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PANTS AND SELF RESPECT
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i don’t know where i am but i feel so good.


the lights are dim. people fill the space. the floor lights up as i dance with the crowd. my head is gloriously fucked up, but i can still hold my chin up. club music. i 


think they called it freestyle back in the nineties. whatever. i can dance to it. or at least fake it. besides, people don’t care. they dance with me. some guys press against my body. girls too. they cop a feel. i cop a few back. why not? who cares? the world is so fucked up. i could die tomorrow. anyone could die. what difference does it make?


a familiar face. he smiles. my age? baby smooth skin. not one trace of stubble, not even on the corners of his chin. short brown hair. brown eyes. grey t-shirt with black francis bent over naked with his thumb down. blue jeans. yes! a brave soul who can go out to a club in june and wear jeans instead of shorts or those capri pants that i never understand a guy wanting to wear. not even those fat guys. and no fucking sandals. the boy has on purple doc martins. 


“remember me?” he shouts in my ear.


i smile and grace my arms around his shoulders, fingers locking behind his neck. 


“i sure do,” i scream back over the flickering lights.


i do? yes. before. at the bar. i think he bought my fourth drink.


i grind against him and he keeps his hands on my hips. i wait for his hands to grab my ass, but they don’t move no matter how hard i grind into him. and i know he’s attracted to me. i can feel it. but the boy has manners. 


i kiss him.


our lips slip together. i taste fruity rum. and there we are for what must be like a few minutes. okay. a year. but a good year. a year laying on the beach with your best friends and all the food you can eat. and not crappy food. i’m talking fresh fruit and vegetables and nothing can bring your vacation down. 


what?


fuck it. 


whatever.


the song changes. our tongues connect. my back presses to the wall. his excited limb pokes my belly. he’s been so good to me, keeping his hands off my major spots. not trying to drive me like a fully equipped slut. but I’m being a girl. it’s dark and he’s covering me with that lean tall body and no one can see and i’m sure he’s loving it and it’s not like anything is out in the open for a cop to arrest us for or the owner to bounce us out. 


he likes it. he smiles and gasps and looks around and whispers, “jesus. stop it,” and laughs and i don’t stop and he says, “c’mon. i have to leave here in these. someone’s going to think I wet them,” and i say, “don’t worry i’ll tell them what i did,” and we laugh hard and keep kissing and gasping through our noses.


his mouth on my neck, he works his way up my ear and i’m wondering about the wet stain on my pants and i rest my chin on his shoulder and my eyes flutter and when they open i see this girl with long black hair and pale skin and a green dress that shows way too much cleavage but she can get away with it ‘cause she’s got the goods and i don’t know why she’s checking me out and maybe she’s interested but i’m just not into girls and maybe she’s not interested as she sits at the bar and sips her drink and plucks the string between our eyes and i close mine, cut the string, and grab his face and kiss him hard and when he breaks for air after i suck the soul out of him i glance at the bar again and the girl is gone but what difference does it make i so got what i need right here


in a cab. how? dunno. i think i blinked and used my special powers of teleportation. ha ha ha and all that. whatever. i got my boy next to me and he seems pretty happy and he has my leather jacket over his groin and i know that it’s my fault. oops. well, i’m sure later when i change i’m going to have something to blame on him. and we’re kissing again and he’s slow and gentle and my face lays in his hands and i sigh and feel and it’s just grrrr, you know? i so want this guy. fuck what they shove down your throat about how a girl is supposed to hold back. i’m human and horny and it’s been so frigging long and he seems so cool so far and...


i pull off of him and stare into his eyes. he flinches as if i’m having a heart attack and maybe i am, but i ask, “what’s your name?”


“parker,” he says.


i smile. he smiles back. “my peter parker,” i swoon.


we laugh.


“what’s your name?” he asks.


i slap my hand to my heart and open my eyes as wide as his. “miki.”


sputtering lips and folding over with laughter.


the cab jolts. he pays and we get out and then i know where we are. my building. west street. i take the keys out of my leather jacket pocket and open the foyer door. i turn. he stands on the street. he rubs his temples and closes his eyes.


“you okay?” i ask.


“hm?” he opens his eyes and manages a grin. “yeah. for a second there...”


i raise my arm and he takes my hand and i lead him into my building, into the elevator, and into my condo. it’s late. dark. grandpa should be asleep. we’re quiet. he follows my lead. maybe he thinks i have parents. we don’t have far to sneak to my bedroom. down the hall, first door on the left.


inside the film speeds up and we slow down. off go the clothes. i’m pretty sure my self respect remains. somewhere. i mean, the guy isn’t a jerk. he helps me. i have trouble kicking off my pants over my boots and he catches me before i land on my ass. a jerk would just let me. i would laugh and so would he. but a jerk has no reason to be there to catch you. and he continues to prove me right.
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THE SICK BITCH
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I wake up and gasp. My head has never felt so fucked. I want to die. Then memories of last night here in the bed roll through my brain. I smile. I open my eyes. Yep, still in my room. On my bed. The dresser is across from me, next to my desktop computer. A banging. Someone doing construction? Voices in the distance but I don’t know what they’re saying.


Behind me, I sense a weight. He didn’t leave. I smile wider. He’s so worth it. His name? Parker? My brain spikes up the pain. I moan and frown. Thank God I’m still in bed and in my bed. I manage to swing myself around like a newborn baby and land on my back. I catch my breath and wait for my brain to center back in my skull. The blinds are down. Yes! I turn my head to see if he’s awake, if he feels as crappy as I do...


...I scream...the bed under me...I straddle myself...I raise the knife and plunge it into my chest...bone resists...I jolt as the rib holds a tight...again I drive it down into my chest...and again...I thrash under myself...and again...arms spasm, try to grab the sheets...and again...immobile...weakening...settling...bouncing to the momentum of the knife plunging...the knife I stab with...into myself...until one of us...is dead...


I roll out of the bed and land on my side. The banging grows louder than my heart. I peer over. Blood. So much blood. I swipe my hand over the bottom of my back and see the red on my palm. I kneel and face the...


...dead brown eyes. Looking at me but not. The blood left an upward pattern on his once cute face, just managing to miss his eyes. 


“Police! Open the door!”


The door shakes on its hinges. 


Police? What?


I rise and reach for the knob. Just inches away from it, the door swings open. Two cops. One male. One female. Both aiming guns at my head. “Get down on the ground!” one screams over and over. I hold my hands in the air as I kneel on the hardwood floor. Cops must be trained to think for you. The male cop twists me to the ground as the female cop keeps her gun aimed at my head. His knee presses to my back, flattening me out on the floor. My hands are pulled behind my back.  Cuffs snap on my wrists.


“Miki, what...” Grandpa, dressed in his bus driver’s uniform, rushes into the room. His hair is freshly combed with pomade and his cologne is mixed with the scent of panic in the room.  His face swipes from worry to anger. “Get your hands off of her.”


The male cop pushes Grandpa out of the room. “Sir, you need to leave.”


“What did you do to my granddaughter? Is she okay?”


Grandpa and the male cop are gone. The female cop keeps her gun on my head. Her eyes are hard. Her hands around the gun shake, like she’s fighting the urge to blow me away. I so appreciate that right now.


“You sick bitch,” she whispers.


My wet eyes look onto hers. I open my mouth and tears creep in. Before I can say a word she shouts, “Shut the fuck up!”


She takes out a small white card and reads my rights.


More heavy footsteps. Other officers walk down the hall outside. One peeks in at us. He nods to the female cop. She nods back. I guess she has the situation under control.


“Do you understand the rights that I read to you?” the female cop asks.


Shouting outside in the living room. Grandpa wants to see me. The cop won’t let him. 


“I said do you understand these rights that I read to you?” she shouts.


“Yes,” I croak out.


The male cop comes back and holds a hand radio. He reports the murder: the victim, one white male, and that they restrained the suspect, one white female.


He walks to the body, covers his mouth, and quickly turns away. “Sick fucking bitch.”


I release a sob. I should be proclaiming my innocence. But that would be lying. I killed him. I saw it. In my vision. I am the sick fucking bitch.
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PIGS
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After a crime scene tech takes a picture of the blood on my back, the female cop covers me with a blanket from the living room couch so I can cross the hall and change in the bathroom. Since nothing can be touched in the bedroom, they have to get my dirty clothes from the laundry basket in the bathroom. Another woman with a camera follows us inside. 


“I need to take pictures of your back,” the woman with the camera says.


I drop the towel. I’m naked in front of her, my backside to her. I don’t mind and neither does she. No time for modesty between killers and cops.


When she’s done I ask, “Can I clean my back?”


“Yes,” she says.


Now in sweat pants and a white tank, minus underwear, the female cop escorts me to the couch in the living room. People avoid us. An officer leads Grandpa Blaise up to his bedroom. I guess we can’t talk to each other yet. He glances at me and tries to tell me not to worry with his eyes. I’m going to need more than a glance to keep me from worrying.


I sit on the couch and face the television. The female cop stands cattycorner. Her gun holstered and her blue eyes staring holes into my skull. Her curly red hair is pulled back into a ponytail. It’s not that long; does she really need to pull it back like that?


I listen to the cops talking, keeping my eyes on the floor. They’re not gabbing about me or the crime. Just lame shit like what game was on last night and if they saw what happened on some stupid show. I even catch a pair talking about going out for drinks later. It all sounds so...mundane. Maybe they’re trained that way. Maybe it’s to diffuse me from the truth. If so, it doesn’t work. There’s a dead body of a boy I had sex with last night in my bedroom. I killed him.


Considering what has happened to me the last few months I have never felt so helpless. But what can I do? I know I killed him. I saw it. The thing is I don’t know why I did it. I promised after I killed the two skinheads a few months ago that I would never do it again. And that’s another thing. The boy wasn’t an ass. He was perfect. Or as perfect as one could be through my alcoholic haze. Alcohol. Ohh. I grab my head as the hang-over reminds me that it’s there.


“Can I have some water, please?” I ask.


The female cop looks past me and says, “No. Later.”


Later? Like when I’m in jail? Maybe I’ll drink the toilet water.


So I sit there and wait. Any moment now the homicide detectives should be strutting in to check out the crime scene and question me. I’ve been through this before. Except before I didn’t kill anyone. I just hope the two cops that get me on their rotation are not the ones I know. Man. Please God don’t let them be the ones I know. Does my address fall within the 1st Precinct?


I hold my pounding head and breath deep, trying to control myself from sobbing. Crying is a sign of guilt. Oh, shit. I am guilty so I can cry all I want.


When I come up for air and lift my face from my hands, I notice the female cop stepping to the side and motioning with her hand. I turn and see exactly what I was hoping not to see. Detectives Sampson and Hersh stand in the hall and talk to the male cop who cuffed me on the floor. Sampson nods to the female cop then lays his eyes on mine. Pain pierces my heart and bile threatens my throat. I turn away and gasp. It doesn’t help.


The next few minutes are tortuous. I can’t face Detective Otto Sampson. The last time we spoke he suspected me of putting a leader of an Aryan group in the hospital. After that he tried to get in contact with me when I left New York because three crazy chicas wanted to French toast my ass.


“Well, well, well.”


Detective Jerry Hersh stands next to the female cop. He smiles. He’s been waiting for this moment since he thought I murdered someone in February. He takes out a notepad from his dark brown suit. His receding hair is finely combed back to reveal his pudgy middle-aged face. Detective Otto goes up the stairs, probably to talk to my grandfather.


“Found you with another dead body, Ms. Radicci,” Hersh says. “Let me guess: you didn’t murder him?”


I open my mouth. I shouldn’t say anything about my guilt. Not until I talk to my lawyer.


“Last time I saw a pig so happy in his shit was at the zoo,” I whisper.


Hersh smiles wider. “Go ahead and crack wise, little girl. I don’t mind today. We found you with the body. We have a witness that heard the victim screaming for help.” (Grandpa?) “And no one else was at the scene,” he says. “So go ahead and act like some spoiled little rich bitch.”


I shake so hard I could break the cuffs behind my back. 


“So, let’s get your side of things.” Hersh clicks his pen and places it on the pad. “Did you know the poor kid you killed?”


I shouldn’t answer that. It’s a trick question. If I say yes, then he’s going to say I said I knew the boy that I killed.


“I don’t understand the question,” I say.


“Who’s the boy in your bed that has the multiple stab wounds in his chest?”


“He said his name was Parker.”


“And how long have you known him? He your boyfriend?”


“No. I met him last night.”


“Where?”


“At some club.”


“Which one.”


“I don’t know?”


“Were you blindfolded?”


“No.” I sigh and tense. “Drunk.”


He chuckles softly and scribbles in his note pad.


“Of course,” he says. “So you picked up this Parker and brought him home and then what?”


“We, um, fooled around.”


“You had sex with him.”


“Yes.”


“And then you killed him.”


The pigeon coos on the sill. I bet if the air conditioning was on I wouldn’t be able to hear it at all.


“Okay, Miki,” he says. “Why don’t you tell me what happened.”


“I’m arrested, right? She read me my rights. I think I should have a lawyer here.”


Hersh shrugs and pockets his pad away. “Okay. Not like it’s going to do any good. You can call her as we process you.”


He motions to the female cop. She slips her hand under my arm and helps me to my feet. Another officer joins us. He walks in front of me as she covers my back. She grips the cuffs, squeezing them another notch. My hands tingle. I bet they’re blue. 


By the time we get to the elevator I realize I’m not wearing any shoes or socks. I’d say something but the way they’re looking at me – like they want to shoot me – I feel it’s better to keep my mouth shut. I’m sure they’ll give me a pair of shoes to wear in jail. Then it strikes me. 


I’m going to jail. I swallow hard and fight the choking feeling.


We leave the elevator and pass more cops in the foyer. They control the flow of residents leaving for work. My neighbors glare at me. I catch a few shocked faces. Some just bland. But outside? Oh the faces outside. As we reach the double glass doors that open to the street I spot the press. I’ve always been well known to the art world. Now I’m going to be famous to the rest of the world.


I step outside with the two officers at my side who lead me across the sidewalk to a black and white prowl car. I’m not sure which is more painful, the press yelling my name over and over or the rapid flashing from the cameras. In the past I’ve always tried to have some kind of control of the media distributing my picture. Sometimes it was easy. I’m still a minor so they might need permission. Or at least that’s what Sharon, my lawyer, would state in a letter to any outlet that planned to use it. I don’t think there’s anything I can do about this situation though.


After I walk what feels like a mile to the car, they throw me in the back, pushing my head down so I don’t hit the roof, then lock me in tight. A couple of cameramen sneak to my window and flash a few pictures. I keep my head down, my chin tucked. They’re on my left and right. No side is safe.


The two cops hop in the front, start the engine, perk up the siren, and ease out into the street. I’m on my way to the 1st Precinct. And this time there’s no mistake.
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The prowl car pulls up to the back entrance of the tan stone building and parks with the other cars. No press people hang out here. Just cops and civil servants. I’m so appreciative that I don’t give the female cop a hard time when she drags me out of the car. Inside, I’m fingerprinted, photographed, and questioned about my basic info. 


The officer finishes up then says, “You re allowed one phone call,” and holds the phone out. I give him Sharon’s number. When it starts ringing, he places it on my shoulder to hold with my head. Jesus, he can’t even uncuff me from behind my back to make my call.


“Sharon May speaking.”


The police station number probably shows up on her caller ID.


“It’s me, Miki.”


“Miki, dear, are you at the 1st Precinct?”


“Yeah. How did you know? Don’t tell me you’ve been expecting this call.”


“Glad to hear you still have a sense of humor. No. Your grandfather called. He told me what happened. At least what he knows. I’m in a cab now and on my way.”
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