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 Jo didn’t have much time to react as her whole face 

seemed to explode in pain and blood.  She dropped to the 

freezing concrete and laid there for a second, trying to 

process what happened.  When she tried to push herself back 

up to a sitting position, a spiked heel slammed into her 

back, and she went down again. 

 What just happened?  She remembered the whole being 

arrested thing.  She remembered the police cars showing up.  

Her first thought was that they were shutting the shack 

down.  Some new public indecency law or crackdown or 

whatever.  That happened once in awhile.  “The Crack of 

Dawn”, a lingerie coffee shack across town sometimes had a 
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bit of trouble like that.  It seemed that the local 

authorities couldn’t decide what was legal to wear in 

public or not.  Jo figured it had more to do with what 

stick was up who’s butt that week than anything else.  

Politicians really were a bunch of little bitches. 

 But it hadn’t been a decency complaint.  It hadn’t 

been her baby blue thong last week that stroked the ire of 

some downtown suited loser.  It had been the 10 pounds of 

crystal meth that had been hidden deep in the storage area, 

past the coffee boxes and behind the rack in a little hidey 

hole in the floor.  Ten pounds of white shit.  Ten pounds 

worth who knows how much money.  Ten thousand dollars?  

More?  Maybe not the queens diamonds exactly, or a Tony 

Montana stack of cocaine, but worth enough to not just be 

someone’s personal stash they just kept at the shack.  This 

was dealer territory. 

 “You have the right to remain silent…” the cop was 

saying.   

 “What are you charging me with?” she found herself 

asking.  Seemed like the thing to do. 

 “Possession of an illegal substance with intent to 

distribute.  Anything you say can and will be used against 

you in a court of law…” 



 He wasn’t a bad guy.  She noticed he tried very hard 

to keep his hands away from any sensitive areas.  It’s not 

like it wouldn’t have been easy for him.  They were out 

there.  But he did his best to stay away from the hot 

button areas, and kept his eyes businesslike.  She 

respected that.  Maybe was a little hurt he didn’t check 

her out a LITTLE more, but under the circumstances she 

could let it slide. 

 They put up the closed sign on the shop, and slid her 

in the backseat of the patrol car. 

 When she was taken to the station, she got the 

customary phone call.  They booked her on the charge, and 

fingerprinted… the whole deal.  Then she called Sue. 

 “Hello?” Sue sounded a little groggy.  Probably a long 

night.   

 “Hi Sue.  It’s Jo.  Guess what?  I’ve been arrested!” 

 “Oh Shit.  What did you do?” 

 “Nothing!  I was working, and the place got raided, 

and they found a whole load of illegal stuff in the back 

room.  I swear its not mine!” 

 “Okay.  Calm down.”  Sue was the mother hen of the 

shack.  She was still a hotty, but she was a little older 

than the rest, and she had a daughter who was not too much 

younger than a lot of the girls who worked there.  She kept 



the girls in line, and was always a sympathetic shoulder.  

And she always poured a few free drinks for them when she 

was bartending at the club on Friday nights. 

 “Can you come down and help?  I don’t know if there’s 

bail or not.  They haven’t told me anything.  And they 

closed the shack, so you might want to tell Dante.” 

 “Okay.  I got it.  Don’t worry.  You’ll be out in a 

jiffy.  Just let me wash the ass taste out of my mouth, and 

I’ll be right there.  Just don’t piss any of the old dykes 

in there off, okay?” 

 “Thanks Sue.  Love you.” 

 “Love you honey.  See you soon.” 

 

#### 

 

 She hadn’t meant to piss off the nice, 250 pound lady 

sitting in the middle of the bench, wearing fishnets, 

ripped booty shorts and a bra.  If it didn’t look like it 

had seen a few too many street corners, it might have been 

a cute outfit for the shack. 

 It had all started innocently enough. She sat down 

nicely like a good girl would.  She didn’t take up too much 

of the bench, and she kept her legs crossed in a perfectly 

supplicant gesture.  She smiled. 



 “What the fuck you lookin at bitch?” 

 Obviously she was talking to someone else.  She wasn’t 

a bitch of course.  She should just keep smiling.  Keep 

staring at a nondescript place on the wall.  Just look at 

that flat grey part of the wall.  Just ignore the voice. 

 “I said what chu lookin at?” 

 Suddenly there was a large face in her face.  A mean 

face.  A fairly ugly face, but a face nonetheless.  

Snarling.  There may have even been a little spittle flying 

from this face’s lips.  Jo had to reluctantly admit that 

the face and voice were probably talking to her. 

 “I wasn’t looking at anything but the wall.  Sorry.” 

 “You was checking out my tit-tays, that wut you been 

doin.  You want some of baby mama, huh?  Gonna be $20.” 

 The conversation was starting to make her a little 

uncomfortable.  Anytime a prostitute opens with pricing 

strategies, it may be a bad sign.  But, Jo did what she 

could in the situation. 

 “Wow.  I think you are worth so much more than that 

mama.  Don’t sell yourself short.  You deserve at least 

$50.  And I was just looking at the wall.  Sorry.” 

 Suddenly, she was on her back being punched repeatedly 

in the face. 

 “Call….me…baby..!” 



 That’s all she remembered before the bloody face, the 

spiked heel in her back, and the guards pulling mama off, 

as Jo blacked out just a little. 

 

#   #   # 

 

 The jailhouse nurse was pretty.  She had on the 

classic “nurse” scrubs, but at least they were a powder 

blue, and not some obnoxious teddy bear pattern, or little 

Bart Simpsons. Her hair was up in a cute ponytail, and she 

smiled.  It was surprising anyone could smile in this 

place, but she was smiling as she was stuffing cotton up 

Jo’s nose. 

 “You pissed off Baby Mama, didn’t you?”  Her smile got 

even wider.  “I must patch up one girl a day at least from 

her.  And she’s in the tank just about every day.  Oh – I 

probably shouldn’t say that.  But she is.” 

 Jo’s voice sounded nasal and harsh, like Fran Dresher 

on a good day.  “Is she a baby, or a mama?  Because I 

couldn’t get it straight.” 

 “I think she’s just assuming her relationship with 

most people is going to be that of the baby mama, so she’s 

just rolling with it.  I don’t know – it fits her.” 



 “And besides,” Jo added.  “As a fat prostitute, it’s a 

coin flip to see if the guy wants to call her baby or mama 

– either way it’s a win.  Smart business woman, that mama.” 

 “I’m Sue.” She chuckled.  “You’re funny.” 

 “Do you think I’ll ever be beautiful again, Sue?”  

 “You’ll be just fine.  I’m going to take you to 

another holding room, where you’ll wait to either make 

bail, or be transferred out to county.  Okay?” 

 “Peaches.” 

 As if on cue, a young deputy – couldn’t have been more 

than 23 – poked his head in the door.  He had on the 

standard khaki uniform, black boots, and utility belt.  

Holy cute Batman. 

 “Esther Johannsen?” 

 “Yea copper?  What’s it to ya?” 

 He didn’t laugh.  Sometimes sarcastic humor was 

warrented.  In the temporary lockup, not so much.  He just 

stared at her blankly. 

 “Sorry.  It was a joke.  Yes.  I’m Jo.” She kindof 

stammered over the last bit.  Where was her rapier wit now?  

This guy was actually making her stammer.  Wow. 

 “You made bail, sweetie pie.  Now get on outta here 

before I throw you out, see?” 

 Maybe he had a sense of humor after all. 



 Sue was in the lobby waiting for her, as was a bail 

bondsman they knew named Tito.  Tito was a jerk and maybe a 

gangster?  Who knew anymore?  He wore track suits and 

smoked cigars, but he was Welsh or something like that, 

so…who knows.  One thing was for sure – Tito was probably 

not his real name. 

 “Oh honey!  Are you okay?”  Sue said when she walked 

out to meet them. 

 “I’m okay.  I’m sure I’ll increase my tips this week 

just from the sympathy.” 

 “Yea.  If you increase your tits, maybe.”  Tito was 

all class.  “Here’s the deal sweetheart.  You’re released 

on a $5,000 bond.  I get that back when you show up for 

your court date.  If you skip town, I will kill you.  I 

will notify you of when the court date will be.  You need a 

lawyer in the meantime, to get this all figured out?” 

 “Are you kidding?” I tried to smile.  “I am a lawyer, 

remember?”  

 

  

   

 

 


