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chose my madam name, 
Billie, after the teenage 
outlaw Billy the Kid. I was 
a young woman living 
outside the law, but working 
in a man’s world, profiting 
from the illicit desires of 

all types of men, from blue-collar 
workers to celebrity millionaires. I 
needed a name that was both sexy 
and ballsy; a name that said, “Don’t 
mess with me, buddy”; a name for a 
vigilante and an enforcer of the peace. 
And so to the more than 10,000 
clients I accumulated in five years as 
the leader of the most successful call-
girl game in Manhattan, I was Billie. 

Eliot Spitzer was one of those 
clients. From 2004 through 2006, 
he was good for a call at least once a 
week. He called himself James and 
identified himself as a lawyer. I met 
him in one of the apartments I had set 

up for meetings, as he preferred to 
meet the lady of his choice at one of 
our locations. 

What James liked was slender yet 
curvy brunettes with a nice bustline, 
preferably the all-American, college-
girl type. I found that most of my 
high-end New York clients had similar 
taste, unlike on the West Coast, where 
they clamored for women who looked 
more like me, with long blonde hair, 
big lips and bust, and very curvy. I met 
James only once or twice, but I spoke 
to him quite a bit on the phone. And 
for a few years, James, a “hobbyist,” 
as we in the business call them—men 
whose hobby is prostitution—meant 
thousands of dollars of steady income 
for me and my ladies. 

That is, until the complaints 
began coming in hot and heavy. 
James was getting rough and too 
aggressive. And when I say “rough 
and aggressive,” I don’t mean any kind 
of sadism/masochism experience, 
or any kind of bondage experience, 
though indeed he did enjoy giving the 
girls a nice, firm spanking. No, it was 
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the condom problem—simply put, 
James didn’t want to use one. He’d be 
a real weasel about it, too. After the 
begging, pleading, and commanding 
didn’t work, James would pretend 
to relent, only to change to another 
approach.

I got enough complaints that I was 
concerned, and decided to discuss 
this when James next called, and, of 
course, he did very soon. 

“James, I have to tell you, I’ve 
been getting some complaints 
lately from the ladies about you and 
your aggressive behavior,” I said to 
James after we exchanged a few 
pleasantries. Immediately, he got 
defensive, and immediately, I knew 
the girls were not exaggerating. 

“Who? Who said that? I want to 
know right now, Billie. I’m appalled by 
that statement. Appalled! And I have 
no idea what you are talking about,” P
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he said, his voice already rising. I kept 
mine even and calm.

“James, now you know I’m not 
going to get into the specifics, that 
isn’t the point. I know you’ve been a 
good and loyal client to me, and that’s 
why I wanted to discuss this. The fact 
remains, if you’re going to continue 
using my services, I need you to be 
respectful of the girls’ boundaries and 
not be rough or aggressive.” I thought 
this addressed the issue and was 
quite nice, still giving him the benefit 
of the doubt because, as they say, the 
customer is always right. 

Yet he couldn’t let the issue go. 
“Define ‘rough and aggressive.’ What 
exactly is considered rough and 
aggressive, Billie? Explain this to me.” 
I try never to discuss on the phone 
what I consider inappropriate topics 
of conversation; as with any illegal 
activity, specific details are better 
kept off the phone lines.

Instead of going into detail, I said, 
“James, I think we both know what I 
am talking about. I’m not going to go 
into details on the phone. I just want 
to tell you I appreciate your business 
and want to keep you as a client, I just 
need to make sure we are all on the 
same page here, that’s all.” 

James was furious—he was caught, 
he was being politely reprimanded, 
and he was in the unusual position of 
being called on his behavior. He kept 
insisting I tell him what he did that was 
so wrong:  

“This is stupid and ridiculous; 
you’re accusing me, but not telling 
me what I have done wrong. I don’t 
need this. There are plenty of places 
like yours out there. I only gave you 
my business because I liked the way 
you operated and I liked your girls, 
but I obviously was very wrong about 
all of you. I have been a good client, 
but it’s apparent you don’t want my 
business or you would give me the 
opportunity to respond to what was 
said. If you want to keep my business, 
you’d better tell me what I did that 
was aggressive.” 

“I don’t have to tell you any more, 
James, because you know what you 
did. I no longer feel comfortable with 
you as a client. Thank you, and good 
luck.” I’ve had to do that a few times in 
the course of my so-called pimping, 
but unlike most madams, I cared more 

about the welfare of my girls than the 
money. The money is always there, but 
good, loyal girls are not. 

My first boyfriend, Jesse, was the per -
son who introduced me to the world 
of sex for money.  [Editor’s note:
All names in this article have been 
changed with the exception of Eliot 
Spitzer and Heidi Fleiss.] He was a 
gigolo of sorts, and never hid that 
fact. He just happened to like me, 
and I happened to like him, and, at 
18, I was naive enough to not fully 
understand the extent of what he did 
for his money. Once we were lounging 
around at home and he showed me 
the back pages of LA Weekly and 
pointed out all the ads for massage, 
escort, and erotic services. 

“What are these jobs and can you 
really make a lot of money?” I asked 
incredulously. Jesse laughed and 
ruffled my long blonde hair. 

was making them lunch, everybody 
was very friendly, and I thought, Man, 
this looks like a nice place to work. I hit 
it off with one girl right away, Suzette, 
a tall, curvy brunette from Germany. 
DeDe saw I was fitting in and took 
me aside and asked me if I had any 
questions. 

“Yeah,” I said, “what exactly do I 
need to do? What do I wear?”

 “You wear dresses and you dance 
for the men, you do massage, things 
like that.” I thought, I could do that. 
The place looked classy, and I saw 
some of the clientele hanging out 
by the pool and inside. They all 
seemed like respectable and wealthy 
gentlemen. We agreed I’d give it a try 
the next Saturday. DeDe told me to 
bring some sexy dresses with me.

When I arrived, I saw Suzette and 
asked her which dress I should wear. 
Instead, she whispered, “Did you 
show DeDe your ID?” 

I said, “I did, but so what?” 
Suzette whispered, “Oh, no, now 

she knows where you live.” She closed 
the bedroom door. “I’m a slave here. 
She took away my passport, I have to 
have sex with all these men, she takes 
all my money and I’m only allowed 
$20 a day.” 

Was she fucking kidding me? 
She wasn’t. 
I found DeDe and told her my 

stomach was killing me. But she was 
determined that I would work and I 
wasn’t going to get out of it that easily, 
as DeDe really wanted to break me in. 

At this point I had only slept with 
three or four people, and they were all 
boyfriends. I was naive and too scared 
to leave. I didn’t know what to expect 
at all, and when I took a healthy breath 
and opened that door, I certainly 
didn’t expect what I saw. And that 
was a naked, 65-year-old, bald man 
lying on the bed while a gorgeous 23-
year-old woman blew him. He looked 
like the wealthy, yacht type, way 
too tan and weathered, even for his 
age, and he stunk of surf and cigars. 
I immediately thought, How do I get 
out of this?

On cue, as if he read my mind, he 
said, “Hey, beautiful girl, come join us.” 
While the young woman blew him, he 

Suzette had managed to put away 
some money while she was there. 
A pathetic total of $200 for all that 
bullshit, but what did I expect? She 
did tell me that one of her regulars 
had a huge thing for her and had told 
her that if she ever got the nerve to 
run away, he’d put her up in a nice 
apartment and buy her furniture—the 
works. Suzette had the number 
memorized for fear that DeDe would 
find it. “When do you think I should 
call him?” Suzette asked. 

“Now,” I said. True to his word, her 
regular did just what he promised. 
He got us a decent two-bedroom 
and bought us nice furniture, but in 
the end, Suzette decided to stay in 
the game. She didn’t mind it; she just 
didn’t want to be a slave. And before 
too long, she was working for Heidi 
Fleiss in Los Angeles and she began 
calling me, raving about Heidi and 
her operation: “I hardly do anything, 
I hang out with actors and I have fun. 
Kristin, you have to come down and 
give it a go, you just have to. Just 
come and chill out in the hotel with 
me. You don’t have to do anything.” 

Suzette set up a meeting with 
Heidi at an outdoor café, and my first 
impression of her was that she was a 
good salesperson, but a bit too pushy.

 “You’re so pretty; you’re exactly 
what I need,” Heidi gushed. “You don’t 
have to do anything. Most of this is 
partying. If you’re young, pretty, like 
to party, and like to have fun, you’ll 
fit right in.” She said the money was 
amazing. She kept emphasizing 
the good money. And she kept 
emphasizing how Suzette and I could 
go on doubles and help each other 
out. A party call was $1,500, and Heidi 
took half of it. And sure enough, that 
night she called Suzette and me with 
a party-call request. It was later in the 
evening, and I wasn’t in the mood for 
it, but Heidi kept pressuring me. 

“I really need your help, Kristin,” 
she said. “I need as many girls as 
possible. You don’t have to do any-
thing and you’d be helping me out. 
Please, what have you got to lose 
except money for doing absolutely 
nothing?” Suzette spoke with her, 
too, and when she got off the phone, 
Suzette begged me to go with her, 
afraid if I didn’t she’d miss the job 
altogether. I’m a good friend. I went. 

The party was at a very famous, 
Oscar-winning actor’s house. He was 
surrounded in the Jacuzzi by four 
topless women. He was wasted as 
hell, sloppy-wasted, laughing his ass 

“I’ve been getting some complaints,” 
I told Spitzer. Immediately, he got 
defensive, and immediately, I knew 
the girls were not exaggerating. 

“You’re so innocent,” he said. “Yes, 
of course you can! You should keep it 
in mind. You never know when you’ll 
need easy money.” 

When I found myself, months later, 
in San Francisco, broke and alone, 
I remembered what Jesse said and 
picked up the local weekly paper, 
scanned the back ads with a pen, and 
began my search for easy money. 

After a few false starts, I tried an 
escort agency that operated out of an 
impressive mansion in Marin County. 
It had a huge pool and a circular 
driveway. I met the madam/house 
mother, DeDe, a large Italian lady in 
her late forties. She was supernice to 
all the girls there, who were hanging 
around wearing pretty dresses. She 

patted the bed. I slowly walked over 
and gingerly sat on the edge of the 
bed, trying to look casual but thinking, 
Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit.

The gorgeous, hot woman took a 
breather from the old man and looked 
me over. God bless her, she knew I was 
a newbie and took pity on my sorry 
ass. She got up and sat next to me and 
said, “We’re going to put a show on 
for you, honey, okay?” He smiled a big, 
big smile and put his hands behind 
his head, ready to enjoy the show. The 
supposed girl-on-girl show was a fake 
one where she did all the work. 

She told me to relax and take off 
my dress, which I did. Then I sat back 
down and she caressed my arms 
and legs and lightly over my breasts. 
Pretending to nibble and work my 
ears, she whispered, “Just relax, 
it’s okay.” I let her touch me all over. 
I’m not into women that way, but I 
would much rather have a gorgeous 
23-year-old touch me than a stinky 
65-year-old. And anyway, he was 
having a good time, and it kept me 
from having to do anything more.

He liked it, and started stroking 
himself while he watched. Then she 
stopped and said to him, “Okay, baby, 
now let’s you and me put on a show 
for this pretty, young girl, hmmm?” 
Yeah, he was into that idea, and he 
finished pretty quickly. Afterward, we 
all sat around the bed talking, because 
his time wasn’t quite up yet. Then he 
got up, cleaned up, got dressed, and 
bid us a good day. That was it. 

Before I left, I told Suzette that we 
both had to get away … and quickly. 
I said that the next day I would park 
two blocks away, and just wait for her 
to make a run for it. I said I’d wait all 
day if necessary. 

But I only had to wait two hours 
before Suzette came running down 
the sidewalk, wearing lingerie, a flimsy 
satin short robe, and fuzzy mules. 
She had two big bags of clothes and 
an overnight case. And like that, we 
drove off into the sunny afternoon. P
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off, talking a whole lot of nonsense 
and doing coke off everyone’s bare 
boobs. When he looked up and 
saw Suzette and me, he signaled us 
over. “Welcome, ladies! Welcome! 
Take off your clothes and hop in and 
join the party!” I knew who he was 
immediately. At any age, he’s got 
one of those recognizable faces. And 
quite frankly, I was disappointed in 
him, because I was a fan. 

When we got into the Jacuzzi, 
he said to me, “Come closer, come 
closer!” And I did. I saw that he was 
so out of it, it wouldn’t go anywhere, 
anyhow. He offered me coke and I 
politely declined, but accepted a 
glass of champagne. Then he poured 
some champagne on my boobs and 
laughed like he was the first man in the 
world who’d thought of doing that to 
a woman. He took two girls with him 
inside the house and the rest of us just 
sat in the Jacuzzi, sipping champagne 
and chatting. 

I was two hours into it when a girl 
came out and said, “He wants new 
girls to come in.” Another girl got up 
and went in. It was past midnight and 
I was feeling like a prune, but I wasn’t 
going to work if I could get away with 
it. In a bit, another girl came out to 
announce that he was puking all over 
himself. And soon, he came stumbling 
out naked, with some puke on him, 
laughing like a crazed hyena. The time 
was basically up, I noticed, but I didn’t 
know whether he was okay. I knew he 
already took care of the money with 
Heidi, but I gave her a call anyway. 

“Send the other girls home, and 
you and Suzette put him to bed and 
leave when he’s fully asleep,” she 
advised me. So we did, to the best of 
our ability. We toweled him off, puke 
and everything, while he was laughing 
and groping our tits. We got him into 
his big bed but he kept trying to get 
up, so we put on the TV and tucked 
him in tight, sitting on the covers 
so he couldn’t get out. He smelled 
just terrible, of puke and body odor, 
but we stayed until he passed out. 
And only then did we tiptoe out, get 
dressed, and leave. 

I went back to Heidi a week later 
with Suzette. She had me booked and 
ready with another girl I hadn’t met. 

“This guy doesn’t fuck you, but he 
gets a little rough,” warned Heidi. He 
was a big director who had a beautiful 
ocean-view house. He was in his late 
thirties to early forties, about six feet 
tall and average build. He opened up 
the door wearing a black bondage 

I said, “Sure,” and gave him my 
phone number. We called it a night 
soon after.

Big, big mistake.
David called Heidi the next 

morning and said I was absolutely 
wonderful, he really was into me, and 
we exchanged phone numbers. She 
called me up right after and went 
ballistic on me: “Are you a fucking 
idiot? Is that what you are? I thought 
you were a smart girl with a good 
head on your shoulders, but you’re a 
fucking moron.”

She thought I was trying to steal 
her clients, and not only was she not 
going to pay me for going on that last 
call, but I would never, ever get work 
from her again. That was fine with me, 
except for the money part. I went on 
the call and was going to get paid! I 
shamelessly stalked her on the phone 
for an entire month until she caved in. 
Suzette continued to work for Heidi, 
but I personally never heard from or 
saw her again, until I saw her on TV, 
busted, now famous for life as the 
Hollywood Madam. 

When you have a client list of 10,000 
people, like I did, you are bound to get 
your fair share of celebrities. I’m not 
the Hollywood starstruck type, like 
Heidi Fleiss, but there were definitely 
a few I noted when the credit card 
imprints came in. That’s usually how 
we found out. A lot of my girls were 
either young or foreign, and didn’t 
recognize some of these people right 
off the bat. That was actually better, 
because when they did know, they’d 
lose their cool, get really excited, and 
then forget to collect the money and 
basically give out a free date—for 
which I always made them pay. 

There was an athlete who really 
got on my nerves because he loved 
texting me the filthiest things. 

“Billie, I’m on my way to see your 
girl and my dick is rock-hard already.” 
Thanks for the update! 

Or he’d text me, “I saw you on 
MySpace. You’re really hot and now 
I want to fuck you.” Sometimes this 
went on literally all day. 

I would text him back, “I don’t enjoy 
or need your texts, and I don’t care 

The big-time writer did one thing that 
really put the girls off:  The entire 
time he was screwing them, he panted, 
growled, and howled like a dog.

and would like a couple of girls to 
come for dinner and an overnight. 

“You sound really cute, too—can 
you come?” I laughed and said I 
couldn’t, because if I did, nobody 
would be manning the phones and I’d 
lose a lot of business. 

“How much would it take to get you 
to come out and have dinner with us?” 
he asked. “You have such articulate, 
interesting people working for you. 
And you sound so cute, too. I just have 
to meet you. How much to shut you 
guys down for one night?” 

I told him $30,000 plus a limo to 
take us to and from the Hamptons. 
Obviously, the two girls whom 
he selected would stay the night. 
Randall, by the way, used his real 
name with everything, and used the 
credit card with his name, too. None 
of the other girls recognized him, but I 
loved his work, so I did. 

His Hamptons home was huge 
and beautiful. We had a three- or
four-hour dinner. Wine, appetizers, 
courses upon courses, more wine, and 
so on. Randall was having the best 
time ever. For one thing, it tickled him 
that he shut us down for the night. 
It was a huge feather in his cap. And 
he just wanted to talk to us about 
what we did and our lives. He was a 
kid in a candy store, and who knows, 
maybe this was research for a future 
best-seller. 

The girls told me that Randall the 
Writer was pretty straitlaced. He got 
two girls, but didn’t want a girl-girl 
show. Rather, he had sex with each 
of them individually, each in their 
own bedroom, not even while the 
other watched. No, there was nothing 
strange going on there. But Randall 
did do one thing that really put the 
girls off: He panted and growled like a 
dog during sex. For the entire time 
he was screwing them, all they heard 
was him panting, growling, and 
howling. I don’t know—maybe he 
enjoyed pretending he was turning 
into a werewolf. If you read about 
something along these lines in his 
next book—a man who turns into a 
ferocious dog while having sex with 
prostitutes—you’ll know who was the 
inspiration.

Excerpted from The  
Manhattan Madam: Sex, 
Drugs, Scandal, and Greed 
Inside America’s Most 
Successful Prostitution Ring,

by Kristin Davis. Visit ManhattanMadam
.com to download the book.

mask, a rubber shirt, and leather 
pants. I tried not to burst into laughter. 
He tied us to a wall and did some 
light bondage on us while we were 
wearing nothing but panties. Then we 
went through a series of role-plays. 
He told me I was to pretend to be his 
wife walking in on him making it with 
another girl, and then I was supposed 
to whip her. 

“Do I have to be the angry wife?” I 
asked. “I don’t think I’d make a good 
wife, much less an angry one.” But 
that’s how he wanted it, so I did the 
best I could. I think I totally sucked, 
but he was happy with it. 

We did a doctor/nurse thing, with 
the other girl as the patient. He had 
a naughty nurse outfit for me and 
everything. Then he had us wrestling 
on a bed with him for a long time. 
“Let’s have a slumber party and 
pillow fight.” We fought topless until 
he was finally spent with it all. Thank 
goodness. But so far I’d made $4,000 
for doing nothing. It wasn’t so bad. 

But Heidi was annoying and just 
wouldn’t take no for an answer or let 
me rest. She called me the next day 
about going on a call for a football 
player. I said I was really spent from 
the role-play and needed to rest a 
little. She went off on me: “If you don’t 
do this, you can fucking forget about 
getting any work from me ever again. 
I’m serious, say no and go, and don’t 
ever come back.” I went on the call. 

I’m not into sports, so I didn’t know 
this football player, David. He was 
married, but I didn’t know that at the 
time. I just thought he was hot, hot, 
hot—tall, young, and built all over with 
a handsome face and a square jaw. 
Oh, I like you, I thought, meeting him 
at the bar of the Montrose. I was told 
he just wanted some company, and, of 
course, if things clicked, some more. 

Things did click between us. We 
went up to his room, drank some 
more, ordered room service, watched 
movies, and made out on the couch 
like teenagers. I would have done him, 
I was ready enough, I was having a 
good time. But he stopped the action 
and said, “I don’t want to do anything 
more with you.… This feels like a date, 
doesn’t it? I don’t want to spoil it.” I 
agreed; it did. 

David stroked my hair and said, “I 
adore you, can I see you again?” 

how horny you are unless you want to 
book someone.” And then he usually 
would. All of the girls said he was 
young, good-looking, and really nice. 
I said, “He’s not so nice to me. Tell him 
to stop it with the dirty text messages 
already.” I always felt like I should be 
charging him $2.99 a minute. 

“Billie,” he’d write, “your tits look so 
big and juicy I want to titty fuck you 
so badly.” 

And, again, I’d say, “Stop it already. 
Do you want to talk business or not?” 
He did. 

He’d book someone and then on 
his way to meet her he’d say, “How 
nasty is she, Billie? Will she swallow? 
Does she like it nasty? Tell me, Billie.” I 
really should have charged him. 

A good-looking, signed musician 
loved it when I threw him bikini 
parties. All he wanted was five or six 
girls wearing thong bikinis to chase 
him around his apartment and pull 
down and “steal” his swimming 
trunks. Then one of the “thieves” 
would give him a handjob. That was 
it. On his birthday he asked that I 
throw him a theme birthday party in 
his hotel room. I chose Hawaiian luau. 
The girls were decked out in grass 
skirts and each of them placed a lei 
around his neck. I had a tiki bar and a 
spread of good food. We brought him 
a birthday cake and cupcakes, and the 
crescendo was when he serenaded 
all the girls at the piano, which he 
did during most of the regular visits 
anyway. Then I think they all chased 
him around the room, stole his under-
wear, and gave him a handjob. Men 
like their routines. 

But I’d say my favorite experience 
was with an internationally known 
author. Randall became a client in 
New York, and would have girls sent 
to his hotel. He liked the all-American, 
apple-pie type. I had a girl who was a 
dead ringer for Katie Holmes, and he 
really liked her, so he saw her for a few 
days straight. He called and told me 
he had a big house in the Hamptons 
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