
        
            [image: cover]
        



 




 


 


Midnight Sex in
Detroit

Copyright © 2011 by Marsell Morris

Smashwords Edition

All rights reserved.

 


 


 


This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only.

This ebook may not be re-sold or given away
to other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient.

If you’re reading this book and did not
purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please
return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy.

Thank you for respecting the hard work of
this author.

 


 



 


 


The characters and dialogues contained
here-in are products of the author's imagination, and are not to be
construed as real. Any resemblance to an actual person, living or
dead, is entirely coincidental. The situations here-in, although
fictional, mirror real life situations in Detroit’ sex trade.

 


 



 


 


This novel is written for entertainment purposes
only, and shouldn’t be considered or used as a reference material.
Be forewarned, to keep it real, some of the language contained in
these pages is in the street vernacular. Some might find the sex
references candid, but necessary to the telling of the whole story
of the people in the sex trade, and what motivates them. It’s
because the sex references are candid, this material shouldn’t be
considered proper reading for minors.

 


 



 




Midnight Sex in Detroit

By: Marsell Morris (Mojo)

Mojo7books.com

 


 



Prologue

 


…That's when Cat started screaming. She
continued to lay there, screaming, his warm blood covering her
naked body. She continued to scream, until she lost her voice. Her
mouth open, no sound coming out, she screamed. She screamed
silently, until, and after the police kicked in her apartment’s
door, having been summoned by a neighbor, who heard the gun shots
and her screaming. She silently screamed while in the ambulance.
She screamed until the emergency room doctor gave her something to
quiet her down. When that wore off, she woke up, and began
screaming again, physically and mentally, she screamed. This
behavior continued for several days. Day and night, as she relived
the gun shot, and the memory of the hot blood on her ravaged body,
she screamed…

 


 



Chapter 1

 


 


"Come on Boss, you know I had a hard night,"
Lillie told Boss-Man, as she stood in front of the old, retired,
pimp, with her robe open, and showing her naked body, while hoping
to weaken his resolve.

"I don't care what kind of night you had.
This ain't no shelter or flophouse. You know the rules. If you use
a room, you pays me ten-dollars," Boss-Man countered, while knowing
what Lillie was trying to do.

"But, all I did was take a nap in the room.
No one needed it. I was dead on my feet. Come on, give a working
girl a break, and besides, I don't have a dime to my name right
now. I gave what little money I made last night to you for dope,"
Lillie pleaded, but knew she was whipping a dead horse.

"Okay, I’ll tell you what we’ll do — you know
I'm a big softy when it comes to you girls. Let's take this matter
to Boss-Lady. We’ll go by her decision," Boss resolved, as he
turned, and started up the stairs to find his helpmate, common law
wife, and house madam.

“Wait, Boss, we can...” Lillie began to say
to the stubborn old man, but saw he wasn’t going to listen, and was
continuing up the stairs to find Lady.

Boss-Man knew if Lillie and he continued
their discussion, she would eventually offer him some sex in
payment for the room, and he couldn’t trust himself to turn her
down. He couldn't trust himself around any of the fine young
hookers who worked in his whorehouse, especially Lillie.

He found Boss-Lady, sometimes called Lady for
short, in an upstairs bathroom. Knocking on the door, he told her
to come down stairs when she’d finished in there. He explained he
needed her help to settle a small matter.

 


Lillie wasn't pleased about Lady being
brought in to settle the matter. Lillie knew Boss-Lady was always
on the lookout for someone to perform in the weekend sex shows she
liked to put on. It wasn't that she, although, not being lesbian,
didn't enjoy the freaky action with Lady, who only wanted to give
instead of receive, she didn't like doing it in front of a crowd of
cat calling, horny, old men. Servicing the men, individually, was
no problem, but being the center of a freak show was not her cup of
tea. The only up-side to participating in the sex shows was she
made a lot of money on those nights. She’d have a lot of hard work
ahead of her, as she would be in demand, but the money was good,
and she could take a couple days off from her day to day tricking,
and smoke dope with her comrades until they passed out from
exhaustion.

 


"Now, what is the problem with you two?" Lady
asked Boss, and Lillie, after coming down the stairs in her
in-house attire, a house robe open and flapping in the breeze, and
exposing her bra and panties. She went to the couch and sat down,
her protruding belly covering her lap, while Boss and Lillie stood
and laid out their sides of their story — Boss-Man beginning his
argument first.

"I found Lillie here sleeping in one of the
rooms upstairs instead of down in the basement with the rest of the
girls. Now I want her to pay the ten-dollar rent for using the
room. What do you think?" he asked, already knowing Lady’s answer,
and turned to take a seat in the corner of the spacious front room.
He knew she liked Lillie and wouldn’t hesitate to use any excuse to
draft her for her weekend show.

Lillie countered with her argument, after
giving Boss a sidelong glance. She was in trouble and knew it.

Old bastard, she thought, as she
turned to make her plea to Lady, now pulling her housecoat tight
around her body and held securely with her crossed arms.

"Lady, I only went back to the room to make
the bed after letting my trick out, as we were told too. I paid for
the time me and my trick were in there. After I made the bed, and
since there was no one left to use it, I decided to lay down and
regain my strength, and accidentally fell asleep. It was an
accident, I didn’t plan to sleep in the room last night."

Lady sat back on the couch, crossed her arms
over her heavy breast, and appeared to be considering both sides of
the argument. Actually her mind was already made up, as Boss-man
had suspected.

"Well, Lillie,” Lady began. “You know why we
don't allow you, and the other working girls to sleep in the rooms.
You know y’all would be smoking dope, eating, and who knows what
else in those rooms. That’s why we charge ten-dollars when you use
the room for tricking or anything else. Besides, it's hard to keep
them rooms clean. They should be used to make money, and make money
only," Lady explained, for the un-tenth time.

"I know, but it was an accident, and..."
Lillie started to explain, but was cut off.

"I don't want to hear it,” Lady said, sitting
up on the couch. “Pay the money or you is my next partner in this
weekend’ show."

I knew it, I knew it, Lillie thought,
that old lesbian freak wasn’t going to let me off the hook.
She’s always trying to rope me into them damn shows.

"On the other hand," Boss-Lady, continued,
"you can always pack your stuff and get out. Walk the streets to
get your tricks. I don't care which you do. It's all the same to
me," she said, as she got up from the couch and headed for the
kitchen to cook a little breakfast.

 


******

 


Boss-Lady was a slightly overweight,
bi-sexual freak, the results of spending many years behind bars,
and now that she had someone to freak with this weekend, she wasn't
going to let Lillie get off the hook that easy.

Lady’s threat to have Lillie vacate wasn’t
serious. If Lillie decide to take her up on it, she would have
withdrawn the ultimatum, but knew she wouldn’t have too. She’d
roped Lillie into performing with her before, and had a suspicion
Lillie actually liked it a little. She also knew Lillie liked
living in the whorehouse, and having ready access to the many
willing tricks and plenty of available dope.

 


******

 


Lillie knew Lady was going to make that decision, but
was not serious about her moving. Lady was always on the lookout
for a freak partner and she was Ladies favorite.

I don't know why she won't move in a
girlfriend to freak with, she’d thought in the past? Why not
a lesbo like her, Lillie thought, as she watched the back of
the leaving Lady with her oversized butt jiggling under her flimsy
housecoat, and who was more stubborn than Boss?

Maybe she’s worried about Boss-Man getting
to close to anyone she might move in, and he kicking her old butt
out? It wouldn't be the first time something like that had happened
before Lady arrived on the scene.

 


Boss-Man was sitting in the corner watching
the exchange. He hoped Lillie chose the party route instead of
leaving. He, like the rest of the men who visited his whorehouse,
liked to watch Lady’s shows as much as Lady liked participating in
them.

 


"Wait, Lady, can I pay you with the money
from my first trick tonight?" Lillie asked, while hurriedly
following Lady to the large kitchen.

"I is done said all I got to say about the
situation,” Lady said, and kept walking.

Lillie knew that tone. No point in trying to
change her mind now. She stopped following Lady and turned to go
down stairs to her small matchbox sized room in the basement, while
glaring at Boss as she passed. If she’d gotten up a few minutes
earlier, she’d have been able to sneak down to her room and no one
would have been the wiser.

That damn Boss — he never misses anything
around this joint, she thought, as she walked down the stairs,
on her way to her basement room. Everybody else in the damn
place is asleep — why couldn’t that money hungry old fart be asleep
too?

Seeing there was no way out of the less than
preferable situation, Lillie decided to wake her working companions
to tell them what’d just happened.

As for Boss-Man, he was pleased with the
outcome, and went to his room upstairs to check on the stash of
dope he kept in a closet safe. The weekend was coming, and he had
to make sure he had enough to serve a few customers and his working
girls. If he needed more, he would have to get a hold of Big-D, his
supplier, and tell him to bring a couple balls with him when he
came by as he normally did on the weekend.

Seeing he had enough, he laid down on the
bed, turned on the television, and waited for Lady to finish
cooking the morning’ breakfast.

 


******

 


Boss-Man, an old retired pimp, sold Crack,
weed, and liquor, as well as provided a place for hookers to turn
tricks. He was a pimp back in the day when pimping was popular. He
gave up pimping when he got older, and didn’t have the strength or
desire to keep the girls in line. He no longer took the women’s
money as in the past, but charged the women for using his upstairs
rooms to turn tricks, as well as provide a place for an amours
fella to get laid by a woman who wouldn’t give him a dose of the
clap.

Back when he was pimping, and despite his
lavish manner of dressing, and the purchase of several fancy cars,
he managed to stash away a few dollars — the reason he didn't want
to get completely out of the sex trade after retiring.

When he first retired from pimping, he tried
filming sex movies, but ran into a problem with marketing, and
distribution. He was limited to, more or less, local sales in
liquor stores. Besides, his amateurish movies weren't of the
highest quality. He couldn't make enough profit, when the
exorbitant cost of paying the actors, directors, and buying film,
lights, and other things factored in. That, and the profit margin
the store owners wanted for selling his films, really cut into his
share. He made a few dollars, but not what he was accustomed too.
So he decided to go back into his trade of expertise, prostitution,
but not as a pimp.

He bought an aging, run down, mansion, in an
eastside, Detroit, neighborhood on the decline. He was able to get
the house for a song and a dance. The previous owner of the large
house wanted to move out of the deteriorating neighborhood, and was
glad to let someone else handle the property taxes and maintenance
of the large house.

The tri-level house was huge, with a small
indoor swimming pool, which Boss didn't use, a ballroom, several
bed and bathrooms, a Library, a basement running the entire length
of the house, and a four-car garage he did use.

The huge library and ballroom where sectioned
off into smaller rooms, and used to house the dice and card tables,
along with a full-sized pool table.

The expansive basement had several storage
rooms converted to bedrooms for the working girls to live and sleep
in, free of charge. He never used the three rooms on the third
floor, and kept them sealed off to save on heating, but they were
there in case he decided to bring in more girls, but for now, the
three women he had were more than enough to take care of the horny
tricks coming by.

It only cost him a few thousand dollars to
make the large house livable. The cost should have been much
higher, but he found a way to pay for only the construction
materials.

By convincing many of the bootleg craftsmen
to except a diet of sex from his working girls, he had little or no
labor cost.

After moving into the house, and before he
began his renovations, he drove around town in one of his fancy
cars while looking for streetwalkers who were strolling the track.
Not just any streetwalker, he wanted only the nice looking working
girls. He wanted the reputation of supplying only top quality
merchandise. He wanted girls who had a drug habit by which he could
control them. He offered the girls a place to stay — a place to get
dope, and a place where they could get, and turn tricks, without
the hassle of the police, or worries of being harmed, or having to
deal with bad weather.

In the beginning, he allowed the women to
sleep in the rooms upstairs, until he got the basemen rooms ready
for them to move into. He had no problem getting a few eager
hookers to move in. The living arrangements were the next best
thing to becoming a high priced call-girl. Although, Boss's girls
were not bad looking, they weren’t call-girl material, except maybe
Lillie, who had the looks, and the body, but didn't have the
mentality to become top-notched and work on her own.

His next step was to invest in dope — weed,
crack, and heroin. He also kept a extensive supply of liquor of
various brands sold at twice the street price. The dope was to keep
the girls close at hand. He knew most hookers used, and why
shouldn't he make the money they were going to spend on it? And by
supplying their needs they had no reason to leave the house. His
cleverly schemed plan worked to perfection. He didn’t have to take
the money from the working girls anymore, because every dime they
made, willingly, came right back to him.

The hard liquor was for the male visitors. He
knew drunks would spend. And he knew how to take advantage of the
drinkers. He would sell the liquor to the patron until the
unwitting customer became intoxicated. At that point, he’d give the
liquor to the individual in an attempt to get him drunk enough to
loosen the unsuspecting patron’s purse strings. Once the individual
was drunk, he would set his girls on him, trying to get the last
dollar out of his pocket, and for the most part, his method of
operation was effective. Many of the men who came in with a pay
check, left the house broke, and wondering how they got that
way.

It was not long before his operation was up
and running at full tilt, and a complete success. His place was so
mellow his bouncer/doorman, Big Al, was rarely needed. Most of the
gents who visited his place were closer to his age, and although
they got into arguments, never got physical. The younger weekend
crowd knew better than to start something in his place. They would
be banned. And because they liked coming to Boss's, they behaved
themselves.

It could be said Boss's place was as much an
after-hours blind pig, as was a whorehouse. Men dropped by Boss's
during the week, sometimes just to see what was going on, or to get
a late night after-hours drink. On the weekend his place was
standing room only with all the rooms in use including the upstairs
tricking rooms. The weekend freak shows had a lot to do with the
popularity of his place, and increased weekend business.

As can be expected, when running a business
like his, a few well placed contributions, kept the law at bay, and
as long as he got no complaints from his neighbors, he was free to
operate.

******

 


Lillie, after her unfruitful talk with
Boss-Lady, went to the basement to tell her cohorts of her
unfortunate situation. Gloria, and Shirley, were still asleep in
their austere rooms barely large enough to house two twin beds and
a small dresser. Gloria and Shirley slept together while Lillie had
a room to herself. Lillie woke the girls from their midday sleep.
The girls weren’t happy about being disturbed out of their sleep,
but rolled over and pretended to listen anyway.

"Why is it always me Lady picks to freak
with?" Lillie complained to her sisters in crime who were still
half asleep and only partially listening, and as she sat on the
side of Shirley’s bed. “How come you two always get away free? It
just ain't right. Lady knows I don't like doing that sort of thing
in front of a lot of people, but she keeps coming after me. It just
ain't right."

 


******

 


The women knew the answer, but they would
never admit it to Lillie. Lillie was pursued by Lady for the same
reason Lillie was always pursued by the best clients. For the same
reason she always received more money for her services. For the
same reason she always got larger tips. For the same reason she was
always asked for, although the other girls were available. The
plain truth was Lillie was much more attractive, not just
appearance wise, but personality, and body wise. Lillie was more
sexually responsive, and was fun to be with. She could reach an
orgasm at the drop of a hat. She was easy to please, and didn’t
have to put on an act, faking a lot of noises while pretending to
enjoy her work. Lillie had a way of making men feel good about
themselves. Not that the other women were unattractive. Gloria and
Shirley were beautiful — the only way Boss-Man would have it. If
they weren't nice looking they wouldn’t be there. The difference
between they and Lillie was they were drug addicts first, and used
prostitution to support their habits, while Lillie was both, a sex
addict, and drug addict.

Lillie, at five-foot-four, just under
one-hundred pounds, caramel skinned, perfectly proportioned body,
with an angelic face, and short curly hair, was born to give, and
receive pleasure. Had she been born during earlier times, she would
have been someone like Cleopatra, or maybe the head courtesan of a
king, if not the queen. Were it not for her drug habit, Lillie
could have easily married up, or with proper direction, could have,
at least, moved up to the call-girl ranks, and big money. That's
why Lady manipulates Lillie into her freak shows more often than
the other girls. And Gloria and Shirley, who Lillie was complaining
too, wished she would shut up and stop her moaning. As far as they
were concerned, Lillie had it all and should be grateful, even if
she did have to deal with Lady every now and again.

 


******

 


"What did you do, baby girl?" Gloria asked
Lillie, faking real concern.

 


******

 


Gloria was the oldest of the three girls,
being almost thirty, and the first girl to work in the house.
Although not as fine as Lillie, Gloria was no slouch. She was about
five foot seven, one hundred and fifteen, curvaceous, pounds.
Slightly darker complexed than Lillie, she had beautiful eyes, and
a nice smile. Her naturally long, past shoulder length hair, framed
her pretty face. Her Crack addiction was the controlling factor in
her life. Whoring in Boss's house was about as far as she would go
in life, and considering her addiction, she was lucky to have
that.

She had one child who was being taken care of
by her mother, and whom she rarely visited. Her mother, long ago
had given up on trying to get her to clean up her act, and resigned
herself to the care of her five-year-old granddaughter. The
grandmother was raising her granddaughter without any child support
from the child’s father, mainly because the child was a trick-baby,
and the father was unknown from the time Gloria was working the
streets. Gloria swore she was going to try and visit her daughter
more often, but could never seem to stay sober long enough to make
good on her promise.

 


******

 


"That's just it," Lillie answered Gloria.
“All I did was fall asleep in one of the rooms upstairs, by
accident. I was tired — my last trick wore me out. You remember
when I bought y’all the rocks last night?"

"Yeah girl, thanks for the hit," Shirley
answered, as she rolled over and sat up in her bunk sized bed
across the room from Gloria’s.

"Well, anyway," Lillie continued. “After we
smoked the dope, I remembered I hadn't made up the bed, and gotten
rid of the condom, so I went back to the room to take care of that.
I was so tired I laid on the bed to kind of get my strength back —
you know what I mean, and I accidentally fell asleep until this
morning."

"Well, what's wrong with that, you paid for
the room didn't you?" Gloria asked.

"Hell yeah, but Boss-Lady said I only paid
for using the room to turn the trick, not to sleep in. She said I
owe her ten more dollars, ten more dollars I don't have. Now she
wants me to freak with her — ain't that a blip?" Lillie said, while
falling backwards onto Gloria's bed.

"Sure is, girl friend, she could have let you
go until you make some money tonight. She knows it's Friday night,
and you’ll be rolling in cash. Hell if I had any money, I would
loan it to you," Shirley lied — she knew if she had any money, she
would be smoking rocks right now.

Actually Shirley was glad Lillie was on the
spot. If the room rent was paid, and Lillie was released from her
obligation, Lady might come after her — let Lillie take the
heat.

"But you know why she won't let you pay her
later?" Shirley continued, trying to faint sympathy. “It's because
she likes your ass. You know she is a big old bi-sexual freak, and
likes partying with you, and turning you out. Don't take this
personally, but better you than me. I feel for you honey," she
said, this time being truthful.

"Yeah I kind of figured something like that,"
Lillie relented, and continued, "but I tell you what — I ain't
going to let myself get caught up in this bullcrap again, although
I have to admit the old girl is damn good with her tongue. I just
don’t like doing it in front of all them freaky men no matter how
much it turns them on.”

"A-men to that," Gloria agreed. “I’ll tell
you a trick I learned. Do what I do when she was doing me — close
your eyes, and pretend you is making a movie, or turning a trick,
and lay back, and enjoy it girlfriend."

"I guess you’re right. I ain't got much
choice. It's either, do what she wants, or leave, and you have to
admit this is a sweet setup, and I don't want to leave," Lillie
relented.

"I hear that," agreed Gloria.

Lillie excused herself and went to her room
to hit that last little piece of Crack she’d stashed away earlier.
Upstairs, Lady finished cooking brunch for everyone...

 


******

 


Lady wasn’t the first female to take up
residents in Boss-Man's whorehouse as the madam. Boss tried to run
the house on his own, but found dealing with a gaggle of women was
not as simple as he thought. He, somewhat, had an idea the girls
were playing him, but didn’t know how to prove or stop it. It
seemed to him they were having to many "times of the month." He
felt they used "I'm on my period" as an excuse to not work,
especially when they had something to smoke. He had no problem with
the girls having their monthly, but it seemed they had more visits
than was normal. He had a hard time keeping records of the last
time the girls were incapacitated. He needed some female assistance
in that area. He was on the lookout for a madam to help him run the
place.

Seeking help, he first tried a young woman.
She was to be the house lady, and his lover. It wasn't long before
he realized he’d made a mistake. The woman became very pushy,
possessive, and jealous of his sporadic rumps with any talent other
than her. After only six months, he had to let her go. When he
offered her a chance to going the other girls and move down stairs
with them, she refused. She knew she’d been a little harsh in her
treatment of the other girls, and knew she wasn’t welcomed by them,
besides, how could she lower herself to the status of another whore
in the house, when she’d been the house madam, she decided? So,
when Lady came along, he immediately drafted her, and gave her the
moniker of Boss-Lady.

Lady didn’t approach Boss-Man to become the
house lady. Having heard of Boss’s place and how he let the girls
work in a safe and controlled environment, her first intentions,
being an old experienced prostitute, was to work in the house along
side the other girls.

Although, a little overweight, Lady wasn’t
bad looking and could occasionally pull a trick or two, but Boss
wasn’t having any of that. For one thing, she was much to old at,
forty-five, and just a little on the heavy side to be working in
his place. He wanted only, hot, young, and slim, honeys, working
with him. After all, he would avail himself of their services every
now and then. Even Gloria, who was approaching thirty, was getting
close to the age limit. She would have to go before too much longer
he’d decided, but kept to himself.

Lady, not getting the position she wanted,
decided to except the assignment of madam when she found she could,
with Boss’ endorsement, engage one of the girls in a little, hot,
steamy, lesbian action, from time to time. It hadn’t been long
since she'd been released from prison. During her extended stay,
twelve-years in the gray bar hotel, Lady found she had a
predilection for women. The few times she had to sleep with Boss
didn't bother her. She would pretend he was a trick, and do what
she had to do. Besides his old ass wasn't that demanding, anyway,
even with the Viagra he occasionally took. What the hell, he was
providing her with a place to stay, with food, the opportunity to
have a little gay sex, and on top of it all, he paid her to keep
things running smoothly. Damn right, she would do the old fart.
Besides, Boss was getting old at sixty-nine, and didn’t have the
will or the energy to argue with his working women, and having
Boss-Lady do the dirty work of keeping the girls in line, kept him
on their good side.

Boss gave Boss-Lady the last word as far as
household matters were concerned, and she wielded her authority to
the max. One thing was for sure — all those days off because "I'm
on my period, and having cramps, and can't work" stopped. Lady was
unpredictable, she threatened too, and sometimes did, make a woman
who was complaining of her period, drop her draws, and show her the
napkin, or tampon. And if a girl was fool enough to get on the bad
side of Lady, have mercy on her. Lady would make the girl service
the clients in other ways, even if it was their time of the month,
or make them perform in her shows, not just one weekend, but
sometimes, several weekends at a time.

“Don’t know dripping, stop no tricking,” Lady
would say when rubbed the wrong way.

 


******

 


The brunch prepared, Lady summoned the girls
from downstairs to come up and eat. “Come on girls and eat. Y’all
has to keep your strength up. This is the first of the month as
well as the weekend, y’all be busy tonight, especially you,
Lillie," she yelled down from the top of the basement stairs.

Lillie, hurried and stashed her stem after
hearing Ladies remarks, and pulling her housecoat tight around her,
hustled down the hall while looking up towards the ceiling of the
hallway the floor of the kitchen, and in silent protest, gave Lady
the one finger salute, with a twist, and a pump, as she walked by
Shirley’s and Gloria’s opened bedroom door.

“A-men that,” Shirley said, in reference to
Lillie’s jester, and as she and Gloria began getting out of their
beds. One thing was for sure — Lady fed everyone well, and there
wasn’t no point in letting the food get cold.

Lillie stopped, and went back to her room to
put on some underwear. For some reason, she no longer felt
comfortable about going upstairs while naked under her housecoat,
particularly while knowing Lady would be staring at her across the
kitchen table with a grin on her old, fat, face. She hoped Lady
didn’t start talking about how she was going to give her some of
her sweet tongue, as Lady sometimes did, and without the slightest
hint of shame, as the group ate.

 


As the women sat down at the kitchen table,
and as Lady sat Lillie’s plate in front of her, Lady, as expected,
was grinning with a sinister smile, which made Lillie loose her
appetite, but she forced herself to eat anyway, while knowing once
the weekend crowd began showing up, she wouldn’t have a chance to
grab a bite.

She knew if she stopped tricking long enough
to ask Lady for something to eat, Lady would tell her, “you’ll eat
the next time I tells you too, won’t you?”

 


 



Chapter 2

 


 


Friday night, the night Lillie dreaded, had
arrived. Boss’s place was jumping, with all the rooms in use except
the tricking rooms upstairs. For some reason, the girls weren’t
taking care of business the way they’d normally would, while
walking around in their housecoats and naked underneath, and while
trying to get the customers in a tricking mindset.

Lady was in her room watching a program she
never missed, when Big Al, the bouncer, knocked on her door. Lady
got up from her bed and answered the door, while wearing her
panties and bra and while keeping one eye on the television.

“Sorry to bother you, Lady, but the fellas
was wondering where the girls are,” Al began. “They said they wants
to spend some money, but ain’t nobody upstairs where they is
supposed to be, and a couple fellas wants a polish sausage sandwich
from the kitchen.”

“Oh, really,” Lady said, as she went back to
the bed to grab her customary housecoat. “Damn, those girls is
getting lazier by the day,” she said. “Thanks Al, I’ll be down in a
minute.”

“No problem, Lady,” Al, responded, and turned
to go back downstairs to watch the men in the poker room gamble.
He, as the bouncer, was rarely needed because most of the customers
were older fellas that didn’t tend to create a disturbance, but
Boss kept him around just in case.

Boss-Lady, coming down the stairs, and seeing
no girls upstairs displaying
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