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Fifty or so miles outside
of Las Vegas down a long dusty dirt road sits a large white church.
The stained glass windows at the top of the building catch the
sizzling rays of Nevada sunshine and turn them into prismatic beams
of light. The church, once abandoned, is again teaming with life.
Just not with the type of worshipers you would expect.

J.D. Anderson moved west
from Texas to make it big in Hollywood but only got as far as the
Nevada California line. J.D’s first trip through Vegas bankrupted
him and his dreams of settling down in L.A. Hungry and penniless,
he took a job as a dishwasher in one of the smaller casinos at the
edge of town. His natural charisma and charm, it wasn’t long before
he left the back of the restaurant for the front of the house. J.D.
thrived in his promotion to blackjack dealer. He rubbed elbows with
rich and powerful high rollers imagining himself in their very
expensive shoes someday.

During his time as a
dealer, he got to know the regulars that frequented the casinos and
he picked up on the truly hottest game in town…prostitution. He
would see the pimps strutting up and down the floor draped in the
hottest pussy he had ever seen. These girls did not look like the
hookers that trolled the streets in downtown Dallas, no, these
girls looked like they had just stepped out of the pages of a
magazine.

J.D knew that these pimps
were making a killing in Vegas, and he wanted a piece of the action
for himself.

Fast forward ten years and
J.D. Anderson was a household name. He had worked his way up from
pimping two hookers on the Vegas strip, to owning his very own
Nevada brothel. When the Pahrump Baptist Church went belly up, J.D.
snapped it up for a song. He decided to leave the stained glass
windows and steeple intact for the irony. The town was less than
thrilled when he named his whorehouse “7th Heaven” and added a huge
neon sign depicting a very sinful angel. But, with the county’s
zoning laws, and prostitution being legal in Nevada, there was
little the town folk could do to stop him.

The black town car raced
down the dirt road toward 7th Heaven leaving tiny dust cyclones in
its wake. Danica Withers sat in the backseat fiddling with the
zipper on her brand new luggage. Three hours ago she was boarding a
plane from Kansas, and now she was pulling into the parking lot of
her greatest adventure.

Danica had turned
twenty-one that Saturday and packed her bags before the smoke had
even cleared from the candles on her cake. She loathed the small
town nowhere Kansas life that she was stuck in. Her greatest fear
was being a living repeat of her Mother. She would sooner die than
marry a farmer, have a pack of ankle-biters and condemn herself to
a life of boredom. Danica wanted to be somebody. She wanted to be
the master of her own destiny, and most of all, have some fun! One
of her friends from school told her about striking it rich as an
escort in Vegas. Danica never had any complaints from the
boyfriends she happily satisfied below the bleachers at football
games, so she figured pleasing the masses in Vegas would be easy
money.

The town car pulled off the
dirt road onto the nearly empty parking lot of the brothel. Danica
was grateful for the slow pace of a Monday afternoon as she grabbed
her bags and headed toward the entrance. An electronic chime
sounded above her head as she walked through the threshold and into
a dimly lit bar area. Six women of all shapes and sizes trotted
down a narrow hallway and greeted Danica as she stood awkwardly
holding her bags at the bar.

“Hi sweetheart, you must
be Danica,” J.D said, rounding the bar and taking the bags from her
trembling hands. The gravity of what she was undertaking hit her
like a sledgehammer. Her excitement mingled with anxiety giving her
a wicked case of the shakes.

“You are shaking like a
leaf honey, let’s get you set up in one of the rooms and you can
relax a bit.”

J.D. lead the way past the
gaggle of lingerie-clad ladies who smiled at Danica as she made her
way down the hall. The narrow hallway was lined with doors on
either side, there were ten in all, not counting the one marked
“office” at the very end. All of the doors were shut except for one
that was second to last on the right-hand side. J.D. walked through
the open door, heaving her bags onto the freshly made bed. The
décor was pretty basic, there was a bed with black sheets and a
black satin bedspread, a large mirror taking up most of the space
on the wall opposite the bed, and a tiny bathroom with only a
toilet and a pedestal sink at the corner.

“The rules here are
simple…” J.D. began, taking a seat on the edge of the bed. “First,
you only do what you feel comfortable doing. If a customer wants
something you don’t want to do, refer him to one of the other
girls. Second, after you decide on what they want, you negotiate
the price and take the payment to the office. Third, if you need
anything at all, the other girls, Jeanette in the office, or I
myself are always here to help. Any questions?”

Danica stood at the end of
the bed trying to absorb what J.D. had just thrown at her. She
shook her head no in response to his question and smiled politely
as he stood to leave.

“Take your time and get
unpacked, and when you are ready you can meet the girls at the
bar.”

The door closed behind J.D.
leaving Danica alone in the room with her thoughts. Her nerves were
really getting the best of her as she unpacked her suitcases. The
email Jeanette had sent her gave her suggestions as to the “proper”
attire to bring with her to the brothel. Her heavy luggage was
filled to the brim with silky lacy things, most of them still with
the tags on. She had devoted an entire bag to shoes, which now in
retrospect, was extreme overkill. All of the girls that had
gathered to meet her sported the same lucite heels. Danica was
thankful that at least one of the twenty pairs she had packed would
match the other ladies.

Stripping off her jeans
and sweatshirt, she picked out her favorite red thong and bra set
and gave herself a look in the mirror. She took a deep breath as
she gazed at her sexy reflection. This is
it, she said to herself as she gathered
the courage to walk nearly naked back to the bar.

“Just a coke,” Danica said
in a tiny voice to the bartender, taking a seat on one of the black
leather barstools. She looked around the room seeing only three of
the six other girls still mingling near the entrance.

“Hi honey, My name is
Misti, this is Madame K, and over there near the door is Brandi
Lynn,” The very voluptuous blonde said, pointing to the other two
ladies in the room. Madame K was a tall, thin, mahogany-skinned
woman who looked to be in her thirties. Brandi Lynn, on the other
hand, was a bubbly little brunette that was barely five feet
tall.

Sipping at her soda, Danica
chatted with the trio making small talk. Her anxiety began to
vanish as she learned these woman came from small-town America just
as she had. She really began to feel a kinship with her coworkers,
as if they were just four girls sitting around a break room at
work. The melodic chime of the doorbell broke up their conversation
immediately, as all of the hookers lined up at the side of the bar.
Danica stood at the end of the line-up as the other three women
came dashing out of their rooms and down the hall.

Two men who looked to be in
their late twenties entered the bar area dressed in very expensive
suits. Danica kept her eyes focused on their faces as they scanned
the line-up. The first man chose Brandi Lynn, who giggled and lead
him down the hall to her room. The second of the two studied the
remaining five, lingering on Danica.

“Hey there, I’m Jack. Can
we party?” He asked, looking straight in Danica’s blue
eyes.

“Of course, right this
way,” She stammered, amazed that she was in the thick of it so soon
after arriving.

She teetered her way down
the hall on her sky-high clear stilettos arm in arm with her first
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