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Prologue

 


 


…The atmosphere in the room was thick with
tension, as everyone stopped what they were doing to watch the
spectacle unfolding before them.

Lady was sitting at her table, fuming, and
wishing she could, somehow, impart a measure of justice on the
belligerent fool. She looked at her girls and saw the empathy in
their eyes. It was obvious they were glad they didn’t have to deal
with a nutt-case such as Slim.

When the beaten woman returned with the
double scotch and soda, the preferred drink of Slim, he took one
look at the glass of liquor, and slapped it out of her hand, the
glass and liquor hitting one of the other women seated near him.
“Bitch, you knows I takes three ice cubes in my drinks, not two,”
Slim said, getting up and slapping the woman in the face again, the
slap sounding like a fire cracker going of in the, still quiet,
room.

The woman reeled backward, holding her cheek,
tears streaming down her face.

That was all it took for Fresh to get
involved. He got up from his table, and made a beeline for Slim
while throwing his chair back behind him, it hitting the wall with
a resounding crash. Everyone who was sitting near him were startled
by his sudden action. Kelly and Carmen’s first instinct was to
reach out and attempt to stop Fresh. They knew Slim was packing,
and were afraid Fresh might get shot, but Fresh was well beyond
their reach before they could react.

Slim saw Fresh coming and squared off. When
Fresh was a few steps from him, Slim pulled back his jacket and
exposed the pearl handle of the pistol he had stuck in his
waistband.

Fresh saw the pistol and put up his hand, but
kept coming, slowly. “Whoa, playa. I just wants to ask you
something about pimpology. You sounds like a well versed playa, who
can lay a few words of wisdom on me. You saw my girls laughing back
there. I wants to know how you keeps your girls in line,” Fresh
said, hoping to throw the Jonas pimp off guard, and gain enough
time to get close to him.

“Word, brother. What can Pimping Slim teach
you?” Slim said, while looking over his shoulder to see who was
listening and watching the respect Fresh was seemingly giving
him.

Fresh kept coming, an enraged look in his
eyes.

Just a couple more
feet, he thought, his mind made up, and his
eyes locked on where he was going to hit Slim.

Slim saw the look, but was too vain to pick
up on it. He sat back down, a smile on his long face, causing his
jutting chin to seem to curl up. He wanted to be sure his girls
heard every word of pimpology he was about to impart on an eager
student.

Slim was still smiling, his one gold tooth
flashing, when Fresh walked up to his table. As Fresh got close,
Slim arrogantly looked down and brushed a speck of lint from his
trousers while still mumbling something no one could hear or
understand. When he looked back up, he, for the first time saw in
Fresh’s eyes, Fresh’s, intent. He knew Fresh had tricked him into
dropping his guard. He made a move for the pistol in his waistband,
but wasn’t fast enough. He caught the butt end of a fence post
squarely in the nose, that fence post being Fresh’s fist.

Slim didn’t have a chance. He was unconscious
before he hit the floor while falling heavily in a heap on one
side. His nose was running like a leaky faucet and his eyes were
rolled back into his head. He wasn’t dead, but he would be out for
a while.

Fresh rolled Slim onto his back, and took the
pistol from his waistband, inspected it and then stuck it in his
waistband. Turning, he gave Slim’s startled women a stern look.
“Y’all can stay here, or you can come with me if you is tired of
being whipped on. Your choice,” Fresh said, while signaling with a
crooked finger, for Kelly and Carmen to follow him out of the
club.

As Kelly and Carmen, joined Fresh at the
door, Slims girls, while looking at each other for encouragement,
did the same. Fresh’s stable had just grown by five.

Cadillac Black, got up from his table and
peeped over another table at the prone Slim. After staring at him
for a moment, he returned to his seat at his table with his women,
and said, “yep, that mutha’s knocked clean out all right,” as he
looked at the back of the departing Fresh…

 


 



Introduction

 


 


For those of you protected, uninformed, out
of touch people living in this troubled world, crack is a drug. An
extremely addictive drug. Its principal ingredient is powdered
Cocaine. The Cocaine, along with other ingredients, is cooked in a
cooking jar, which is placed in boiling water. Cold water or an ice
cube is then added until the mixture forms a crystalline rock. The
rock is then removed from the cooking jar, allowed to dry, and when
not dealing in volume, cut up into various sized smaller pieces,
commonly called rocks.

 


The smaller rocks are then bagged in small
handmade baggies, usually made from cut up sandwich bags, and then
sold for use. Depending on the size of the rock, the cost can range
from $2.00 for a small piece the size of, let's say, a half-grain
of rice, up to $120.00 to $140.00 for an 8-ball, which is about the
diameter of a quarter.

 


The user then smokes the rock, which emits a
crackling sound as it is incinerated, hence the name Crack. The
smoker experiences a short euphoric high, which last only a few
seconds. The addictive element of crack is not so much physical as
it is mental. The drug affects the pleasure center of the brain. It
is because the high is so short, and the drug is so addictive, the
user is usually on a constant quest to find a way to get more.

 


Once the addict is thoroughly hooked, they’ll
do almost anything to get more. A male addict, after having sold
anything he may have of value, will beg, steal, borrow, rob, or
result to selling drugs himself, to get his next fix. He’ll have
lost his job. It is not unusual for a strung out crack addict to go
without sleep for several days at a time, either smoking, if he has
the money, or trying to find a way to buy more, if he doesn't.

 


When under the influence, the drug warps the
users thinking process, causes the user to make bad decisions. By
the time he has reached that point, he probably has attained all
the credit from his pusher, as will be allowed. Credit, which he
cannot repay. The dealer, after exhausting all efforts to collect,
usually resorts to violence. The dealer, in some cases, may go as
far as to attempt to take the users life.

 


The female addict would do all of the above
except robbery. Instead of robbing, females tend to resort to
prostitution. In fact, females call smoking crack, sucking on the
glass dick. Their craving for the drug can be so all consuming they
may, in some cases, sell their bodies for as little as a $5.00
rock. Like I said before, when under the influence, the drug warps
the users thinking process, causes the user to make bad
decisions.

 


There are many ways to smoke crack. The most
common method is to place the rock or a portion of it, into a metal
or glass tube of some kind. The tube, more often known as a stem,
can be anything from a socket, from a socket wrench set, to a
rolled up piece of aluminum foil. The most common stems are made of
glass. Stems also can be made from a broken radio or television
antenna. A small piece of char, cut from the kitchen aid,
Chore-Boy, is placed in one end of the stem. This is done to allow
the rock to burn without turning into a liquid, and running,
unburned, down the tube.

 


Of course, crack is smoked many other ways,
such as in a glass pipe, designed specifically for that purpose,
but illegal to sell, too a pipe made of a beer, or soda can, too
simply placing the rock in the end of a cigarette. The point being,
a crack-head will find a way to hit his rock, again, and again, and
again, and…. Well, you get the picture.

 


 



Chapter 1

 


 


“Lillie, Shirley, Candy, all y’all girls put
them pipes down and come on up here. I got something I wants to
talk to you about,” Boss-lady yelled down to the basement from the
top of the stairs. She got no reply, and expected none, but when
she called they usually came.

She then went to the spacious kitchen to
check on the corned beef and cabbage she had cooking. Her back
ached and she really didn’t feel like cooking, but if she didn’t,
none of the crack-whores in the basement would — so cook she did.
She was a large woman and loved to eat.

She also knew it would take a moment for the
women in the basement to finally lay down their crack pipes and
come up from their rooms.

Hell, I’ll probably have to call them one
more time to get them moving, she thought, as she broke off a
piece of the good smelling brisket, and popped it into her mouth,
tasting it.

Needs a touch more salt, but tender
enough, she thought, while sprinkling a dash more salt on the
boiling beef, and then covered it to let it cook a few more
minutes, her mouth now watering.

Jesus, she thought, these girls is
going to be the death of me some day. Let me call them one more
time.

The thought of death brought back memories of
when her helpmate, a retired pimp, and whorehouse operator,
Boss-man, recently passed, leaving her in charge of keeping the
whorehouse / blind pig, running. She really missed him. She could
feel a wave of anxiety wash over her, her eyes almost filling with
tears.

Damn, I thought I was over loosing him,
the old bastard, she thought, as she headed for the basement
stairs for the second time and with one hand on her hip.

 


******

 


Boss-man, more commonly known as Boss before
he died, ran a whore / gambling house / blind-pig, on the Eastside
of Detroit. There, one could buy the attention of several
prostitutes of your choice, gamble your money away playing cards,
or craps, and get drunk, all in the same location. He also sold
crack to his girls and a select few of his customers. It was a very
popular Eastside hangout.

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.

Despite his lavish manner of dress and the
purchase of several fancy cars, he managed to save a few dollars.
When he retired, he didn't want to get completely out of the sex
trade, so he tried filming sex movies, but ran into a problems with
marketing and distribution. He was limited too, more or less, local
sales, particularly when up against the cheap imports from the porn
mills in California. Besides, his movies weren't of the highest
quality to begin with. He couldn't make enough profit when the cost
of paying the actors, and buying film, lights, giving the liquor
stores their cut, and other things were factored in. He decided to
go back to his trade of expertise, prostitution, only, this time,
do it in a way that would make the women want to work and instead
of taking their money, convince them to give it to him
willingly.

He bought a run down mansion in a
neighborhood on the decline. He was able to get the house for a
song and a dance. The tri-level house was huge, with an indoor
swimming pool, which he didn't use, a ballroom, several bed and
bathrooms, and a four-car garage all sitting atop an expansive
basement he put to good use.

The library, which was sectioned off, was
used to house the crap and card tables. The basement had several
rooms he’d constructed, which were set up for the working girls to
live and sleep in. It only cost him five thousand dollars to make
the large house livable, while only paying for materials. He
offered the tradesmen their fill of free sex with his girls in
exchange for their labor, and many of them accepted.

His next step was to invest in dope, weed,
crack, and heroin. He also kept a extensive supply of liquor of
various brands, which was sold at three times 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, if he supplied their needs, they
had no reason to leave the house. He figured, by hiring
crack-whores, he would have a ready market for his drugs, and would
get a portion of the money they earned by charging them for the
dope, and he also charged them to use his rooms to trick in. He
decided he wouldn’t take a percentage of the money they made, he
wouldn’t have too. With them buying their dope from him, and paying
for the rooms, every dime they made would come right back to him
one way or another. Of course, there were those times he had to get
on the girls to make them go to work to keep his customers coming,
but for the most part, those times weren’t frequent.

The hard liquor was for the male visitors. He
knew drunks would spend and screw. 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
would give the liquor to the individual in an attempt to get him
drunk. Once the man was drunk, he would set his girls on him,
trying to get the last dollar out of their pockets. And for the
most part, his method of operation was effective.

 


To assure repeat visits, he wanted the
reputation of supplying only top quality merchandise, which
included the women. He had no problem getting a few select girls to
move in. 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 having to deal with bad weather.

The business arrangements for the women were
the next best thing to becoming a high-priced call girls. Although
Boss's girls were not bad looking, they weren’t call girl material,
except, maybe, Lillie.

Lillie, the star of Boss’s stable, was the
most requested of the three women he had working for him, and there
was a reason why. It was the same reason she was always pursued by
Lady, Boss’s woman, house manager, and a bi-sexual freak. The same
reason she always received more money for her services. The same
reason she always got larger tips. The same reason she was always
asked for, although, the other girls were available. She, at five
foot four, and 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. The plain truth was
Lillie was much more attractive, not just in appearance, but
personality 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 did not have to put on an act, fake a lot of
noises, and pretend to enjoy her work. Lillie had a way of making
men feel good about themselves, and it paid for her.

Another difference between the others and
Lillie was they were drug addicts first, and used prostitution to
support their habits, while Lillie was both, a sex addict, as well
as a drug addict. Had she been born during earlier times, she would
have been someone like Cleopatra, or maybe the main courtesan of a
king, if not the queen, or more likely a famous escort such as
Pamela Harriman, who amassed millions during her active years. 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 manipulated Lillie into her
freak shows more often than the other girls. Not that the other
women were unattractive. Gloria and Shirley, were beautiful, and
held their own, but not in the class of Lillie. That was the only
way Boss Man would have it. He knew what men wanted, and made a
point of supplying what they sought, and sought, and sought.

 


Not long after Boss-man’s place was up and
running, it became a complete success. But he soon discovered
managing several women / addicts, was not as easy as he imagined.
He needed the help of a female. The problems developed when his
girls got lazy and didn’t want to work, especially when they had
rocks to smoke. They'd use, being on their period, as an excuse for
not being able to work. It seemed to him they had a lot of times of
the month. He decided to bring in an older, more experienced,
hooker, to manage the younger women.

During his search for a helpmate, Lady was
not the first female to take up residents in the house. He first
tried a woman, who in her mid-thirties, was older then his working
girls. A problem soon emerged, when this older woman became
attached to Boss. He, would, on occasion, avail himself of the
younger girl’s talents, and the older woman became jealous,
sometimes getting into arguments with the women she was brought in
to control — that wouldn't work — he had to let her go. He still
needed help, 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. Her first intention, being an
old, experienced prostitute, was to work in the house along side
the other, younger, girls. Although a little overweight, she was
not bad looking, but Boss wasn’t having any of that. For one thing,
she was much too old, at 45, 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, and if he wasn’t enamored by them, his
customers wouldn’t be either. Even Gloria, who was approaching 30,
was getting close to the age limit. She would have to go before too
much longer, he’d decided, but kept to himself, while keeping an
eye out for her replacement.

 


Lady, who didn’t get the position she wanted,
decided to accept the assignment of house lady 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 had not 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,
and planed to explore her desires with the, sometimes, unwilling
women employed by Boss.

Boss, being a randy old buzzard, would, on
occasion, demand sex from Lady, but the few times she had to sleep
with him 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,
even with the Viagra he occasionally took. What the hell, he was
providing her with a place to stay including food, plus the
opportunity to have a little gay sex, and on top of all that, he
paid her to keep things running smoothly. Damn right, she’d do the
old fart.

Boss was also getting old at 69, and did not
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. He 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 of, "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, or make them
perform in her shows, sometimes several weekends at a time. “Don’t
know dripping, stop no tricking,” she would say during some of her
more animated moments.

Boss’s had a bouncer / doorman, named Big-Al,
who 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
some crap in his place. They'd be banned, and for the most part,
they behaved themselves. They liked coming to Boss's, and ogling
the women, who walled around naked and wearing only open
housecoats. Of course, one of the youngsters would have a touch to
much to drink, and would have to be put in his place, but was the
exception.

Men mostly 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 weekends, his place was standing room
only, all the rooms in use, including the upstairs tricking rooms.
The weekend freak shows staged by Lady, she servicing the girls in
front of everyone, also, had a lot to do with the popularity of his
place.

It could be said Boss's place was as much an
after hours blind pig, as it was a whorehouse. And, a few
well-placed contributions kept the law at bay. As long as he got no
complaints from his neighbors, he was free to operate. But now,
after Boss-man’s heart attack, and death, it was Lady’s place, and
she wanted to expand. She’d already moved in several more girls.
Girls Boss wouldn’t let work there. Lady wasn’t as discriminating
as Boss, so finding extra talent wasn’t a problem for her.

 


******

 


Lady was on her way, returning to the
basement stairs, when she heard the women on their way up, they
cackling and giggling as they came. She turned around and headed
for the living room to wait for them, giving the steam puffing pot
of beef a quick glance as she passed.

Don’t want to overcook the brisket, might
cook all the taste out of it, she thought, the fragrance of the
food causing her stomach to rumble.

Sitting on the couch, she called to the girls
as they reached the top of the stairs. “Hey, y’all, I’m in here on
the couch.”

As the girls filed into the large living
room, they all had concerned looks on their faces, wondering what
they’d done wrong this time. The place was empty and they knew they
weren’t supposed to be working.

Lady sat back, and waited for them to all
come in, her arms folded over her heavy breast her less than
adequate bra strained to keep off her navel.

“What wrong, Lady,” Candy asked? “Did we do
something wrong?”

“Aw, sweetie, no you ain’t did nothing wrong.
I just got something on my mind I wants to talk to y’all about. Now
y’all sit down somewhere, while I tells you what I been thinking
about.”

The women found seats, relieved looks on
their faces.

“Can I have a drink?” Shirley asked, looking
at the well stocked bar in the corner. “My throat is kind of
dry.”

“Humph. I ain’t surprised your throat is dry,
you been sucking on them glass dicks all day. Sure, go on and get
yourself a small drink. Anybody else thirsty?”

Apparently all the women wanted a drink,
because they all jumped up to head for the bar, glad Shirley had
enough nerve to ask.

Lady got up and went to the kitchen, saying,
“I’m going to turn down my dinner, I’ll be right back.”

The girls watched her leave, still wondering
what it was she wanted to talk to them about as they filled their
glasses with the expensive Chivas Regal Scotch

Shirley, looking at Gloria, asked, “Do you
think she’s thinking about closing down the place?”

“Hell, naw,” Gloria responded, at first, but
became more unsure the more she thought. “Lady likes it here as
much as we do. I sure hope not. I damn sure don’t want to go back
on the streets. Girl, we got it made. We can smoke all the dope we
wants, and don’t have to worry about finding a trick, or the cops,
or nothing like that. Do you think she’s thinking about retiring?
Lord knows she done made enough money. I sure hope not.”

“Me, too,” added, Lillie. “I... Shsss, she’s
coming back.”

Lady came back and took her seat on the
couch. Lillie couldn’t wait. She cut into Lady before she was
seated. “Lady, we been wondering what you wanted with us. You ain’t
going to retire is you?”

“What? Lands sake, no, I ain’t thinking about
nothing like that. Now, just be still, I’ll tell you what I was
thinking, okay, girls?” Lady began, “you know we been doing pretty
good here since Boss-man died. And y’all knows y’all got it pretty
damn good here. Hell, y’all smokes more than your share of dope,
and y’all don’t have to work to hard to find y’all’ tricks. And
even though y’all spends every dime you makes on that crack stuff,
y’all is making pretty good money. Right?”

“Yeah, Lady, you is right,” cosigned,
Darlene, who had recently joined the clan, having moved in from a
dope house, along with her two addicted, crack-whore, friends,
Jennifer, sometimes called V, and Joyce. The dope house they left
was run by a freak named, Edward, who demanded they constantly
service him, or have sex with each other to get their rocks. Lady’s
was definitely a step up for them.

“You’re damn right, I’m right,” Lady
continued, “And y’all knows since them two thieving cops, Harlow,
and Smith, was killed by the Mob, I ain’t had to pay no protection
money, and was able to save up quiet a nice piece of change,
Right?” Lady said, not mentioning the money Boss had stashed in the
safe in his room, and left her, all one-hundred thousand of it.

“Lady, we all knows that, but what is the
Problem?” asked Shirley, who, along with her lover, Candy, became
members of the stable, following the death of their companion, and
supporter, Big-D, who was also killed by the Mob after he
accidentally double crossed them by setting them up with a marked
money purchase of dope, to get out of jail. Lady had taken to
calling her Shirle, instead of her name, Shirley, to differentiate
between her and Boss-man’s, Shirley.

“Okay, okay, Shirle, I’m getting there,” Lady
continued, “Well, what I been thinking, is with the eight of y’all
doing so good, and we all getting along so well together, we...”
Lady stopped, when Big-Al, the house bouncer, came into the room,
having slept in.

“Hey, Al,” Lady said, “Come on in, this
involves you too. Grab a seat.”

Big-Al, with a puzzled look on his face,
climbed on a seat at the bar.

“Okay. Like I was saying,” Lady, once again,
continued, “I been thinking since we is doing so good, we alta
expand. I was...” Lady was interrupted again, by another of her
girls, Gloria.

“Expand?” Gloria, asked, “But, Boss-Lady, we
barely got enough room downstairs in basement, now. Where they
going to sleep? If you’re thinking about letting the new girls
sleep upstairs in the tricking rooms, I wants one of them.”

“Lordie, y’all jumps to a lot of
conclusions,” Lady began again, “Will y’all stop interrupting me.
Let me finish. Now don’t ask me no more questions until I'm
finished, okay? Now, I was saying, I wants to expand, but not here.
I was thinking about starting up another house. Maybe bringing in
another few women. Maybe starting a call girl business. You know,
going big time. Who knows, we might be able to work some
conventions that comes to Detroit, or maybe putt something on the
internet or something like that. I might have a couple of y’all
turning some high priced tricks outside the house. What do y’all
think?”

The women, all, sat looking at each other,
stunned. They figured they being crack-whores and all, were in the
best situation they could expect. And for the most part they were
right. Actually, only three of the women, Big’s Shirley, or Shirle,
as Lady called her, Candy, and Lillie, had what it took to move up
to the call girl ranks, and the women knew it.

Lady, seeing the girls surprised by her
decision, decided to let them think about it for a while, but her
mind was made up, she was going to expand. “Okay, girls,” she
continued while getting up to finish her cooking, “That’s all I
wanted to say. Y’all can go on back down to the basement, and
finish smoking whatever you was smoking, and we’ll discuss how we
is going to expand, later.”

With that, Lady was gone. The women slowly
got up and quietly filed out of the livingroom, each in their own
thoughts. They'd have a lot to discuss downstairs.

Big-Al, sitting at the bar watching the women
leave, still didn’t know what to make of the situation. He didn’t
really care what Lady had planed. As long as he could continue
working around the women, and availing himself of their talents, at
cost of course, he was cool. He finally got up and headed for his
room off the
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