Right in the middle of the desert the greatest army ever assembled was holding dance competitions and playing spin-the-scabbard games. If historical texts are to be believed, Bagoas and Alexander eventually grew to share a “mutual” love for one another—although you have to ask yourself, what choice did the poor kid have? Even Diogenes wrote Alexander to tell him what a degenerate he thought the young emperor was. All of Alexander’s officers went along with the addition of Bagoas to this desert disco, except for one man named Orsines, who, according to the historian Curtius in his History of Alexander, foolishly barked that he’d come “to honor the friends of Alexander, not his whores.” He went on to argue, “It was not the custom of the Persians to take males in marriage who had been turned into women for the sake of being fucked.”

Bagoas suffered much, but by this time he was done suffering fools. Upon hearing Orsines’s insults, the emasculated young man entreated with Alexander to hang Orsines from the highest tree, and Alexander took care of that somewhere on the way to conquering the known world. What’s more, Bagoas was appointed a member of the vaunted trierarchs, advisors who above all others had the ear (among other body parts), of Alexander in matters of politics, war, and civics. A political post seems small consolation for a life of castrated servitude, but one can hope Bagoas found happiness knowing he could always support himself by dirty dancing in the desert.

CAROL 
“THE SCARLOT HARLOT”
 LEIGH


PROFILE

DAY JOB: Poet; pioneer in women’s rights

CLAIM TO FAME: Coined the term “sex worker”

THEATER OF OPERATIONS: San Francisco



Carol Leigh was born in New York City in 1954 to Trotskyite parents, whose subversive work in the garment business kept the family afloat. In her autobiographical collection Unrepentant Whore, Carol writes that from an early age, her parents taught her that “nonconformity was the loftiest state,” although her mother, also a pragmatist, advised, “Think for yourself and marry a doctor,” then promptly disowned her fifteen-year-old daughter for dating a goyim.

Leigh took the first part of her mother’s life coaching to heart, and seems to have thought to herself, “I think it’s time to start getting laid a lot.” It was 1967, and the sexual revolution was in full swing, offering Leigh the chance to realize her dreams of nonconformity and nudity. In another passage from Unrepentant Whore, she writes:


Prostitution came to me at the intersection of my needs and proclivities—my radical political bent, my feminism, my sexual curiosity, and a response to the stigma I already felt for engaging in premarital sex.



This doesn’t give us a particularly illuminating look into anything juicy, except the literary technique of stringing together overwrought pronouncements like John Cheever when they let him write while shit-faced. Indeed, Leigh studied under Cheever in Boston University’s graduate program in creative writing.

After a few false starts, like charging $5 for palm-jobs to creeps at a nude modeling studio and $25 for fellatio while “leaning on someone’s old Ford station wagon” outside of the Golden Banana Strip Club on amateur night, the Scarlot Harlot packed up her things and headed West. Perhaps she was heeding the legendary advice of Horace Greeley, or maybe she was just paying attention to less legendary advice from the local weatherman. “The blizzard of ’78 was the last straw,” she writes.

In September of 1978, the Scarlot Harlot burst onto the San Francisco massage parlor scene. Okay, fair; nobody has ever “burst” onto a massage parlor scene, but for this good little Jewish girl, the move was a sea change.


I took a job at a very seedy massage parlor. I figured they must be selling sex, because they certainly weren’t selling ambiance. I was immediately enamored of my friendly, beautiful co-workers, and my first trick was handsome and sweet. After work, I rushed home to look in the mirror. Now there’s a prostitute, I told myself. I hadn’t changed. I looked back across that line that had separated me from the old me, the good girl. The line had disappeared.



At the same time the Scarlot Harlot was hooking for all she was worth, she was also a fervent political activist. At a conference organized by Women Against Violence in Pornography and Media, she even coined the term “sex work,” and she was tireless in her efforts to promote various feminist causes. Today, Ms. Leigh, who still gives readings and “performances” as Scarlot Harlot, is a prominent spokeswoman for COYOTE, a sex workers’ rights organization; she also curates and directs the San Francisco Sex Worker Film and Video Festival, which sounds a lot like Cannes, but more nude.

JEFF GANNON


PROFILE

DAY JOBS: White House Press Corps reporter

CLAIM TO FAME: “Spanorcing” himself from reality

THEATER OF OPERATIONS: Washington, D.C.



It’s probably safe to assume that former White House press reporter Jeff Gannon had to maintain separate curriculum vitae. That is, of course, unless the following description/personal statement was the kind of thing the Dubya Bush White House was looking for from its press corps:


	Ex-USMC Jock: Available for hourly, overnight, weekend or longer travel—OUT ONLY!


	Personal Trainer: Safe-Sane-Strenuous-Satisfying workouts, Sports training, and competition, especially wrestling. . . .


	Big SPORTS Fan: Will go to the game with you, then take you home and. . . .


	AGGRESIVE, VERBAL, DOMINANT TOP


	I DON’T LEAVE MARKS. . . . ONLY IMPRESSIONS




That was Gannon as his alter ego, “Bulldog,” on USMCPT.com, one of the many gay escort sites featuring Gannon’s services when he was busy hammering home another, decidedly more conservative agenda, at 1600 Pennsylvania Ave. in the mid-aughts, or 2000s, or whatever the hell we decided to call that decade.

Why is it that so often the most vehement critics of homosexuals are other homosexuals pretending not to be homosexuals? It’s confusing to the public, rooted in self-loathing, and it makes you look like a perfect vermin. It also embarrasses the rest of us who are perfectly fine with you being all-gay, sometimes-gay, or just a little gay. And what’s really frustrating is when the hate-monger actually has a platform, like say a White House reporter.

Meet Jeff Gannon (real name James Guckert, which, he claims, is “too hard to pronounce”), hard-hitting gay male prostitute disguised as straight White House news reporter whose daily “questions” for the George W. Bush “administration” were so soft and odious they served as the journalistic equivalent of anal leakage. In 2006, Gannon, the White House shill, dropped this greaser to then-President Bush during a presidential press conference:


How are you going to work—you’ve said you are going to reach out to these people—how are you going to work with [Senate Democratic leaders] who seem to have spanorced themselves from reality?



That’s what we call quintessential softball journalism, folks. Luckily, Gannon does have some bona fides—otherwise we might have mistaken him for a White House plant. It turns out Gannon once worked as a journalist for Talon News, a website consisting of himself and Bobby Eberle, President of GOPUSA, a conservative action group. Now, Jeff Gannon knows all about two (or more) dudes in a room, but sorry—two dudes in a room does not a newsroom make. And still, day after day, Gannon was allowed into the White House to ask probing questions, and to spit out idiocies that may have included, “Would you like to have sex for $200/hr?”

Well, we’re sure that at least one such question was answered in the affirmative, as “The Bulldog,” offered more than reasonable rates for X-rated pics and sex services on numerous websites, including: hotmilitarystud.com, militaryescorts.com, and militaryescortsm4m.com. Just to be clear, neither Jeff Gannon, nor James Guckert, was ever in the military. In addition, records show that—even in a post 9/11 environment in which every booger that came and went from the White House was assuredly accounted for—Gannon was allowed free access with a fabricated name on his press credentials, often showing up even when there were no press conferences on the schedule.

Are we implying that Gannon actually serviced members of the White House staff? Well, why the hell not? It would be suspect if you found out that a reporter visited the White House more than 200 times in two years, eluding even the Secret Service, who often lost track of him (they have dozens of records of him exiting without entering and vice-versa), so there is speculation that, in addition to his job playing journalist, his little side biz may also have enjoyed some success in the Whore House White House.

“People criticize me for being a Christian and having some of these questionable things in my past,” says Gannon/Guckert. Look, “Bulldog,” we don’t criticize you for being a Christian and having some of these questionable things in your past. We criticize you for being an asshole and having some of these questionable things in your past.

LIU RUSHI


PROFILE

DAY JOBS: Painter, poet, politico

CLAIM TO FAME: Ming dynasty must-have for the discriminating john

THEATER OF OPERATIONS: China



Liu Rushi (1618–1664) was patient, and to a degree, lucky. During the Ming dynasty China was a place where, despite being a hooker, you could rise through the ranks in the art world without buttinsky gallery owners talking about how featuring a solo show by a local whore might compromise the integrity of their establishment. Sort of. You were also a slave, and you had to sit still while someone wrapped your rotting, infected feet up so tightly that the bones cracked, rendering you virtually immobile: Foot binding was/is one of the more sinister and nauseating fashion trends perpetrated against women since the advent of behaving like a dick.

But Liu Rushi was also a gifted poet, not just some prostitute with a flair for iambic pentameter, a peculiar rhythm, indeed, to anyone accustomed to the beat of traditional Chinese poetry. In fact, Liu Rushi became the most famous prostitute China has ever known and one of its more revered poets and artists to boot. She possessed great beauty and a talent with the quill and scroll, and the girl knew how to party. This is the kind of crossover appeal people like Gore Vidal, Ke$ha, and Dog the Bounty Hunter would kill for. But Liu was different.

Not much is known of her early life, though it’s sometimes hypothesized that a scholarly family educated her before selling her into slavery. After countless business “transactions,” Liu finally found herself with enough money to buy her freedom, and having a prodigious talent for art, poetry, and sex, she took on the role of courtesan to members of the Jishe, a kind of literary group. The Jishe was full of talented men, the Chinese intelligentsia, but Liu Rushi shamed those sorry bitches. She became a de facto member of the Jishe herself, then moved on to higher art and higher artists.

Enamored of the poet Qian Qianyi’s verse, Liu went to his place dressed as a man. Qian was a married man, so you can understand the courtesan’s need for discretion. It never looks good when your country’s most famous prostitute comes knocking at the door looking foxy and holding in her hot little hand a bag of the most erotic poetry anyone’s seen in years.

Qian Qianyi was so moved by the poetry of this “man,” that he thought, “What the hell? Nobody’s perfect,” and brought Liu on as sort of a second “wife” before she even revealed herself to be a woman. Mrs. Qianyi must have been steamed. It couldn’t have helped the family dynamics that Qian was fifty-nine and Liu a fecund twenty-four.

Liu continued with her art and her poetry, and she became extraordinarily skilled at calligraphy, as well. She also delved into politics, becoming an expert on military matters. When the Manchus took control in 1645, Liu advised her now-husband Qian, a Ming minister of the court, to kill himself by jumping in the river as a form of protest. In response her husband offered the compelling arguments that the water was too cold and he couldn’t swim, so Liu went back to scheming how best to restore glory to the Ming dynasty. She refused to accompany her husband to the new Qing court in Beijing, and spent the rest of her life dedicated to the Ming loyalist movement and creating timeless poetry and prose.

Unfortunately, the rest of her life ended with Liu Rushi taking her own advice, but being a strong swimmer, she opted to hang herself for the “cause,” one of the more loathsome political strategies ever and a significant loss for art no matter the meter of your verse.

SALLY SALISBURY


PROFILE

DAY JOB: Eighteenth-century streetwalker

CLAIM TO FAME: B-list celebrity; tabloid darling

THEATER OF OPERATIONS: London



There wasn’t a whole lot of opportunity for upward mobility in London during the early eighteenth century, especially for women. One did what one could to make ends meet, including occasionally schtupping prominent politicians and statesmen. A young woman growing up in “The Square Mile,” as London City was once called, had it particularly hard. Apprenticed to a seamstress, Sally Salisbury (born Sarah Pridden around 1690) fell out of favor with her employer and turned to selling raunchy brochures on the streets of London. These proved quite the draw about town. One assumes the real appeal of the pamphlets lay not in the articles, but in the illicit sexual arrangement implied by paying way too much for a crumpled piece of paper.

Sally managed to parlay her pamphlet business into a chance to consort with some of the biggest names in England, including the Duke of Richmond and, purportedly, a young King George II. She soon made a small fortune as a courtesan/prostitute and was living the relatively lavish lifestyle of a B-list celebrity, until a funny thing happened on the way to the opera.

John Finch, the brother of Lord Finch and son of the Countess of Winchelsea promised to bestow upon Sally some excellent opera tickets in exchange for a romp at the Three Tuns Tavern on Chandos Street in Covent Garden. Sally agreed, though wary that once you start accepting vouchers and coupons for sex, you’ve compromised your operation. Unfortunately, Sally was later humiliated by Finch, who decided the classy thing to do would be to give the tickets to Sally’s sister. Well, hell hath no fury like a whore cheated out of her opera tickets, and in the ensuing melee, Sally Salisbury pulled a knife, used it, and was charged with murder.

A letter from Lady Mary Wortley Montagu to the Countess of Mar describes the event with a flourish:


In a jealous pique [Salisbury] stabbed him to the heart with a knife. He fell down dead immediately, but a surgeon being called for, and the knife drawn out of his body, he opened his eyes, and his first words were to beg her to be friends with him, and kissed her.



That’s right, he kissed her. Sally was tried for murder and acquitted, but ultimately convicted of assault, fined 100 pounds, and sentenced to a year in prison. Sadly for Sally, and legions of randy London swells, shortly after arriving to serve out her sentence, she fell victim to a “brain fever brought on by debauch,” which sounds like a badass way to go out, but was probably just syphilis.

MARKUS BESTIN


PROFILE

DAY JOB: U.S. Marine

CLAIM TO FAME: First legal male prostitute to work in a brothel

THEATER OF OPERATIONS: Nevada; online



Markus Bestin is a strapping former marine who once commanded $300 an hour at the Shady Lady Ranch brothel, thus laying claim to the title of first legally working male prostitute in America. Born in Alabama in 1984, Markus (his real name is Patrick) was keenly aware of the prejudice and bigotry embedded in the darkest reaches of the Southern psyche. And, like the civil rights warriors who came before him, Markus felt a need to pop the clutch and push through a penile paradigm shift. His quest was to make the world show some respect for the rent boys.

When Markus opened for business he did make one thing clear: “My sphincter is not for sale.” He also made the lame announcement that he would prefer to be called a “surrogate lover” rather than a “prostitute.” Markus faced daunting resistance, but he persevered. When asked on ABC’s Nightline about the significance of his groundbreaking new job, Markus responded:


Basically this is the first time in the economy of the United States that a male has actually stood up and said, “I want to do this for a living.” And be protected under law to do it. It’s just the same as when Rosa Parks decided to sit at the front instead of the back. She was proclaiming her rights as a disadvantaged, African-American older woman … or what Gandhi did when he had a sit-down protest against the British Embassy. And I’m doing the same.



Rosa Parks? Gandhi? Really? Those comparisons are about as monstrously inaccurate as an analogy can get. Markus Bestin was many things to many people—but his paltry, self-serving efforts required nowhere near the courage, and they had nowhere near the significance of Rosa Parks’s or Gandhi’s, although presumably he’s better in the sack.

However, the maverick man-ho is showing a measure of perseverance. While his tenancy at the Shady Lady was short lived, he’s now found a home on the Internet—where else? You can find him listed under “Bahamute,” or Model #1679 on www.xxxfilmjobs.com, which is a kind of myspace.com for desperate porn stars and would-be trailblazing civil rights advocates who think their mistranslated tattoos are life-affirming Chinese maxims but are usually just Szechuan lunch menu specials.

MINEKO IWASAKI


PROFILE

DAY JOBS: Plaintiff; memoirist

CLAIM TO FAME: Basis for the main character in critically acclaimed novel, Memoirs of a Geisha

THEATER OF OPERATIONS: Kyoto



Every year in Japan, a select few women go through the misedashi (literally, “open for business”), which is a kind of debutante ball for whores. But in Japan, they’re not called whores. They’re called geisha. Geisha, mind you, are not common prosties—think of them as Eastern courtesans, sexual samurais, really. Geisha have been a source of Japanese entertainment for centuries. These alabaster-faced beauties have their origin in the saburuko, or “serving girls,” who emerged around the seventh century. They were typically wandering girls displaced by war and strife. The popularity of these young women grew until members of the nobility were offering them a home in exchange for performing sexual and sometimes intellectual favors. Some geisha even went on to serve emperors as concubines, occupying important positions of wealth, power, and reverse-cowgirl. And it was on February 15, 1965, that Ms. Iwasaki and dozens of other girls emerged from their “training” to step into the curious world of glorified prostitution.


While you may think of former secretary of state and Nobel Peace Prize winner Henry Kissinger as a devious troll and architect of countless atrocities in Southeast Asia and Latin America, you may be surprised to learn that in his prime, the man was a libidinous lothario. In fact, in a 1972 poll of Playboy bunnies, the rascally rabbits selected Kissinger as the man with whom they’d most like to go out on a date.



The sixties ushered in a period of great strides in both civil and women’s rights in Japan and the rest of the world. Incurable STDs were virtually nonexistent, birth control pills hit the market, and folks the world over went around fornicating with fierce abandon. It was a good time for Mineko. Shortly after her debut, Iwasaki was earning over $500,000 a year. Her likeness was featured on posters, shopping bags, and billboards. If there had been a rookie-of-the-year award, Mineko Iwasaki would have been the uncontested winner. But again, we’re not dealing here with simple copulation. A geisha must have intense training in the arts, including conversation, poetry, dance, music, and 
blowjob—all sacred pillars of their traditional and storied business plan.

“Hey, you occidental shit-for-brains—we’re not prostitutes—what’s with the blowjob gag?” an angry geisha or nitpicking historian might ask, and then hiss, “All you did was read Memoirs of a Geisha and make presumptions.” First of all, that’s a lie. Memoirs of a Geisha has almost 450 pages in hardcover—way more than I’m willing to tackle, and in addition, I don’t even know what “presumptions” means. But Ms. Iwasaki did sue the author of Memoirs of a Geisha, Arthur Golden, who outed her as his primary “source,” the one who was willing to break the geisha’s code of silence and imply that geisha commonly exchange sex for money. The scandal prompted Iwasaki’s retirement from geisha-ing at age twenty-nine to begin her second career as memoirist and plaintiff in lawsuits against Golden. The issue of whether or not geisha actually exchange sex for money is something best dealt with on a case-by-case basis, but come the hell on. It’s tough to earn half a million dollars a year reciting haiku in whiteface—sexy kimono notwithstanding.

In her own memoir, the meandering I, Geisha, we learn that Iwasaki faced degradation on a scale previously unthinkable: She was obliged to dance and entertain former president Gerald Ford and his henchman, Secretary of State Henry Kissinger. She describes a lurid affair:


President Ford was at an ozashiki [a geisha party] in a banquet room downstairs while Dr. Kissinger was in one on the floor above. I was asked to entertain at both. I found the contrast most revealing. President Ford was pleasant and engaging. . . . Kissinger, on the other hand, was curious about everything and kept asking questions. He was very amusing, even mildly risqué. The party became quite boisterous and we all ended up dancing around the room together and singing.



Henry Kissinger? Risqué? Boisterous? Dancing? No human being should have to look at that. Clearly, the indignities witnessed by geisha are significantly more heinous than we ever could have imagined.

Etta (Ethel) Place


PROFILE

DAY JOB: Prostitute at Fanny Porter’s bordello in Ft. Worth, TX

CLAIM TO FAME: Mistress of both Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid

THEATER OF OPERATIONS: Nevada, Texas, Argentina . . . and parts unknown



For such a famous woman, very little is known about Etta Place. Nobody knows where she came from or when and how she died. The only real evidence we have that she existed at all is a cheesy Old West photo taken with famed outlaw the Sundance Kid around 1901, when those sepia prints and overwrought “Wanted” posters were all the rage. What we do know about Place is that she was the female companion of not only the Sundance Kid but also his partner in crime, Butch Cassidy. And she was a prostitute.


When Butch Cassidy was convicted in Wyoming for stealing horses in 1894, he convinced his captors to permit him one last night on the town, “out on his own recognizance,” before beginning a two-year sentence. Inexplicably, his wish was granted, and Butch tied one on, visiting some ladies not-quite-illustrious enough to be mentioned in this milieu, but you can’t win ’em all. Even more inexplicably, Cassidy returned to serve his sentence the next day, brass-eyed and bush-tired. He was released after serving three-fourths of his sentence, promising the governor that he’d never thieve livestock or banks in Wyoming ever again. Naturally, Butch then took to robbing trains, as choo-choos weren’t covered under their agreement.



Remember that pivotal moment in the 1969 Newman/Redford classic Butch Cassidy and The Sundance Kid when it looks like Butch and Etta are about to ditch Sundance and engage in some tawdry sexcapade on a bike? Everything is right in the world, and it appears we’re finally going to see penetration in a big Hollywood feature, when BAM! 
B. J. Thomas starts to sing “Raindrops Keep Fallin’ on My Head,” Butch and Etta just pedal around like half-wits, and at the end of the movie, the film stock breaks right at the good part and they never tell you if Butch and Sundance escape. Well, Etta’s life is similarly frustrating to pin down. I can’t even say with any kind of assurance that she knew how to ride a bike.

The prevailing literature indicates that around the turn of the twentieth century, Butch and Sundance came into Fanny Porter’s famous San Antonio brothel and legendary “Wild Bunch” hangout, catching the eye (and perhaps the crabs) of the gorgeous Etta (or Ethel, by some accounts) Place. You can just see it: All three of them, staring at each other, twitching; it’s like some sexy Mexican stand-off. In the end, Butch and Sundance (who, let’s be honest, sound like they should be peeping the rent-boys next door) decided they’d share Etta and take her along on a multihemispheric crime spree, which seems to have actually worked out quite well for everyone involved until they were or weren’t tracked down and killed in Bolivia.

While on the run from the law, the triumvirate visited secret remote locations, such as New York City, where Etta and Sundance had that Old West photo taken before they picked up Butch Cassidy and sailed off to Chile for raunchy three-ways and more crime. Some sources claim the three may have tried to make a go of legitimate farming; my guess would be goats, but that’s always my guess.

The photo of Place and Sundance, discovered by Pinkerton detectives hot on the gang’s trail, gives us a haunting description: A woman who was “27 or 28 years old, 5’4” to 5’5” in height, weighing between 110 lb and 115 lb, with a medium build and brown hair.” Well, that narrows it down some. It may appear that the famed Pinkerton Detective Agency was perhaps looking for you. Or your friend. Or cousin, even. It’s okay, though. I thought the same thing, but there’s my cousin Phoebe like she always is, safe and sound in the kitchen—stoned on oven cleaner, watching the toaster for hydras.

Speculation continues to this day as to the real identity of Etta Place. Some say she ditched Butch and Sundance and became a successful rancher, while others maintain she was blown to bits with her boys in Bolivia. But in the end, one thing remains patently clear: If Etta Place is alive today, she’s like 130 years old, and could probably make a good living offering tips on healthy living and avoiding the authorities.

PORFIRIO “RUBI” RUBIROSA


PROFILE

DAY JOB: International playboy; diplomat

CLAIM TO FAME: “The Ding Dong Daddy”; sleeping with almost everyone

THEATER OF OPERATIONS: Dominican Republic; Hollywood; your bedroom if you weren’t careful



According to the writer Truman Capote, Porfirio “Rubi” Rubirosa had a penis that resembled “an eleven inches café au lait sinker, as thick as a man’s wrist.” That should be enough to get your attention. But, in addition to his pronounced appendage, Rubi had the uncanny ability to marry rich women, divorce them, then take lots of money and cool stuff from the devastated dupes in the ensuing settlement. But Rubirosa was no ordinary Latin lover—he found time to dabble in both Hollywood and international politics, serving as right-hand man to a bloodthirsty Caribbean American dictator.


“The women who take husbands not out of love but out of greed, to get their bills paid, to get a fine house and clothes and jewels; the women who marry to get out of a tiresome job, or to get away from disagreeable relatives, or to avoid being called an old maid—these are whores in everything but name. The only difference between them and my girls is that my girls gave a man his money’s worth.”

—Polly Adler



Rubi, or “The Ding Dong Daddy,” as he was also known, was born in 1909 in the Dominican Republic. His father was a diplomat, and young Rubi enjoyed an idyllic upbringing, mostly in Paris. At seventeen, Rubi left Paris to study law back in the Dominic Republic. However, upon his return to the homeland, Rubi found that his talents were best manifested when he lay prostrate. Upon his arrival, Porfirio was introduced to Rafael Trujillo, the fierce dictator who ruled the Dominican Republic with an iron fist and a jelly belly for thirty years. Trujillo saw in Rubirosa a charismatic figure, a gorgeous piece of ass who could win over the youth of the country. Trujillo once explained, “[Rubi] is good at his job, because women like him and he is a wonderful liar.” As a foolproof backup plan, Trujillo ordered his secret police to summarily shoot any youth not won over to the side of the Trujillistas.

All Rubi had to do was go around banging the rich and famous while putting in a kind word for a dictator who resembled a prolapsed anus in full military regalia. Trujillo was clearly prepared to assassinate people for crimes as insignificant as farting in the wrong direction, though he never actually did that. But essentially, seducing women and taking their fortunes to fill his and Trujillo’s war chest was the Ding-Dong Daddy’s job.

Let’s just do a quick roll call of Rubi’s sham marriages, because to catalog every one of his conquests would make a too-lengthy list:


	Flor de Oro Trujillo—the daughter of the dictator, Rafael Trujillo. Despite Rubi’s torrid extramarital affairs, Trujillo never had him killed, which is odd. In fact, he kept his son-in-law and then his ex-son-in-law in cushy diplomatic appointments for most of Rubi’s life.


	Danielle Darrieux—one of the most famous French actresses. She and Rubi married in 1942 and made passionate love in some nice Swiss accommodations until the war was over and everyone was free to leave/cheat/get divorced.


	Doris Duke—at the time of their marriage, the richest woman in the world. Even after their short-lived marriage, Rubi would receive $25,000 per year (until remarriage), an armada of fishing boats, a fleet of sports cars, a converted B-25 bomber, and a seventeenth-
century mansion in Paris.


	Barbara Hutton—at the time of their marriage, the second-richest woman in the world. From his divorce with Hutton (seventy-five days later), Rubi wrangled a coffee plantation in his native Dominican Republic, another bomber (you can never have enough), polo horses, enough bling to blind people living as far away as the planet Mars, and a $2.5 million cash payout.


	Odile Rodin—almost thirty years his junior, this French actress was Rubi’s last wife. This marriage lasted until Rubi ran his Ferrari into a tree after staying up all night drinking. He had been celebrating after winning a polo match.




Rubi is dead, but the legend of his flagpole phallus lives on.

XUE SUSU


PROFILE

DAY JOB: Artist/Performer

CLAIM TO FAME: One of the “Eight Great Courtesans” of the Ming Dynasty

THEATER OF OPERATIONS: Late Ming Dynasty China



Gather round you sinful old goats and regard Xue Susu: She was an artist, a poet, and a scholar. Xue Susu was also a knight-errant, which means that she was the kind of gal to lay you down and then slay your enemies—or help you cross a puddle—a paragon of feminine chivalry at a time when the boys, as usual, were sitting around with their dicks in her hands.

During China’s late Ming Dynasty period, around the turn of the seventeenth century, the country faced serious problems at home and abroad. In no particular order, an economic crisis involving the price of silver, Japanese pirates, and an imperial court full of unruly and power-hungry eunuchs threatened to plunge the country into chaos. An earthquake killed almost a million people, and that didn’t help much either.

“Christ on a bike, can we get some something decent in our crappy lives!” shouted frustrated peasants. Nobody cares about a peasant, so they were up shit creek as usual, but the emperor readily granted requests from wealthy Ming scholars who wanted access to rock-star courtesans like Susu. According to Fan Yunlin, the secretary in the Ministry of War and an admirer of Ms. Susu:


[Xue Susu’s] other feats of shooting birds with pellets and generously parting with one thousand pieces of gold to save somebody from poverty truly make her a female knight-errant for all time.



In Ming China, courtesans had the “luxury” of living outside the traditional strictures of domesticity. Thus Xue Susu and her fellow courtesans were able to enjoy a lifestyle previously afforded only to men. Xue Susu studied archery and travelled freely in Beijing and other more “barbarian regions,” honing her sultry skills. In the 1590s Susu secured her celebrity in the literary and artsy salons of Beijing where she played the flute (both jade and skin) and horizontal host for her clients, in addition to reciting poetry and displaying her considerable talents as an archer. Members of the elite were often in attendance, but Susu’s services were particularly popular in military circles. Basically, she was a free agent—a kind of sexual Albert Pujols—who could pick and choose her clients with discrimination not typically available to your average street-corner sex-slanger.

In this environment Xue Susu thrived, even though it must have been quite a shock when a Chinese john showed up for a hot and steamy session and found his prostitute decked out in full body armor. In fact, the literature indicates that Susu may have been more adept with iron weaponry than with the fleshy arsenal wielded by your average courtesan. One story tells of how Susu, riled up and ready to rumble with the Japanese, who were always invading China’s coast, beseeched one of her lovers—a military man—to organize a punishing attack on the foreign marauders. When he turned out to be all talk, Susu scoffed, spurned him as a lover, and “rode off on her quick steed.” You just got your nuts took, Mr. Bigmouth.


A Ming Dynasty eunuch knew never to lose track of his cock and balls, or his “precious,” as they were euphemistically called back then. A designated “knifer” lopped off his junk and dropped it in a jar filled with alcohol (giving the expression, “whiskey-dick,” a whole new meaning). Why? With every promotion, eunuchs were required to present their jar of genitals to a court official, who would then document the satisfactory completion of the operation. Furthermore, every eunuch was buried with his “precious,” as religious norms dictated a man be “complete” when leaving this cruel, cruel world.



Curiously, “loyalty” and “fidelity” were indispensible traits among Ming courtesans, and despite Xue Susu’s singular popularity, in 1605 she disappeared, causing mass confusion and sperm retention headaches nationwide. Why? Loyalty. When the scholar/dramatist Shen Defu offered her a career-style gig as his concubine, and then as his wife, the knight-errant courtesan with a penchant for archery and a booty fit to make a Mongol blush finally settled down to the life of the mind, leaving only her art, her poetry, and the memories of her behind behind.

NELL GWYN


PROFILE

DAY JOB: Actress

CLAIM TO FAME: Mistress of King Charles II of England

THEATER OF OPERATIONS: Seventeenth-century London



Eleanor “Nell” Gwynn would be a frontrunner in any contest to choose who best personifies Restoration England. Born to an alcoholic prostitute in the steaming shitbox that was London in 1650, Nell evidently started her career in the prostitutional arts as a youngster, one of the many hazards of growing up in a brothel. Even the Encyclopedia Britannica’s entry for Gwyn asserts that she was the “living antithesis of Puritanism,” and yet, this once destitute oyster wench from the hood managed, through cunning, wit, humor, and stunning sexual brazenness to beguile the bejesus out of poets, writers, royalty—pretty much everyone who had the good fortune to cross her path.

In her teens, Nell went from hawking fruit, seafood, and sex in front of a theater to strutting her stuff as an actress in her own right. In the latter half of the seventeenth century, she was one of London’s main attractions, on stage—and off. The poet John Dryden wrote plays especially for her; Samuel Pepys, the famous diarist, referred to her as “pretty, witty Nell. . . . I kissed her, and so did my wife; and a mighty pretty soul she is.”

By 1668 Nell had accumulated a menagerie of lovers including the usual demented British noblemen, and then, in order, she caught the eye, the privates, and the heart of none other than King Charles II of England. Nell and the king made each other’s acquaintance during a performance of the oft-forgotten play, She Wou’d If She Cou’d at the Duke’s House Theater. A court “memorialist” wrote the following account of the meeting:


Upon this occasion he [the king] came to the play incog. and sat in the box next to Nell and her lover [a Mr. Villiers, cousin to the Duke of Buckingham]. As soon as the play was finished, his Majesty, with the Duke of York, the young nobleman [Mr. Villiers], and Nell, retired to a tavern together, where they regaled themselves over a bottle, and the King shewed such civilities to Nell that she began to understand the meaning of his gallantry. . . . When the reckoning came to be paid, his Majesty, upon searching his pockets, found that he had not money enough about him to discharge it . . . upon which Nell observed, that she had got into the poorest company that ever she was in at a tavern. The reckoning was paid by the young nobleman.



And from then on, Little Nell would remain the king’s favorite mistress for the next two decades, bearing him two children, and eventually taking up residence at the Burford House in Windsor, a perfect rags-to-riches scenario fit for a fairy tale. And yes, it sucks that Mr. Villiers had to pay for all the shots and the bar food, but sometimes one should just duck dive under the swelling wave of history and let the tide come on in. In fact, today the House of Windsor would give its inbred third gonad for a PR machine like Nell. She charmed a nation; she was a Cinderella figure who personified the people, their dreams, and the dreams of a country. Vilified in some circles as “the indiscreetest and wildest creature that ever was in a Court,” Nell Gwyn was alternately revered as “The Whore Who Saved London,” presumably because she gave the Brits someone to root for and something to cheer about (Manchester United wasn’t invented yet) after 20 percent of the population was wiped out in the great plague of 1665.

LA BELLE OTERO


PROFILE

DAY JOBS: Actress; man-eater

CLAIM TO FAME: Courtesan extraordinaire

THEATER OF OPERATIONS: Spain; France; most of Europe



Caroline Otero was born into poverty in 1868, in Galicia, Spain. Her prospects were bleak, although, in what some would consider a felicitous twist of fate, the young Caroline scored a job working as a maid in Santiago de Compostela. Now, instead of facing starvation and the plague, she was ensured a life of chaste mediocrity. But wait! Caroline had a secret; she could dance.

Taking advantage of her gifts, Otero ditched the maid gig and wiggled her poonanny to Portugal with a dance partner called “Paco.” There, she found “sponsors” in sundry sugar daddies and/or nobleman. She married one of them, but her groom of approximately 10 minutes lost her in a craps game. It’s true; Otero could, and did, do a lot more than just dance. This was especially true after she discovered her preternatural ability to drive her soupirants bat-shit crazy with lust.

In 1888, another one of Otero’s many sponsors paid her way from Barcelona to Marseilles, France, and one step closer to that elusive dream: Gay Paree. Otero’s wild success on stage and in between the sheets in Marseilles convinced her she could go it alone, in the big city, so she ditched her sponsor and strolled onto the scene like a new, luscious, and morally flexible sexual sheriff in town. Upon her arrival, Otero adopted the identity of the sultry Andalusian “gypsy,” La Belle Otero, and from there on out all bets were off. Otero became the main attraction, dancing at Paris’s legendary Folies Bergère, and it was on.

According to a 1965 article published in Time magazine shortly after her death, things could get deadly:


Admirers gave her gilded carriages and chateaux, buckets of jewels, and a mansion on the Champs-Elysées. A U.S. millionaire invited Otero to a simple supper of caviar and oysters—in each oyster lay a pearl. By 1894 she was so rich that she spurned an offer of 10,000 francs for one night, and the luckless man killed himself in humiliation.



La Belle Otero was a class act. She had a stripper brassiere encrusted with diamonds, and they claim her voluptuous breasts inspired the perky domed cupolas that stand today atop the Carleton Hotel in Cannes. But 10,000 francs? One story holds that during a single evening at the Café de Paris, five of Europe’s kings descended on her table, looking for love: Nicholas II of Russia, Britain’s Edward VII, Wilhelm II of Prussia, Belgium’s Leopold II, and Alfonso XIII of Spain. The evidence is paltry as to which royal(s) gained her favor that night, but I’m guessing, no matter what, La Belle Otero was compensated generously for her efforts on that occasion.

Once proclaiming, “I have been a slave to my passions, but never to a man,” La Belle Otero retired to a sprawling French mansion in 1922. “Women have one mission in life: to be beautiful,” said Otero after squandering her vast fortune on a lavish lifestyle that included way too much time in casinos. Toward the end of her life, she said, “When one gets old, one must learn how to break mirrors. I am very gently expecting to die.” While we may raise an eyebrow at her decidedly antifeminist view on the “mission” of women, the part about breaking mirrors is pretty damn clever.

CASANOVA


PROFILE

DAY JOBS: Author; adventurer; slut

CLAIM TO FAME: The “World’s Greatest Lover”

THEATER OF OPERATIONS: Italy/Western Europe



What exactly does it mean when people conjure up the epithet “Casanova” to describe you, perched there on a bar stool in your fancy brocaded vest over a shirt with puffy sleeves and a row of lace on the cuffs? And why can’t you tell us when you’re going to perpetrate that preposterous ensemble? But more to the point, who was this eponymous gigolo whose sexual antics in Europe during the eighteenth century still resonate with us today? Well, let’s first be charitable and say he was active. At one time or another, this homme du monde was a friend to everyone in Europe who mattered at the time, from popes and royalty to Benjamin Franklin, Voltaire, and other pillars of the Enlightenment.

Born in Venice, the young Casanova was abandoned by his travelling carnie parents to a grandmother who, convinced witches were giving the youngster nosebleeds, shipped him off to a boarding school in Padua. Casanova turned out to be a brilliant student and eventually enjoyed a number of careers: priest, poet, philosopher, translator, lawyer, military brass, gourmand, occultist, mathematician, government informer, theater manager, pimp, violinist, and notary public, among other even more dubious endeavors. But where, you ask, does it say he was a prostitute?

Casanova the prostitute is a tricky question. He certainly frequented ladies of the evening, picking up a wide and colorful array of venereal diseases along the way, but did this legendary seducer really do it for the money? Kind of. Cash transactions of the kind negotiated on dark street-corners weren’t really Casanova’s style—he recounts in his autobiography The Story of My Life countless instances in which he employs love as leverage, seducing women who beg him to stay. They would offer him “linen and sheets” and then eventually “diamonds and all the money [they] had,” but they also provided entree into wealthy and influential families and significant political power.

The legend of Giacomo Casanova, refined and knowledgeable as he may have been, is largely horseshit. Widely held to be one of, if not the world’s greatest lover, this well-dressed ogre in a fussy vest made elaborate plans to seduce his own daughter. It was the old son-and-a-
grandson-in-one-go trick, a crime against nature that wipes the sheen off this multitalented member of the sexual aristocracy, and makes you want to kick him in his withered, diseased testes. Casanova, however, seems to be pretty proud of himself, pointing out that he performed that particular act of mortal depravity “only two or three more times” before putting a stop to the affair.

On the flip side of the groin, Casanova once explained that he used his condom as a “prophylactic against melancholy,” and with Casanova being such a happy fellow, one can assume his condom was put to substantial use. It was. Although, that he apparently toted around just one condom, reusing it with multiple partners, is of particular hygienic concern.

In the end, like so many iconic pedestal-loafers, Casanova was little more than a brilliant man with a trash dick. His final bed tally, while impressive (122 women and an untold number of men, whom he failed to factor into the arithmetic), Casanova just sort of looks like a more articulate though less-discriminating version of Bill Clinton.
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