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Ferocious Foxy 

By Tom Kropp 


Lily was almost fired her first day in India as a wealthy family’s dog caretaker and housekeeper, but that was all Foxy’s fault 

“Foxy, you little witch, no!” Lily shouted at the small, reddish colored, terrier mixed mutt that bounded out of her bag and pounced like a panther on an unsuspecting small monkey, which was tamely eating what some small kids were offering it.  

Foxy's gaping maw engulfed the monkey’s neck. Her razor-sharp teeth sliced and diced bones and tissue, almost decapitating the poor mangled monkey. Foxy savagely shook her head mauling the monkey with serious satisfaction. The kindergarten class of kids in the park screamed in shock at the slaughter occurring quite close to them. A teacher tried to act heroically by shouting and waving her arms at Foxy, hoping to make the mongrel drop the monkey. Foxy just growled around the morsel in her mouth. 

Foxy spotted Lily lunging and Foxy dashed from the path. Foxy was new in town and sick of all the sacred Hindu cows, which were allowed to roam freely amongst traffic and pedestrians. An irritated cow's kick nicked Foxy’s neck. Foxy angrily dropped the mutilated monkey and hopped high to attack the back of the cow’s hind leg. Foxy’s fangs shredded flesh and fur.  

The cow bellowed its agony, “Mooo!” 

The cow catapulted forward and crashed into other cows. They followed herd etiquette by stampeding and all,”Mooooooing!” 

The herd hurtled into an elephant, and he joined the stampede. They bulldozed by bodies, smashing and stamping folks on foot, cars swerved, stopped, clashed and crashed in a cacophony of commotion. People added to the clamor by cursing and crying out. Lily rushed through the wreckage, hoping that no one died. She spotted and seized the feisty demon named Foxy and stuffed her back in her sack Pandora’s Box came to mind. 

Lily rushed in some brush fleeing the scene.” You really did it this time, Foxy!” Lily scolded her, but now the demented dog was happily wagging her tail and seemed to be smiling at Lily. “You bipolar witch!” Lily accused Foxy. 

Lily realized she shouldn’t be surprised because she got the job under similar circumstances. A week ago, Lily was a pretty, 33-year-old, poverty-stricken Filipina, living outside Manila, when she discovered the rich family’s photo and ad seeking a full-time employee for their trip to India. Lily replied and was called in for an Interview. She was approaching the family's rented estate, when she spotted them, and their dog, from the advertisement’s photo, in their yard. 

“Foxy! No!” the mother and daughter shouted as Foxy spun and slipped her collar before breaking away into the park. 

Foxy pugnaciously pounced as her fierce little fangs snapped like a trap on a goose's wing. The big bird bravely battled back, swatting Foxy with one wing and jabbed beak stabs into her. The gander’s mate honked in horror and rushed to bust into the brawl. It became a blur of flashing, flapping wings and pugnacious pecking as Foxy brutally bit back at both birds. Lily realized it was her chance at the job, desperately Lily flew into the fray. Both birds batted Lily with wing whacks and belligerent beaks banged Lily’s body and lacerated her limbs. Feathers, fabric and fur flew from the fight 


Lily earned a bloody bite from Foxy as she dashed and snatched Foxy in her arms like a football and fled the fight while the geese chased her honking hard on her heels. Boldly Lily carried the little sorrel colored dog back to the family’s father, named Achmed. The geese and dog had torn Lily’s clothes. Lily’s hair was in wild disarray, and she sported superficial wounds, but with admirable aplomb, Lily handed Foxy to Ahmed 

“I’m Lily. I’m here for the job,” she announced. 

“You got it. You can start today,” Achmed said with a smile. 

Lily hauled Foxy a block from the big traffic scene that Foxy had caused. Lily spotted a man clearly following her with a cell phone that he was gabbing on. Lily assumed he was calling cops, so she cut across a couple buildings and jumped in the back of a parked cab. Lily was shocked by the good-looking face that turned around. 

“Scott,” Lily whispered in disbelief.   

“No, my name is Freddie. Where you headed little lady?” the cab driver replied. 

Lily recovered and gave him the address. It was bizarre meeting a white cabbie that spoke English in India, and even more bizarre a cabbie that resembled a white man that saved Lily from being sold by human traffickers when she was only 13. As the cab drove, Lily’s thoughts spun back in time 



20 years ago 


13-year-old Lily had wandered away from her sister at the spring festival when trouble found her. Without warning, a band of hands snatched Lily’s mouth, and her limbs were wrenched around before Lily realized what was happening. Her wrists were bound behind her back and her ankles tied together. Lily’s mouth was gagged. Lily wildly whipped her head around studying her situation. Three young rough looking gangsters from a Manila gang had her under control and were carrying her to their truck nearby. 

“Throw her under a blanket!” one of them hissed. 

Lily tried to thrash past them, but they easily controlled her. She tried screaming without results. Her heart hammered so hard it felt like it would fly from her chest and pounded like a drum in her ears. Three evil looking men were kidnapping her with uncanny ease. 

A flicker of movement in her peripheral vision turned her head. A formidable figure burst from the brush behind the gang. It was a tall, powerfully built, dark haired, blue eyed, former American, named Scott that lived nearby. Scott towered over the gangsters clutching a wood club. The last in line gangster was still turning when Scott’s improvised bat cracked his cranium. The impact echoed as that foe was laid low by Scott’s blow. The second thug was slugged by Scott’s fist in his face. The third gangster dropped Lily and tried pulling a pistol from his pocket. Scott’s club mangled the man's weapon hand, bone cracked, and the gangster yelled as the pistol fell from his fingers Scott’s backswing pasted his face into a red ruin and the gangster dropped like a rock  

The second gangster that Scott had socked suddenly slashed an ugly gash in Scott’s back with a knife swipe. Scott jumped aside to face his foe. The gangster had second thoughts when he spotted his fallen friends and Scott’s ready raised bloody club. The knife guy abruptly jumped in the truck and fled from the scene. 

Scott came close and cut Lily free. She was crying and thoroughly freaked out. 

“Go home to your family, Lily. Be careful there’s human traffickers grabbing girls like you. Go on, get out of here<” Scott urged. 

Suddenly the first fool that Scott struck by surprise was waking up. Scott spotted his movement and launched low, nailing his knee on the guy’s gut. Scott also nudged the knife tip neatly on his neck. The gangster’s breath erupted out as Scott pinned him in place. Rather than run away, Lily stood rooted, observing the two exchanging soft comments. The name Tito drifted to Lily twice and new fear flooded Lily as the guy behind Scott abruptly opened his eyes. That waking bloodied man was at Scott’s back and the gangster’s hand grabbed for his gun laying nearby. 

“Scott!” Lily yelled in warning  

Scott turned in time to see the threat. Scott lunged and punched his foe’s nose; blood splattered as Scott’s other hand snatched the gun. The other guy kicked Scott’s back and Scott fell on his face. Scott rolled around with a gun in one hand and a knife in the other, but now both thugs took flight and disappeared into the night. Scott and Lily were left alone 

“You’re bleeding badly on your back, Scott” Lily pointed out crying. 

Scott nodded grimly, “Yeah, come on let’s get you back safe. Don’t be going anywhere alone,   those guys have been grabbing girls, but I think now I know where to find them.” 

“Do you mean Maya?” Lily asked. 

“Yeah, Maya,” Scott agreed. 

Once Scott got her back to the crowded festival, he left her with friends before she could say thanks again. It was the last time Lily saw Scott alive. 

Later that night, Scott snuck out to one of Tito's hideaways. Tito paid bribes to local cops who worked the town and outskirts. Scott knew telling the cops would be useless because they were corrupt, according to the gangster Scott had just interrogated. Tito was holding 5 pretty young, kidnapped girls. One of those girls was Maya, Scott’s stepdaughter. No one knew much about Scott, besides him being an American that fought in the Vietnam War and afterwards Scott decided to live in the Philippines and take a wife 

Scott was using a communist AK-47 machine gun with a scope that was adjusted for night viewing. From 100 yards away, Scott waited patiently while watching Tito’s house from the brush. Lights were on and voices carried in the wind. The night passed and it was almost morning before Tito came outside with five other gangsters 

Scott’s crosshairs touched Tito’s torso. Scot’s rifle shattered and battered Tito’s body in a barrage of bullets that mowed the man down. Scott’s gun swung, so his crosshairs picked another punk Scott’s next burst of bullets butchered a bad guy’s body and the man twirled like a top that dropped riddled with rounds 

Two armed gangsters spotted Scott’s strobing muzzle fire, and the gangsters broadcasted bullets that peppered Scott’s position. Scott gasped as one of the guns strafing his spot drilled him with a lucky shot. It felt like a mule kick in Scott’s shoulder. Scott had been shot before, and he knew shock was working for him now. He aimed and got a good glimpse of one guy that rose up over the truck hood to shower more shots his way. Scott’s final flood of slugs chopped the guy’s chest, and he went down dying.

The survivors darted in the darkness fleeing. Scott waited while watching for any targets. He inspected his wound. A bullet had speared his shoulder, and it was bleeding badly. He approached the house and entered. His pen light guided him. Scott found the basement door padlocked shut. He shot the lock off and descended downstairs. Scott’s light located all 5 girls, including Maya. The girls were all tied up and gagged. They’d been raped and beaten. Scott freed them and led them all to Tito’s truck. Scott fell there because he was weakening. He told the girls to look for Tito’s truck keys. Maya found the keys and Scott told her she’d have to drive. Luckily Scott had taught her in his truck how to drive before. 

There weren't any hospitals anywhere nearby. The nearest one was in Manila, a couple hours' drive away. Maya did her best driving and talking to him to try to keep him awake. She made him tell her how he'd found her and saved her, but he died before reaching the hospital 


Present day  


“Who was Scott,” the cabbie asked Lily. 

Lily smiled and replied, "He was a good guy that saved me. Are you from America?” 

“Yeah,” the cabbie admitted.” I had some problems there and now I’m here,” he shrugged and glanced back at Lilly through the mirror 

“Do you speak the language? Lily questioned. 

“Not as fluently as my Indian wife would like to,” the cabby admitted with a grin. 

Lily laughed and noticed the sketchbook on his dash.” Are you an artist? I see your sketchbook there.” 

“Yeah, it’s just a hobby. Here, tell me what you think?” the cabbie handed it back to her. 

Lily read the title saying” cartoon characters behaving badly.” 

Lily judged that he was a great artist with very funny captions by his characters. What she found was... 

Popeye the sailor admitted his spinach was lathe laced with steroids and Olive Oil admitted to anorexia. 

Snow white sued Prince Charming for kissing her while she was unconscious   

Sleepy the dwarf was zipped in a body bag for heroin overdose. 

Tom and Jerry were in couples counseling because Tom had PTSD from all Jerry’s abusive actions. 

Smokey the bear was setting forest fires to get attention 

Yogi Bear and Boo Boo got arrested by the game warden for running a meth lab in their cave instead of hibernating 

Daffy duck sued for racial discrimination because he was the only black duck on the show. 

The Pillsbury doughboy was murdered by a crack addict trying to smoke him. 

Cookie monster was in treatment because he was crazy about coke not just cookies. 

Elmer Fudd was arrested for shooting Bugs Bunny out of hunting season. 

Count Cholula got aids from infected blood 

Wonder Woman was suing all the other heroes at the hall of justice for sexual harassment. 

Wile E Coyote received a restraining order for stalking the roadrunner. 

The Hamburglar was arrested for doing sex acts for hamburgers. 

Speedy Gonzalez was arrested for drug running. 

The old woman that lived in a shoe lost all her kids when social workers visited her. 

The Tasmanian devil admitted to using PCP to do his wild scenes. 


Lily was laughing non-stop. “These are hilarious,” she told him. 

“Thanks,” the cabbie shrugged.” Hey, you didn’t even notice we’re here,” he waved to the huge estate across the street that was complete with gates and an armed guard.” Oh, you’re a rich lady?” he asked her 


Lily sighed and shook her head,” No, I lived most of my life broke in bamboo huts without electricity or plumbing. I just got this job last week,” she admitted. 

“Looks like a sweet gig,” he opined. 

“Yeah, if I work out well, I could be with them for years and the money I send home would let my kids live in an apartment with civilized comforts and I could send them to college. I could give them the life I didn’t get to have.” 

“Well how often can you see your kids then?” the cabbie wondered. 

Lily gave him a sad look in the mirror.” That's the catch.  They grew up without me if I work here. Or I go home, and they grow up with me and we live in poverty with their dad. That's the choice.”  

“Wow that’s really like Sophie’s choice” the cabby commented.  

“Never heard of her,” Lily said unknowingly. 

Lilly left and the cabbie watched her go  

The next morning Lily was watching the news when the newscaster showed surveillance video of Lily and Foxy starting the traffic accidents. The cops wanted to speak with Lily. They didn’t know who she was though. Lily was horrified. The lady newscaster was so ugly that she reminded Lily of the wicked witch in the Wizard of Oz when the witch said,” I’ll get you my pretty, and your little dog too.” 

Foxy barked at her at the surveillance video, as if recognizing herself. 

“Now we’re wanted Foxy!” Lily complained angrily. 

Foxy wagged her tail with what seemed like a sinister smile. 
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Chapter 2  


[image: ][image: ][image: ]Lily got up before dawn to start her morning routine of walking Foxy followed by assisting with cleaning and the morning meal preparation and service to the family. Achmed was the dad. He was a traditional dressing Arabian man of average looks and build. His physical appearance wouldn't turn any heads. But he was filthy rich. He owned homes and estates in numerous countries. He had to frequently travel to different countries and he almost always brought along his wife, three children, and numerous servants.





His wife Camilla was beautiful and had a tan skin tone with long, dark, wavy hair cascading to her waist. Her figure was fantastic and she was almost as tall as her six foot husband. She wouldn't let herself be put in the traditional garb that many Middle Eastern women had to wear hiding their faces and figures. Nor would she let her daughters be forced in such garb. Camilla spoke her mind and Achmed seemed to like it. They had two dark daughters 

that looked like twins and a very surly teenage son. 


When it came to the other servants, she was aware of the chef, a nanny, drivers and armed security guards. Anita was the head housekeeper and Lil was supposed to help her when she wasn't helping Foxy. Anita was a pretty Filipina like Lil and about the same age. Anita was a friendly supervisor thus far and Lil hoped she would remain so. Lily was paid every two weeks and it was a fortune compared to what she would earn back home.

Those American dollars would go a long way when wired home to her two daughters and son. All three were born about a year apart and they ranged in ages 6-8. They currently lived with their dad in a bamboo hut without plumbing or electricity. The nearest places with electricity and indoor plumbing were in a town three miles away. Their father worked for very little money on a small farm he owned. Once Lil wired enough money home, her husband, Car1 (Carlo} would rent an apt in the town with plumbing and electricity. Her kids would have new clothes school supplies, good food, health care and all the things normal kids should have. Lily hoped if they did well in school perhaps she could send them to
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,

college, so they could get educations that would carry them to big cities and good paying jobs in skilled careers. 

Lil herself was born in her mom's bamboo hut with only a midwife present. Lil was the first of ten children. They all grew up in that same hut. Their father was a soldier that visited home on furloughs when possible. They largely lived off his small pay. Her mom taught her about agriculture. She learned how to plant and harvest all sorts of vegetables and fruits along with wild roots. The rice patties and fish pens were owned by her grandparents and that helped the whole family. They would catch everything from locusts to rice crabs to add to their food supplies. Fishing and farming were the most prevalent trades there.

She was forced to often act as a second mother to her siblings, especially when her mom was in the later stages of her many pregnancies. Lil loved grade school and high school. She always got good grades. After high school her parents couldn't afford to send her to college. She took a short vocational course in secretarial skills, but it never led to any jobs in her field of study. She managed to get a factory job in Manila, due to a cousin working there. She worked it over four years before work slowed down and she had to return to her village to live in her mom's hut again and work at a small store for little money. She met her husband and they married. Three kids followed in close order and they were always struggling to survive financially.

At one point her husband got a job in Libya for almost two years doing construction. The money he wired home helped them get ahead awhile to where she was able to rent an apt in town. The kids were elated to have a TV and other civilized luxuries. But in less than 2 years Carlo left the job and came home. He said the work was too hard. He was going back to farming, which paid much less and forced the family to leave the comforts of town behind to live in the village huts again

––––––––
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Lil watched the misery her kids experienced going back to the primitive living conditions, stripped of all luxuries, except a battery powered radio. At that point Lil started looking into servant jobs. In Manila her cousin made contact with an agency that helped match Filipinas with wealthy people wanting full time servants for bargain pay. The Philippines islands were famous for the poverty stricken people that worked very hard for less pay than most people from other countries.

Now Lil was in India. Only the first of many countries that she would visit with the rich family. She didn't have to pay for rent, bills, food, or much of anything. Every two weeks she would be paid more money than she made in a year at home. By her home standards, she'd be wealthy and a rich world traveler.

But the price was leaving her children to be raised by their dad. It would be unthinkable for some moms to do. To be brutally honest, her sacrifice was tempered by living well because she was literally part of a household that lived in the lap of luxury. Lil would sleep on soft beds in beautiful places and dine on fine foods. She'd wear soft, comfortable, nice clothing and good shoes year round. She'd have free time to explore other countries and study whatever she wanted in her free time. Lil had rose up out of a destitute existence and the world was her oyster. But her kids couldn't be with her.

Instead she had Foxy. It was a bad trade. The mother, Camilla, and her daughters did love the cute dog. But they didn't want to be walking it to use the bathroom at weird hours, feeding it, grooming it. They liked to pet it and thought it was adorable. They’d play with it now and then and not be bothered with it when they had other activities.

Lil knew that at some point the family would likely visit America because Achmed received a great deal of money from business interests he had in New York. Anita had commented 

on that and it riveted Lil. From the time she was a girl she'd fantasized about going to 

America. It would be a dream come true to visit there. Maybe she could stay and get a job there and live like an American and wire even more money home. She wondered what the years ahead held for her and her kids back home.

"For now I guess it's you and me against the world, Foxy." she petted the dog. Foxy looked a bit evil as she wagged her tail and showed her teeth. She seemed ready to take on anyone.

*** 4 Years Later *** New York ***






"No Foxy! No!" Lil yelled as Foxy darted down the alley after a fleeing rat that had a chunk of pizza in its mouth. As Lil charged in the alley, she stopped and stared in surprise.

Foxy was snarling and savagery shaking her head with a dead rat flopping in her maw. Across from Foxy an alley fight was in full swing between a very muscular, short Latino and three thugs. The Latino grabbed the top of an old metal garbage can for a shield. The Latino's shield stopped a knife strike right before the shield slammed the knife fighter's face. It floored the fellow and sent his blade bouncing under the dumpster. A second assailant swung a baton that belted the Latino's shoulder instead of his skull. The third thug tackled the Latino from behind. All four of the fellas briefly battled in a blur of blows, holds, throws, and rolls amongst whiplashing limbs.

Foxy dropped her rat trophy and belligerently bolted into battle. She objectively selected one man and bit him in the ass. He screamed. Without missing a beat, her teeth tore into another guy's thigh. The Latino swatted and stomped past the pack to grab his garbage can lid again. Foxy stood by his side growling at the two guys she'd just bitten.
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''You want any more?" the Latino asked.

The trio of punks obviously had enough. They were all bleeding, bruising, and swelling up from facial injuries. The Latino had a bloody nose and mouth, along with a swelling eye. Foxy looked fine and ferocious. The punks barked insults and threats as they walked away. "Thank you little one."" the guy said to Foxy and she barked once back at him. Then the Latino finally took a good look at Lil and his mouth dropped open. He admired her beauty in speechless surprise.

Lil was equally tongue tied. He was only a little taller than her, but he was built like a powerlifter. He was good looking with close cropped dark hair and warm brown eyes. She was immediately drawn to him. Just like Foxy was. She had the errant thought that, “He has a way with bitches.". The thought made her smile.

He smiled back." You and your little dog just likely saved me from a bad beating or worse. Can I buy you both lunch?"

"Sure. Why not?" she agreed." What's your name?"

“Lily, but people just call me Lil.”

“Well, my name is Tony and you two likely just saved my life. Thank you.”

“Happy to help,” Lily smiled.

“Does your dog normally attack people like that?” Tony wondered.

.

"She's done worse."

They exited the alley.

Tony led her a block over where there was a cafe with outside tables. They ordered coffee and croissants. He used the bathroom to clean up his bloody face. He still sported cuts, bruises, and his left eye was swelling half shut.

"Have you lived in New York long?" he asked.

"Only a few weeks now. I've been gradually expanding my walks with Foxy to learn the city better. Today we ended up here by chance. Foxy chased the rat and we found you."

"That was fortuitous for me."

The waitress returned with their order. Tony put a croissant down for Foxy. She barked a word of thanks and tore into it. They both laughed and focused on each other around the coffee and snacks.

"She's not even my dog." Lil admitted." I'm a dog caretaker and house servant for a wealthy family that's visiting here. I've worked for them over four years now. They travel all over the world. We finally came to America."

"It sounds like you like it here,” he observed.

"I'd quit my job and stay here if I could.”


“What’s stopping you?”

"The family keeps my passport locked up. If I ran away I'd have to do it as an illegal alien."

"Do they treat you OK?"

"Not really. The family is condescending at best. They just view me as a servant and don't mingle with the hired immigrant help. I tried to build a friendship with the parents and kids. But they view me as being below their class. The son has been trying to have sex with me for years, though. I've managed to fend him off."

"I know a lot of illegal aliens around here. There's a large Latino community around us that are illegally living and working here. My mom was here illegally when she had me."

"What do you do for a living?"

“I work as a mechanic near here and work part time as a bouncer in a strip club. I actually had to throw two of those guys out of the club for grabbing the girls. They obviously hold a grudge.”

"You work in a strip club?" Lil's eyed widened.

"I do, most of this area is strip clubs, sex shops, hookers and Johns. You chose a bad area to explore." 

"That's news to me." she was disappointed that he was a strip club guy.

"You'd make a lot of money at stripping." he informed her.
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Unfriendly Territory 4






"So you're complimenting me by saying I'd be a good stripper." Lil clarified.

"I'm so sorry. I didn't mean it like that. I meant you're very attractive and it came out wrong." he sputtered.

Lil almost laughed at his discomfort. "Does your mom still live around here?"

"No. My mom’s dead. I don't have any siblings or other family in America. How about you?"

"My parents are still alive and together." Lil nodded." I have two daughters and a son ages 10-12. I'm legally still married, but it’s mainly in name only. All of my family still live in the Philippine’s. We lived in extreme poverty. I got this job over four years ago. It pays more in a month than I would make in a year at home. I don't have to pay rent, bills, food, or for anything really. I wire most of my money to Manila where my family travels once a month to get it. They're living in luxury due to that money. If I stayed home with them we'd all be existing in brutal poverty. We'd live in a bamboo hut without electricity or plumbing, We lived in hat type of poverty. I miss my kids daily, but I'm giving them a good life by working this job."

"Don't you get lonely for a man ever?"

"Sometimes," she conceded. “Do you have a wife or girlfriend?"

"I'm quite single." he assured her.

"What about the stripper girls you guard?"

"I'm not with them. I'm single. I don't consider strippers girlfriend material. Listen, if you ever need to work for cash without providing identification proof, I can steer you to numerous places that do that in this area. I also know building owners and managers that will rent rooms cheap for cash without identification proof."

"Why do you know such places?"

"Because there's many other Latinas and Latinos nearby that are illegally here. It's a community that helps each other."

"You said this is a bad neighborhood. How dangerous is it?"

"It's mainly a sex industry around here. But yeah, it has real dangers." he honestly answered." My mom was murdered not far from here."

Lil's eyes widened in surprise." I'm sorry. Did the cops catch the guy?"

"No. I did. I killed him."

Lil was surprised at the confession. She was curious, but afraid to pry. Tony could see the questioning and confusion on her face. He found himself wanting to explain, even though she was a stranger. He felt a pull from her.

"There was a serial rapist preying on this neighborhood. DNA connected him to the first four rape victims. Then he escalated the assaults by murdering his next three victims. He selected petite, pretty, dark haired Latinas around here. The media wasn't super interested because the victims weren't white women. They were mainly illegal minorities. My mom fit the victims' profiles, so I gave her a 32 caliber pistol I bought off the street." Tony broke off briefly. He frowned at the memories. But he went on grimly.

"When I couldn't reach her, I entered her apt with the key she gave me. I found her beaten to death with her own lamp. The place was trashed from a fight. She was still dressed in jeans and a torn sweater. She'd fired the gun I gave her and it was near her hand. I'd later learn she hadn't been raped, just murdered. Of course I immediately called the police.

The cops right away fixated on me. They kept me in an interrogation room for over 16 hours. They played head games trying to intimidate me and trick me into changing my statement. They tried to guide me into saying that I did it. You see guys on TV that confess to crimes that they later claim they were innocent of. It seems impossible that anyone would admit to a crime they didn't do. Well let me assure you, those cops were very good at trying to play on my emotions and my damaged state of mind. But I kept assuring them I didn't do it.
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“They told me if I just confessed I could leave that room. Finally I demanded a lawyer. They told me that I must be guilty if I wanted a lawyer. When I suggested the serial rapist, they insisted that didn't match up because she wasn't raped or even undressed and she was beaten to death, not strangled."

Tony shook his head bitterly. “After leaving the interrogation room I did my own investigation all week. I went to all the places my mom did and spoke to everyone she knew. I spoke to both of her ex boyfriends. I had a hunch about the fired gun and spoke to a Latino I know that was a medic for the army. He served in Iraq and ended up with PTSD and drug problems. He's known to treat violent injuries for cash around here for people that don't want the police knowing about their wounds from guns, knives and fights. Hospitals call the cops if they treat violent injuries. He told me he removed what he judged to be a 32 caliber bullet from the shoulder of a local pizza delivery guy.

Danny was a savvy soldier. Besides knowing medic skills, he knew guns and ammo well due to all the shootings he treated in Iraq. I went to the pizza place to catch that driver named Jose between deliveries. When he came back from a delivery I cut him off by the alley where he parked. I bluffed telling him that cops knew the killer had been shot with a 32 caliber bullet and that the cops were on the way to examine his shooting wound.

He looked terrified and tried to jump in his car. I yanked him back out. He grabbed a knife he spiked in my side. We wrestled for the weapon and I killed him with it." Tony spaced off again. Lil patiently waited.

"The cops came. There was a few witnesses, unfortunately none of them witnessed how the battle started or who pulled the knife first. They just saw me kill him. I was arrested for murder. I couldn't afford to bail out or hire a good lawyer. I couldn't prove that he was the one that pulled the knife first. My public defender filed a motion for a speedy jury trial, which meant they had to do my trial within a few months as I waited in jail.

During the wait, the CSI people matched Jose's DNA to all 7 rape victims and the four women he murdered, including my mom. The coroner also confirmed he was shot in the shoulder by a small caliber bullet. The DA reduced my murder charge to manslaughter. But he called me a vigilante that went to confront Jose with a knife and killed him. The DA offered me four years in prison and two more years parole if I pled to manslaughter. I refused."

"It sounds like self-defense!" Lil objected, swept up in the story.

"At trial the DA argued to the jury that I should have gone to the police with my suspicion. But instead I was a vigilante that used a knife to go kill him where he worked. I testified and told the truth. The jury believed the DA. I was convicted. The judge punished me for going to trial instead of taking a deal. He gave me five years in prison and three years parole." Tony leaned back as if exhausted from dredging it all up.

"It would make a good movie or play." Lil suggested." Have you considered writing it?"

"Actually there's a playwright working with me on it. He's fond of ghetto tales. In fact he has a play happening this week at a small theater down the street. I can get us seats backstage in the outer wing. How about going with me?"

Lil hesitated." The family I work for owns most of my time. The longest I usually get away is when I'm not needed at the house and I go walk Foxy for a couple hours. I don't think the theater wants a dog there."

Tony had all the right answers. "The play does an early show 6-7:30.Could you get out that long?"

Lil considered it." I probably can, but I'll have Foxy.”

"That's fine. I'll get us backstage in the rafters. Would that be OK?"

"OK." she nodded with a small smile. She wanted to go.

"Tel me more about your life in your homeland." he requested.

Lil found herself wanting to share who she was. There was an immense attraction between them and serious chemistry in the air.

“Simply put, I was born in a bamboo hut where my mom had a midwife's help. I was the eldest of ten kids with five brothers and four sisters. Our village hut didn't have electricity or indoor plumbing. The nearest
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