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    this is dedicated to you.


In a world of deception as common practice, misrepresentation and short cuts to fame and wealth,   Where the sell outs rule, chasing each other for social acceptance. Now it's harder than ever, but stand ground, shine and cling to truth as this globe spins slowly into hell.      
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Chapter One
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The Rash  

Grandmother always tells me. 

“Someday you’ll find the one, the right girl.” 

Once, I thought I had found the one. No, dammit, I did find the one. 

But she was clever—a bit too clever, at least for my liking. I’m just glad I found out early how very cunning and clever she really was. 

Our fates intertwined like a hangman’s rope at the tail ending of a long, hot summer weekend’s stay in sweet, sunny Las Vegas. You probably already know the kind I mean, but only if you've been there. Forget the Vegas nights; the real shit happens during the day at the hotel pools, the days that breathe such an immense heat from an angry white desert sun, which only intensifies, reflecting between large glass-mirrored buildings, as ultraviolet rays trickle down to quietly pierce deep into the bare skins of the semi-naked partiers. The revelers gyrate and move to the beat; female bodies glisten with tight, bright bikini bottoms and even tighter wrapped silicon-filled swollen bosoms that uncontrollably turn thick necks and bulge the men's penetrating eyes. Some of the men are skinny, frail and white, while others are stacked and folded with cut tan muscles adorned with colorful tattoos. However, they are all affected by the one gyrating rhythm and the fuel they call alcohol, all of our drunk red eyes hidden neatly behind dark sunglasses. Our bodies were cooled by iced drinks and semi-clouded, blue, chlorinated hotel pools. The air smelled of dark suntans, tropical drinks and female scents that playfully floated up in the breeze only to tease our primal urges. The loud music was broken up by laughter, screams and splashes around the poolside bar. Our drinks were salted, lime-wedged white tequila shots that sent a river of fire down our throats while our fists slammed down on the bar in a brief moment of triumph—with our white smiles gleaming, eliciting memories of our college drinking days.

I never cared very much for college, except for its tremendous social benefits and the friends I made back then. Now I was re-bonding with my three best college mates on our boys’ trip to Las Vegas. A grand trip it was, especially for my pals, fueled by numerous distilled spirits and fun, our stomachs churned and wadded up with fried gobs of food suspended in a hard liquor-like stew. The games kept going on and on all weekend with Canadian tourist girls running in and out of our rooms in wet bikinis, barefoot, laughing, giggling and relieving themselves in one of our four adjoining hotel rooms. That is, of course, when they weren't playing kiss-and-touch games with my friends or toasting each other with more brightly colored liquor shots. The fun weekend was an alcohol bath, and it whirled by far too fast to last and then the fun faded and died down when the last solemn evening arrived—at five o'clock—with the last official toast of the trip, fist bumps, some man hugs, and then my friends entered the backs of sticky hot airport cabs with vinyl seats, then 737s were boarded with their secret stories of Vegas, the female encounters embedded quietly in their memories as they flew back to their worried girlfriends and busy lives.

A good hour had passed, and I was pretty sure all my pals were now sleeping tight in some fast-moving aluminum tube high in the sky, hiding and healing the self-inflicted damage that was the absolute norm for such a trip to Las Vegas.

Safely secluded back in my hotel room, I lay on the bed with the Do Not Disturb sign up on the door. Lying there, I pondered the weekend and sank into a much-needed sleep. When I woke, I had no idea if I was in the a.m. or the p.m., and a quick call to the front desk brought me back to 7 p.m. I sat there that evening on the side of the bed and painfully debated with myself as it was also my time to leave Vegas. After all, three days and three nights is plenty enough time in Vegas, especially if you do them right and ride them hard, but I could stay one more night. The room was paid for, and I was avoiding the loneliness of a long night's drive back home.

You might know the feeling, when it feels like all your friends have this world figured out and you just don't get it. It's the feeling I had. I just didn't get this world of girls. I was the odd man out, the outcast of the group.  

Now I had just one thing left to prove to them and to my ego: that I could be as smooth and cool as they all were, and I could be a womanizing weekend warrior as well.

The problem was they all had exciting Vegas encounters: hookups, cleanups, and kisses. I, on the other hand, had only scored myself a big, soft fluff of a hug from a sweet chubby girl, and God bless her—she kept my dignity dangling by a thin thread in the back of my head.

Although I would never admit it to them, deep inside my insecure soul I felt like I was the group's outcast slash loser. I just wasn't able to hook up with any girls. Even though I tried many times that weekend, I was tired of getting shot down, and the more I tried, the more bullet holes were left in me for my next insecure attempt. So, I didn't even get close to getting laid, and a couple of times I also said some dumb things and even fucked up some good potential conquests for my pals. I could not even sneak in a kiss with the chubby girl; she just turned cheek on me, and I was left kissing a soft mushy cheek.

Anyway, that's how it started. I decided to do one more night in all the fake glitz and boozy tits that Miss Vegas can offer. After all, I was the only one poor enough and living close enough to Vegas to drive the distance. I was in for that long, sobering dark drive back home through the barren nothingness of the Nevada desert, and on a long drive like that I would no doubt think myself into a depression. My guardian angel must have screamed a hundred times for me to leave that day, but I could not hear her through all the booze-induced mind fuzz and standing next to large vibrating speakers with double drinks in my hand for most of the weekend. 

My solo plan was I had to get laid this one last night, one way or another, but I had never paid for it or even tried the other way. At the very least I had to get a selfie with a hot female that I could send to my friends to resurrect my confidence.

I knew my friends made jokes of my style and the things I said around girls, but I couldn’t help it. I got nervous, and they quietly poked at me. So, I thought I’d send them a picture of myself with some random hot babe, and it would settle the score or at least just soothe my bruised ego. If I had to, I was prepared to change the old saying, “What happens in Vegas stays in Vegas” to “Nothing happened in Vegas, so I had to make some shit up.” One way or another, I was going to have an epic story both to impress my buddies and to soothe my own sadly deflated pride.

My evening’s solo quest started with a quick splash of cold water in my face, trying to revive my tired body. I then proceeded with a strut of some confidence down a plush crimson-red carpet to the casino buffet. Fortified with over-salted steak and some bitter red house wine to wash it all back into my already damaged stomach, I made for the gaming floor.

Glancing around, I started by playing some slots and scoping the blackjack tables, hoping I could find an open seat next to a hot woman and maybe try some badass pickup lines that I’d overheard from my pals. Everything that night had a good vibe, and I had that positive, seamless together feeling. Everything was good, and I felt pretty unstoppable. 

But according to the laws of the universe, what is well wrapped must eventually come undone, and it was my night to serve a sentence.

My mood dropped a bit with every loss from the slot machine. The Vegas slots were now eating into my savings, but the free drinks offset my feelings of financial loss. I kept playing and eyeing the occasional girl, woman, cougar, and even an older, slim, smoking saber tooth tiger. Still, this casino’s Monday night was pretty dead; no lady luck on my side.  

I decided to switch casinos. I pounded my drink, sucked and crunched on the ice to quench my thirst for my long desert walk across the Vegas Strip, and so I left for another casino that had an old pirate ship in front of it.

On my way across the street under all the bright, glitzy lights, I noticed the streetlight was about to change. I hurried into a sprint across the Strip—where a small pothole awaited me. It sucked in my right foot, folding my ankle in a way it should never have folded. I felt the tendons stretch, and I heard a deep crackle in my ankle. If it hadn’t been for the almighty booze, the pain would have been intense, but I managed to make it to my next casino. 

I made a beeline for the bar and further numbed the injury with a couple of rum and Cokes. Seemed it was a fitting drink as I was now walking like an old pirate with a wooden leg. The slight limp didn't slow me down much, and I maneuvered from one random slot machine to slot another. My ankle was marginal, but now it was my finances that were truly taking a beating.

I was constantly losing bits of my bounty here and there as some further worry settled into the back of my mind. The night was starting to look grim. I could not afford to continue losing much more at this rate, and I was getting even more restless as I bounced from machine to machine. Just then, a machine with number tag 0070 stopped me. It was my lucky James Bond number! I fed a few bills into the machine, but nothing. Just another loss. 

OK, I told myself, one final try, and I'm out. I will limp back home a broke pirate. Then nothing. Then one more final, final. I triple tapped the credits and pulled the handle. I expected nothing, but then the graces of fate hit me loud and they hit me hard as blaring electronic dings struck. Was this a payoff? I expected ten bucks, but then I looked hard at the blurring lights. 

The numbers that kept climbing and climbing: $1,000 then passing $2,000 then a bonus $1,000 and beyond. “YES!” I yelled. “There is a GOD!” 

Just then, the slot machine stopped dead at $3,666. Ouch! I felt an electric chill run right up my legs, through my ass, and charge up my spine, making the hairs tingle on the back of my neck. It's just a number, I thought, and it’s money! So, I printed out my ticket as an old gray-haired man watched me and said, “Good job, young man! You’d better put that in the bank for a while! You know about 666? That’s the number of the beast! Ha ha! That's devil's money!” he said and laughed again.

I chuckled. “Yeah, yeah, ‘The Number of the Beast’! Great song by old Iron Maiden!” I said in a smart ass tone and strutted off to the cashier’s cage, not feeling any real significant ankle pain at this point because of my winner’s high. I cashed in my ticket, and l did leave a generous one-dollar tip on the cashier's counter, so technically I only took $3,665. But I wasn’t superstitious in the least. 

Between all the booze and the money, I was feeling rather floaty. I was walking around smiling like a king, with a little wad of money to burn, and I got very cocky very quickly. More drinks! And in me they went, riding my high, extra winks and smiles for all the pretty girls walking around. I had an extra bump of confidence knowing that—one way or another—I was getting myself some hot ass tonight. My balls swelled up like two atom bombs. Once again, I felt powerful and in charge.

I had never, ever paid for an actual hooker—well, except for the odd time I paid for a “therapeutic massage” and I was offered a fast finish for fifty bucks by a Chinese lady. It was too easy and I got her down to forty, so I made the exchange. But that didn't really count. 

Fuck it, I thought, maybe I'll just get myself two hookers and really show my friends who the big man on campus is. That will just make them wish they’d stayed one more last night with their old pal Justin Dickerhoofe. Despite my last name, I was now a baller of a man. So, I wandered back to my hotel’s casino on my swelling ankle to call some hookers to soothe the now increasingly oncoming pain. 

I walked by the main bar heading to the elevators, and just like that my eyes locked onto her figure like a laser-guided missile. When I saw her face, I immediately knew she was the one. There could be no other woman in my life. She stood gracefully next to an old man at the bar. She just oozed the allure of sexiness, and she filled out her neon-green skirt so perfectly and she was so tightly wrapped that she reminded me of a Christmas present. She was constantly fighting her tight skirt from climbing up her ass and how it creeped up off of her perfectly tan, smooth, and toned legs. I was gawking at her perfectly firm little bubble butt about to burst out of her skirt, and I knew that I could, and would, crawl at least two miles on my hands and knees on broken glass just to get a sniff of that. 

She was laughing at what the old man had said, and as she pointed to her inner breast, he swiftly shook his head and walked away from her. This was a good sign, I thought, as she stirred her straw and sipped on her clear cocktail. She looked around as I stared at her ass. At first I didn't know or perhaps think she was a hooker, since so many young tourist women wrap their bums in skintight miniskirts in Las Vegas. After an awkward minute or two, she did look over to me, and we exchanged our first mutual smile. Then lo and behold, I received a wink. This was my cue, and I had the liquid courage in me. Either way, a girl this cute wouldn't be alone for very long in Vegas, and without another thought I floated my drunk ass right over to her to get a closer look. 

Her face was perfectly packaged in clear rimless acrylic glasses that were shielding her sharp bright green eyes giving her that sexy smart girl look, and she had a short neckline and glistening black hair that enhanced her tight, flawless skin, which sent back ripples on the outsides of her mouth as she smiled. Even her small ears were sensual adorned with small green emerald earrings, and the faux emeralds reflected the lights that sent glints and sparkles through my eyes. For a moment this woman was everything, and she had me. She licked her teeth under her firm, pursed young lips—they were so simple yet so complex, exuding an intense lust and allure. I wanted her and I quickly sobered to some attention.

I remained calm and thought of something funny to say, so I opened with, “What, what happened to him? Was the old guy out of Viagra?” 

She laughed. 

“So. What's your name?” I asked, but she gave no answer as she looked at me and away like go away, child. I repeated myself as I cleared my throat and sternly asked, “Hey, what's your name?”

She looked annoyed, but she was playing me. “Lacy! It's Lacy,” she proudly said.  

“Lacy? I like that name. I’m Justin.” I stuck out my hand, and she gave me the softest handshake, with the most tender touch I’d ever felt.

Lacy. What a fitting name it was. Though an apparently simple name, she made it sound so elaborate—like the intricate lace on a wedding dress, or the shoelaces a prisoner might use to hang himself. Nevertheless, she was blessed with sharp looks, youth, and that demeanor of grace that radiated outward pure, eternal attraction. 

Unfortunately, her name was far lovelier than her history. This poor girl was the product of a Kentucky trailer park, of a broken home, of parents that abused her with harsh words, screaming voices, and broken whisky bottles that often shattered against the thin trailer walls. She told me that as a little girl she often would go to her room and just lie there and pretend to talk with her pictures in a book. By the time she turned fifteen, she had been sexually abused by a neighbor. She told me she’d learned that men were after her for one thing and she’d learned to twist their lust back into a tool of manipulation. By sixteen, she had sold enough lemonade and pot on the side to buy a one-way Greyhound ticket to Las Vegas and land in a hotel room to start her career. By eighteen, she had drugged and outsmarted her own pimp and had him tossed away into a Nevada jail for fifteen years. By twenty, she had amassed a portfolio of elite clients and hypodermic needle like magic tricks that would leave the master illusionists in wonder.

I asked if she was alone. She smiled, and not a word came out as she looked me up and down like I was not worth a minute of her valuable, beautiful time. I, the drunk guy, without anything else clever to say was immediately willing to pay her for what I wanted. I started my boasting that I had just cashed in a $5,000 voucher from the Texas Tea slot machine and I could afford anything I wanted. I could even afford one of those full double four-handed massage services if I wanted.  

“So, Miss Lacy, do you massage?” I asked, trying not to slur all my s's, and she just laughed and said nothing as she set her drink on the bar. I then raised myself up even farther and reached in my front pocket. I showed her all my cash, then I stuffed it back in my jeans. This managed to get her attention.  

“So, Justin, how are you alone? A good-looking guy like you?” she asked.  

“I'm here on my last night and looking for some fun before I leave back to Diego in the morning.” Without any further small talk, I then asked her up to my room for drinks so we could talk more and, “Maybe even share some naughty business figures together,” I said, winking.  

I certainly wasn't shy at this point, but I also wasn't full-blown drunk. Just kind of drunk with a wallet full of cash. I was still on my winning high, and then I saw her smile and adjust her nice rounded cleavage with her nipple just trying to jump out at me from under her neon-green top. I noticed she had a small tattoo of Tinkerbell on her left breast, perfectly accented with some real gold fairy dust that fell from Tinkerbell’s magic wand. It magically dripped down on her inner breast, and I was mesmerized by her. It was enough to put me in a Disneyland-like daze. 

I don't know much more of what I said after that point as she licked her shiny lips again. I wanted to kiss them so badly. I’d heard you shouldn't kiss hookers, especially on the lips, but I didn't care. I just could not wait to have her alone in my room. I wanted her like a wolf needs meat. 

Even though my day job was delivering aircraft engine parts, and then only part-time at night, I tried to impress Lacy. “I'm in the aviation business,” I told her. “You know, jet engines, avionics, oxygen tanks, and all that boring shit.” I threw up my fingers. 

“That's pretty cool; I love planes,” she said.

“Yeah,” I agreed, “it’s my company that supports them so they can fly safely. The pilots are thankful and always want to take me to warm, exotic places on private jets, but I'm usually too busy.” I really liked her. No, make that I loved her and wanted to impress her, dreaming that somehow I could change her so that she would fall in love with me and I could have her every night and be her man. After all, I had no woman in my life, and it had been a few years since I had someone who I gave two shits for. 

On her face she had the look of money and business, a strange but familiar look, and one that she must have used to play guys a lot more important than myself many times before. I didn't care, though, as now we walked down the money-scented halls with the bright, plush patterns of casino carpets under our feet. 

“You’re limping, you poor thing?” she asked. 

“Ha ha, no big deal, it's nothing just an old college football injury,” I said.  

She took me by the arm. “Let me see if I can make it better,” she said with a smile that stirred my heart. Then up the elevator and into my hotel room we went. I didn't waste any time. I flung open the door on the bar’s mini fridge, almost tipping it over as it was now almost empty from the weekend. I popped us the last mini champagne and offered her a sip. She, however, didn't drink on the job she said so I took a sniff off the bottle and said, “Great year!” and poured some in my mouth. It foamed up over my tongue and dripped all over on my shirt. I was half coughing and laughing. I wiped my mouth and quickly spanked her butt with my wet hand, then I started undoing my pants. She giggled and bent over in front of me, slowly unstrapping her high heels. She ran her hand across my underwear and my crotch, and I knew I was going to have a young, hot, round butt in front of me any second. I immediately sprang to her attention. “OK now slow down, big boy, don't forget terms, two Benjamin kisses for me in exchange for one hour of full service heavenly deep tissue massage, ok? But it's followed by a minimum mandatory $400 tip. You got it?  You understand?  You comprende, big boy?” she asked obviously talking in some strange hooker like code and rubbing her thumb and forefinger together.

I smiled. “Six hundred total?” and cried, “Don't be ridiculous, two hundred bucks for a full pop for starters and I only need 20 minutes. If I like things, then $200 more for you for the early morning, I'll even order you a large pancake breakfast of your choice and are you completely safe? You're not on Valtrex or have anything I might take back home, do you?” I asked. 

“Of course I'm safe! You are not talking to a cheap, dirty Vegas Ho here, pal! I normally only cater to well-known celebrities and politicians and I'm tested exactly every two weeks.  And are you a cop?” she demanded. 

“Really?” I laughed. “Hell no! I'm way too honest to be a cop, and If I was a cop I would just fuck you or arrest you then fuck you for free in my cop car!” I said and she laughed.

“OK, deal then, I'll give you the good looking young man's discount,” she too easily said smiling. 

At that moment, the negotiations were over, I had just negotiated my first hooker deal, I was proud and I was in a drunk love. It's strange to fall in love with a stranger let alone a hooker especially that quick but on a physical level she was the one, I would have done anything for her, I'd offer her anything I had just for a chance to get to know her better. But as a genetically programmed drunken hormone fueled male, I kicked off my shoes and I started to pop my button fly jeans off. “You got a deal, Tinkerbell, let me grab my Trojans  You know, the ones made for horses?” I said smiling and trying to be cute. 

She smiled. “Trojans? No way with those!” she said. “I have a severe latex allergy since I was a child,” she said and quickly started digging deep into her perfume scented yellow leather purse. She shuffled through several random items and as I glanced down, I saw her sort through packs of gum, mints, tampons, pepper sprays, lip glosses, a pink nail file, a clean pair of extra white g string panties and even a tiny chrome finished Derringer .22 caliber revolver with a bright yellow grip. As the shiny barrel reflected her face, and I could imagine she was the type of girl who would use her chrome mirrored gun barrel just to check her lipstick and fix her makeup. I thought nothing much of it since I was sure a girl needs protection in this line of work. She continued to fumble through an array of several bright colored condom packages that normally fill the bottom of a hooker’s purse. She selected one from the very bottom, a shiny gold wrapped condom package; it reminded me of a Willie Wonka's magic ticket as Lacy held it up and it caught the light. “Yup, you know the drill, big boy, the quicker you wrap it, the sooner you get to slap it,” she said as she grabbed my hand and patted her firm round ass with it, and I squeezed a piece of heaven on earth and then she twirled my finger around her Tinkerbell tattoo and down her cleavage as I got even harder for her. “You will love this condom,” she said like a spokesmodel. “It's really new, it's a full skin like natural feel with a nice tingling and warming sensation, extra throbbing, it's for both of us and it helps me climax, you know, a girl should enjoy her work." She smirked. 

“Oh, I like that, I've never had my tinkler tingled before, I'm excited to try it with you. So, special just for me?” I asked smiling and at that moment I did feel special. I think she might just like me, especially if she got to know me.  I would treat her like gold and do anything for her, I thought as I grabbed the condom, kicked my jeans completely off and hastily ripped open the shiny gold ticket to ecstasy. I tossed the package on the floor and proudly rolled the condom down on my hard stick. It didn't take more than about 4 or 5 seconds, the tingling started to build up into a warm heat, soon followed by an even warmer sensation. “Oh I like this!” I said.  

She smiled saying, “I told you, you would.” 

A few more seconds and it got a bit uncomfortable, then a hotter sensation. "Ooh that's hot."  “Panties off! Let's do this, Tinkerbell!” I said.

Five more seconds went by as she said, “Wait a sec, Babe,” and fumbled with her heels, kicking them off and lifting her tight dress. Then as I was about to say how super-hot she was, my every groin muscle tightened up, now the tingly sensation was gone. It was immediately replaced with pure sharp pain, the pain ignited like a hot breath of hell, felt like someone lit a plumber's torch. Feelings of a blue roaring flame surrounded my shaft, the intense explosion of pain was sobering, I broke into a sweat of pain, as I cried, "What the fuck?" and ran to the bathroom pleading mercy from the ignition of pain. Oh God! I peeled what felt like a melting condom off my bright red shaft and immediately started splashing cold tap water on the bright red rocket as I felt nausea.  

Trying to wash away this oily bleach substance and just trying to get the burning greasy lube off of myself all while yelling at the hooker, “What the fuck! You fucken fire cocked me you bitch!” I cried again and it kept on burning as the warm chlorine Vegas water was not helping, I thought I could even hear a burning sizzle. No pain ever compared to this intense burn. I kept running water then tried soap on my now limp but burning red appendage. I could smell the mixture on my hands, as it was some type of mix of orange peel oil, combined with a bleach scent. It was a level five derma toxin and it burned so hard I was jumping up and down in bolts of pain. 

"Oh dear, Babe, you must just be allergic to the warming oils" were the last words I heard her say in a concerned tone of voice. But she knew what she had done. She knew how earlier that night she had used a hypodermic needle to first suck out any lube then re-inject the condom package with this bleach, orange peel oil, to create a derma toxic concoction. Then she simply re-sealed the tiny hole in the gold package with a speck of glue. Burning in agony my drunk head snapped back into reality as I heard the thick hotel door clank shut with a thud from around the corner.   

I instantly knew it, even before I looked, that lovely little hooker fucked me over! As I hopped back into the room, scanning all around, “Lacy!” I yelled. But the room was empty and of course, my jeans holding my phone, wallet, credit cards, keys and the night's winnings all rolled up and were now gone. I was willing to pay her more than a fair price in exchange for some slippery sex, but I was now truly fucked by that fancy assed little hooker. I know the pain was bad but the pain of her doing this to my ego was a thousand times worse. "Fuck, Fuck!" I yelled as I limped in double pain with my now throbbing bleach burnt dick covered in a wet towel. I limped out into the hallway to try and catch her, looking both ways and she was gone in the night like a banshee. With my sprain, I couldn't sprint to catch her even if I saw her, then I heard a familiar clank behind me, to realize the door had now shut and locked behind me. I had no pants on, just a wet face towel covering my burning appendage.  

It took me a second to figure out I had just been locked out and the night went from a horrible pain to an angering rage, loss and embarrassment to fuel my throbbing headache. I heard the sound of hotel guests in the distance down the hall. I froze. I didn't know whether to go left or right. I was not a violent guy but at this point I just wanted to find my hooker and slap her. She was now pretty far gone leaving me in pain and predicament, naked with nowhere to go and no guest phone in sight. I was on the verge of a breakdown now almost laughing and crying as things could not be worse. I fell to my knees, then a flicker of hope. Around the corner came a short, chubby, Mexican angel in a white jacket, a room service waiter picking up some ketchup smeared dinner plates and trays from the hallway. “Are you Ok, Signor?” he asked.

“No!  A fucken bitch ripped me off,” I told him. “I need to get back in my room please! Behind that door, there is a gold condom package, it smells like orange peels and bleach and it's on the floor as well as a cracked mini champagne bottle. Please, man!”

“You don't have your key?”

“No, man, where the fuck would I have my key? You want to search me?” I asked. “I'm not lying, man!” I said and begged him to let me back in my room. 

“OK OK, relax, but wait here.” Without laughing too much he used his master key, slid open the door and peeked in to confirm the scene first then he let me in.  
“Thanks so much, my brother,” I said. 
After all, it was Vegas and he was used to such types of scenes. He said, “I must say your story is crazy, yes amigo wild Vegas women, not too uncommon to have a hooker clean you out in Vegas. You got the trick roll here, man, that crazy stuff happens here in Vegas-town all the time. You be more careful. You can't even call la Policia, man. Hiring hooker is no legal in city you bad boy,” he said smiling shaking his finger. “The last guy who got ripped off and complained had to come back for court and I think he got a fine for hiring a hooker. You may want to find a nice girl next time or go to a Bunny Ranch, they have nice chicas there,” the Mexican angel informed me. 

“Thanks, man, thanks; I’d tip you but she stole my money
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