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Chapter 1


I guess there is some sort of manly sport in bull riding. Men can find perverse sport in bear baiting or cock and dog fighting, but at least in bull riding the dumb beast is safe from shedding blood and if anything is cut and any bones are broken it’s the idiots riding the poor dumb beasts that suffer them and those riders should really know better. Most of them should probably fall on their privates and remove their genes from the gene pool to make the waters safe for the rest of us. The crowd roared again, then oohed in disappointment. Bull 1, Rider 0.

My biggest bitch with the manly sports palaces that house the manly sports is that none of the manly architects has ever planned a ladies room of adequate proportions. If it wasn’t for us the guys would never eat. They’d just yell for the beer salesman and bark like dogs through all the manly activities and then where would the refreshment stand profits come from.

I’d been standing in the snail moving ladies room line for, I checked my watch, twenty minutes. I’d let a couple pregnant women ahead of me and the little skinny girl in front of me had also let them in ahead and so had some others. I’d like to think, as I danced the bathroom dance—beer is only rented—that someday I’d be pregnant and some skinny woman would take pity on me and let me in ahead at the ladies room line.

Taunting us, across the corridor was the men’s room. An absolutely empty pristine men’s room. Idly I wondered, to keep my mind on higher things than the state of my bladder, if I went to all the local manly sports palaces could I sign up enough clients to make a lack of ladies room space a class action suit. I think developers went by the square foot rule. Well, a lot more men could stand and point in the same space than women could undress and sit. Stand and point. They never had to adjust their clothing, they never washed their hands. All they really needed was a damn big fireplug, like dogs.

One of the pregnant ladies, not the one I had let ahead of me, made a break from our line to the pristine men’s room. I looked at the skinny girl in front of me and we were done waiting. If nothing else we were going to protect the privacy of the poor pregnant girl.

There aren’t as many stalls in a men’s room and once the pregnant girl broke the line a number of us sisters joined her. I ended up in the tiny little pigtail of the second sitting, still it wasn’t twenty minutes of waiting.

Just as I was ready to leave the stall I heard two men coming in and they were intent on doing something in the men’s room that they shouldn’t be doing at all in public in a family friendly sports palace with a program billed as family friendly and educational. The education the family would get in here wasn’t the kind you wanted the kids to be educated in.

I picked up my feet and no one, peeking for shoes would know I was here. I don’t know if the two lover’s—not two lovers—two sexers, looked for shoes or just thumped and bumped their way to the last stall and shut themselves in.

While the going was clear, I decided to get going. I’d wash my hands in the ladies room. I’d get some bad looks but I could cut the line to the sink, just not the other facilities. I opened the stall door and peeked to make sure that I was alone except for the noisy lovers. There was some moaning and groaning and swearing going on and I wasn’t sure for a minute whether I was listening to consensual hetero, consensual homo, or just garden variety assault between two bruisers. I looked back, trying to gauge the sound and decide whether or not to call security, and recognized the god damn boots.

I recognized the god damn boots because they were the hand sewn dream cowboy boots that the man in my life for whom I had gone off birth control to prepare to have his baby and for whom I was watching this idiot sport when I could do something important like wash my hair,  had asked Santa Claus to bring him last Christmas. Not only did they have to be ordered a year ahead, you had to fly to Dallas or some other misbegotten Texas cow town to have your feet hand measured and made into molds. There were so many choices involved in every nuance of their hand manufacture that it was impossible to have two similar pairs within the same 100 mile radius if it was even a remote possibility to have identical pairs in the same United States.

I pounded on the stall door. “Open up, you bastard!”

All was quiet on the other side. 

“Open up or I’m going to scream for security.”

The latch slid and the door opened a crack.

“Sugar, I can explain.”

There wasn’t a way in hell he was going to be able to explain what his sorry butt was sitting on when the skinny sorry butt with the cowboy hat and the other hand thrown cowboy boots was sitting on the toilet seat.

Thank God I had never let his sorry ass off the condom routine during the first few moments of euphoria when I thought this devil’s spawn of a maggot was a real man. At first it was because he wouldn’t commit. When he finally committed, and a sorry weak commitment it was now that I think about it, but he’d come up with the right words and a reasonable stone in a reasonably artistic and special looking ring, which I’d now strongly bet was mass produced and cubic zirconia, he’d stayed on the condom routine because my biological clock was ticking and I wanted a child or two before it was too late so I’d gone off birth control and started taking my temperature to see if my body still did the little female thing every month. So far it hadn’t done it right, but it hadn’t been long enough to be sure. My doctor and I were discussing whether or not to give my lady hormones a little kick in the opposite direction to the one they had followed since I was old enough to understand where boys wanted to put it and why.

“How long?” I demanded. “How long has this been going on?”

“Ma’am,” the little scrawny toilet seat sitter said thinking ma’aming me would work in his favor, “Ma’am, we just met.”

“And you, B.L.”

 B.L. blushed.

I smacked my now ex-and devil’s spawn scum of a fiancé so hard his head nearly spun around and around on his neck. 

“Liz, don’t be mad at me.”

“The condo is mine, the ring is mine, the car is mine, the boat is mine. Your debts are yours. You’re lucky my debts aren’t yours. I will expect a full, FULL, medical on your sorry ass or I will find some way to put you in jail with the biggest meanest ugliest butt kissing lifer I can find in five states. You have three days to get every thing you own out of my condo before I fumigate for any little bug buddies you left behind, scrub every single inch of that condo with bleach and throw anything you miss in a big pile, pour gasoline over it and dance while it burns. You’re not using a condom, are you.”

Little scrawny toilet seat butt shook his head. Whatever rented beer and anything else I might have had in my stomach was emptied in an explosive stream on the hand thrown boots, both pairs of them. I wouldn’t have vomited on them by choice, my stomach had done that of its own accord and I felt much better for it.

From the door a security guard called, “Ma’am, you shouldn’t be in here.”

I walked toward him, wiping my mouth. “I’m sorry. I thought I smelled a dead rat in here.”

I cut the line to the ladies room, the line was still there and still just as long, to use the sink. I washed my mouth out with soap. No matter how foul it tasted it didn’t taste as foul as the thought that that scummie devil’s spawn mouth had been on mine and that scummie devil’s tail of a tongue had been in my mouth and I had thought that was good. Those scummie lips  had swabbed other parts of my body too. I gagged over the sink and washed my mouth out with another layer of soap. 

Some of the women were watching me strangely. “Sorry,” I said. “Bad food. I don’t think I swallowed any of it.”

On the way home I was stopping at the pharmacy and getting some industrial strength antibiotic body wash and use the whole bottle to wash down, and call my lady’s doctor for a long talk and tests. 

I couldn’t face home. I checked in at a spa. I spent the rest of the weekend getting the toxins sweated out of my system. 

On Monday I went to the office and ploughed through my paperwork. I contacted a cleaning crew who usually cleaned up after murder and mayhem that I knew of through my work. I called an exterminator who had been sued for doing his job too well and killing a family’s insect pets. I put a jitney junk man on call. 

When the clock hands reached the last hour of the third day I went home and erased B.L. Beelzebub spawn of the devil and Scum King of all time from my life.

On Tuesday I had a long chat with my lady’s doctor and gave so much blood for tests I would have made a vampire happy until the vampire learned why I was there and gagged.

On Wednesday I went to the battered women’s shelter and was so enthusiastic and convincing that I personally hired a bus to take the women downtown to get protection orders, child support orders, DNA tests and whatever else they had been putting off doing.

On Thursday, taking a deposition on behalf of my sweet gray haired client who was being traded in for something else a bit racier but we couldn’t figure out what, I got a glimpse of a reaction that reminded me of the scum who had populated my life like a poisoned mushroom growing at the base of a poison ivy tree. I fronted the money for a private detective to pick his sorry ass up as he left his office and follow. It wasn’t even dark before the detective called me and outed the scum. The money and antiques he had wanted to take with him were mine. Well, my client’s, but I would pick every shred of his collection out of his black heart like gleaners at a candy store.

On Friday I called a lady painting crew for my condo and picked the colors to repaint every room in it. Men are scum. The only difference is the size of the scum they turn out to be.

By the end of three weeks I took my now chemically virgin body home to my newly redone condo and lay in the middle of the livingroom floor and wondered what I was going to do.

I threw all my old linens in a charity bag and went shopping. I re-virgined my bed and my bathroom linens. I sent all the dishes through the hottest cycle of the dishwasher after I’d hand washed them in bleach. I got a steamer and steamed all the carpet and rugs. I sent the curtains out to be cleaned.

When the whole condo had been re-virgined I swore off men. I swore off scum. I swore off even a handshake from the spawn of the devil until my tests came back negative, all of them, and then I’d schedule them all again and wait for a confirming negative.

On behalf of my clients I was an avenging angel in court, the scum cringed before me, and spit out every penny, nickel, car, truck, I even managed, in three cases, to strip the new devil’s bitches of their soul tokens and return them to the divorcing wives. I made them take the damn jewels off their fingers and their necks and their wrists and personally walk them to my table and hand them to the deceived and denied wives, and if they wanted their little slave to the devil tokens back I was more than happy to make the devil’s spawn pay twice for what he shouldn’t have bought once.

I interviewed three private detective firms and I checked out three different find anyone anywhere web sites. All men were scum until proved different. I wasn’t even going to shake hands with a new scum or accept a little feed my sweetie morsel off his dessert fork until I’d had a background check. And here I’m talking about restaurant food in a well lighted place and not any little sweety morsel crumbs off the fork he might be poking out at me from his crotch.  He wouldn’t rise to the class man until he’d had a full medical checkup. I might never find one worth the effort to take off my panties.

I heard a clock chiming in the next apartment. The two little sweetie guys who collected antiques must have bought the carriage clock they had been spouting love poems to for the past six weeks. It wasn’t my biological clock but it might have well as been.




Chapter 2

I would like to say that I was wrong and that I had mis-classified some undeserving male into the scum class, but even when I got the jailbird dad his two little boys back it was a case of letting them live with scum or letting them live with a lady scum and her scummier paramour drug dealer. At least the daddy scum had done white collar time. 

I thought down my list of ex-clients until I found the jailbird a job that would support enough food on the table to maybe raise the two sweet little boys above the level of scum, sometime way in the future when I was tied to my chair watching Wheel of Fortune and Jeopardy re-runs on CD and my brain was so fried with old age I couldn’t tell bodily differences with a map book.

I do not have the sweetest of dispositions on my good days, living your life among scum, making your living among scum, and realizing that if you need a male anything to make you feel secure in your lonely midnight condo you’re better off teaching your poodle table manners than to share your space with a hairy two-legged devil’s spawn scummie.

I took the last cold beer from the refrigerator, popped the bottle cap against the edge of the counter and my fist and threw back a slug as I went back to my desk. At least if you had a poodle for security and there weren’t any burglars to scare at the moment, he’d put his head on your lap and only expect you to look into his eyes and say “Good dog,” and rub his ears and nose a little and his little doggy spirit is in an ecstacy of happiness.

The two legged scum of a devil’s spawn—there’s a reason why dog spelled backwards is God and man spelled backwards is Nam a nonsense word if ever there was one—the two legged devil’s spawn wanted his ears rubbed and his short nose rubbed and his long nose rubbed and then the wanted his spirit raised with the application of a little green love oil, “Babe, I’m a little short this week can you help me out?” It’s not a surprise that the scum can get away with those little skinny wallets while we are stuck carrying around a junkman’s trunk. It’s not always their wallets that are short but even those rightly in the minnow bumper class always think they can put it right out there like a shark.

I think I’d rather swim with sharks instead of being nibbled to death by a minnow. I raised the cold long neck to a pledge. Before the scum got anywhere near touching my sweet lady parts I was going to take a tape measure to the long nose and see if it rated touchability. No more minnows, no more sunfish—bring on aircraft carriers, bring on submarines.

I took another slug of beer. It was cold. It was good. It was the last one in the refrigerator until Monday. I bought a six-pack a week. I paced myself. I didn’t have a problem when I was out. About the time I got the results of my second round of medical tests, thanks to his scumminess the ex-fiancé, I thought I might have just a teensy problem at home.

Next door the grandfather clock chimed the hour, a big booming manly bong. God, I needed a big booming manly bong. Maybe a big booming manly bong would restart my hormones and give me one last chance for the Mommy thing. Then the charming carriage clock chimed it’s little silver bing. It binged every time the long hand returned to twelve but it only did the midnight bing. Bing, bing, bing, bing—twelve times. It’s little silver insides were stuck and useless, like mine.

The devil’s spawn of an ex-fiancé, he of the hand wrought boots and execrable taste and poor judgement—if he’d picked the damn bathroom on another level or in the next corridor I’d never have known and might actually have planted his devil’s spawn seeds in my sweet lady’s garden—had left my physical body unmessed, thank God for industrial strength condoms, and after him I’ll always buy my own, thank you, but my brain was definitely messed. In other words I wasn’t physically sick but I was paranoid as hell and becoming obsessive about men’s cleanliness, an oxymoron if there ever was one. Right now, today, I wouldn’t let one in my house again unless he was clean as a Ken doll and just as sexless. And for my bed, I’ve got one of those long fat curl up with it bolster pillows. I can snuggle with my cushion without warping my mind with sex nightmares.

During the day I function pretty well. I’ve stopped excessive hand washing and the use of anti-microbial towelettes on every surface a scum might have breathed on. My friends’ men, the ones I know aren’t stepping out on their wives and schtupping whatever, I can actually tolerate without naming them scum, although they’re still just one rung up on the ladder of man from scum, and I can treat them like brothers.

I took another pull from the long neck, then held the bottle up to see if I had to pace myself or if I could get a couple more good pulls from the bottle.

I used to buy six pack cans. I think it’s a sign of returning mental health to have changed from cans to cool glass long necks.

I sat back in my chair trying to find the thread to pull my client to victory. The devil’s spawn bastard beat her up, took away her clothes, and locked her out of the house. When the neighbor called me she was lurking behind the forsythia bush cold, bloody, and naked. I knew the thread was somewhere in the file. 

I picked up the file but it was thick and heavy. To open it to the page I wanted I needed both hands. I laid the cool long neck against my chest, supported between my breasts and the little cup of my night gown bodice. I looked down for my reading glasses and the little one eyed long neck stared me right in the eye. I froze. We can get past this, I told my inner self. Deep breathing, I told myself. Instead of reaching for my glasses I made my hand take the long neck away and put it on the desk.

I pushed the desk chair back. I never wanted to have a one eyed long neck anywhere near my re-virgined body again. I was never going to put a long neck in my condo again.

While the long neck was here there were a couple good slugs left in there and they weren’t going to go to waste or get warm. I brought the long neck to my lips, bit the lip of the bottle with my teeth to break the evil charm, slid the sweating sucker past my lips, and let that cold sharp tasting liquid bathe my throat. Then I dropped that long neck sucker in the trash where one eyed long necks belong and read on through the deposition until I found the thread I wanted to unwind the scum bastard’s bank accounts and secure my client her half of the marital assets plus a hefty bonus to atone for putting her in the position I found her.

I went to bed just at the witching hour. It was the only time the two clocks next door were in sync. I laid down, curled part of my long cushion behind my head like a pillow. The little mantel clock began to bing to twelve. I counted every bing.

I needed sex. I was used to sex. Since my bad experience at the bull riding I had been off sex. I needed sex. My body was shriveling from lack of sex. I noticed fine lines around my mouth. I noticed fine lines at the corners of my eyes. My eyes were dull and red. My hair was dry. This morning, when I looked in the full length mirror I wanted to pad my bra. I’ve always had sex. I’ve always had a back burner boyfriend, someone I knew who was kind, if not exciting enough to keep to reach permanent man status and keep around all the time, who needed regular sex as frequently as I needed regular sex.

My last booty call had finally settled down with someone as lukewarm as he was. When I looked around I realized they were gone, the whole tribe of old casual friends with benefits had disappeared. The new tribe of casual friends was there with buckets of benefits but they were young and there was no way I could pretend to myself that they weren’t short term and many of them weren’t kind. I wasn’t a charity fuck. Something left too long in the bar, something you needed beer glasses to have look better.

I vowed I wouldn’t be a two o’clock dolly before I was escorted home. If I couldn’t be out of there by ten with a  new casual sexy friend I’d go home alone at 10:05.

Home alone to toss and turn and listen to the grandfather clock bong. And the little silver bing who’s mechanical clock had run out.

You can manage a lot of things for yourself. There’s a whole underground industry involved in manufacturing little things that bring gratification. But they don’t kick the hormones. At least they don’t kick mine. Nothing does things for your hormones and your hair and your skin and your nails like a nice big manly bong giving you satisfaction and gratification. I think it’s the skin bonding afterwards that kicks your hormones into high gear.

Even if they can’t stay all night, if you can get a little skin bonding snuggle after the big manly bong’s been exactly where it’s supposed to go you wake up the next morning with bright eyes, shiny hair and a little bounce to your step. It has to be the skin bonding that kicks your female hormones. It can’t be that little penny pinching low fat half teaspoonful of surprise they leave in the condom. Some people say that that deposited without the condom does all the good stuff but I have no interest in testing that theory. 

It has to be the skin bonding. I haven’t skin bonded for too long and I’m a mess. I’m such a mess I thought I should try the dating scene again. I asked around the office casually about the best singles bar. Where the hotties were. 

He looked good. He looked clean. He had nice long fingers. It’s summer and he was wearing some stupid looking sandals—he should have covered those stubby short toes. A couple of empty long necks on the table and I forgot about those ugly toes. He kissed me across the table and kept his tongue where it belonged on the first kiss. He moved his chair around and did a little kneesy under the table. A little hands and kneesy, he wasn’t too pushy about crossing the line between hello and you’re mine on my thigh—he had possibilities.

My skin burned for massage, sexy strokes that started as far from the good places as possible and zeroed in on the targets. He fumbled his hand on my breast. He had pretty good aim for the nipple. I wanted to take it out and put it on the table so he could do better. The DJ stopped letting the tone deaf idiots sing and put on a slow dance tune.

 A great tune, several steps in a waltz, a nice big wide swooping step, he swung me into a nice waltz twirl and brought me in close up against his body. He didn’t know much waltzing beyond those three steps and a sort of hip shimmy shuffle, but I didn’t care. I was going to get some sex and some skin bonding, soon. Maybe tomorrow as soon as his background check checked out—surely by Friday.

Something else was soon apparent. I was being nibbled by a minnow. Not even a sunfish, a minnow. Even B.L. Beelzebub devil’s spawn that he was was better than minnow class. I know women who say a minnow’s good, better sometimes because any time a scum has to try harder at something he’s always better than his clan brothers, but a minnow, no matter how good he is, is not going to fill the empty space inside of me any better than that box of little toys, and I have all the good ones, can fill the empty space.

I know a minnow can give you kids, just like a shark, but my body had somehow forgotten how to do the little female thing every month so I wasn’t going to have any kids the Mother Nature way, it was going to have to be the doctor and pills way and if it was the doctor and pills way I might just as well get one of those little abandoned snowflakes planted in my lady garden or have them do one of those little squirts from the frozen seed packs they have in storage. Why put up with a minnow with ugly toes messing up my life and my condo when Science could do the job with no mess.

I started to cry. He of the stubby ugly toes skittered out of there like a scalded cat. Instead of a little manly bonging followed by some luxurious skin bonding, maybe even a little erotic massage with oil and perfume, I drove home fifteen miles per hour which was as fast as I could manage and still see through my tears. I scared the cop who pulled me over for snail speed below the posted snail speed so bad he said, “You just go on home, Lady. I’ll follow you until you get to your neighborhood.” And he did, flashing lights and all.

That was a while ago too. My skin is worse. My hair is a bird’s dry nest that won’t take color or oil. My daily mood is testy to say the least. Everyone in the office walks on the far side of the corridor as they pass my door, for god’s sake, like I have a fatal illness. I had to go shopping to buy smaller bras and smaller panties. I am drying up all over.

I curled up in a little fetal ball with my bolster pillow around me like a womb and cried myself to sleep for being such a bad, no not bad, I wasn’t bad, such a wasteful girl with the riches of Nature. I should have damn well gotten pregnant the first time it did it with my first boyfriend, he was a good looking athlete with long fingers and long toes long hair down to his collar and a long you know what and a innate enthusiasm for sex that has really ruined me for all the minnow class I’ve met since, had the baby, raised it and then gone to law school. I would have only been five years behind where I am in my career now and I wouldn’t care if my hormones were all headed to the hormone scrap heap leaving me as old and dry as a memory rose pressed in a scrapbook.

Needless to say I didn’t get much sleep. It seemed fitting when I walked out and found the local kids had finger painted ‘witch’ and ‘bitch’ in the grime on my car.




Chapter 3

I’ve had the best year in my career. I thought at first that the fire in my loins would ameliorate, abate, as B.L. Beelzebub, the devil’s spawn that he was, was no longer in my life. When I’d put the experience behind me the fires stayed. It was like a well banked, well fueled coal fire. I got so well known as the witch bitch down at the courthouse that my last three clients had only had to appear once in the courthouse. Their now exes just signed on the dotted lines where I put the fat Sharpie marked Xs and left town so that their new squeezes never even heard my name.

I’d just spent an hour on the phone with my investment counselor doing a little financial sleight of hand. I hate leaving money on the table for the greedy fingers of the IRS nearly as much as I hate leaving money in the greedy pockets of the devil’s spawn scum who want their lady wives to disappear as naked as the day they were born, when my admin assistant, God, what happened to the good solid title secretary, now we have admin asses and that about describes what I think of most of them—I’m working on my fourth one in two months—handed me a messengered envelope from some hoity toity Federal District law firm that everyone in the know knew cleaned up the mess when a government agency guy got caught in a no-no.

I saw pre-nup and Angel’s name and fell back in my chair.

Most people would call Angel a friend. I have no friends so to my mind Angel is still a client. Angel is everybody’s friend. Angel is a little fluffy lady who putters around in her neighbor’s garden. Angel can afford to garden putter and eat because I was lucky enough to get enough from her scumbag ex-husband to keep Angel if she lives quietly and takes a temporary job now and then, but I was still learning my job when I met Angel. If there were do-overs Angel is the only client I would want to do-over.

I was ambulance chasing at the local hospital when I heard about Angel. I think ten of the nurses, at least the first ten I met told me her room number and could I do something really really awful to her scumbag of a soon to be ex-husband who had laid divorce papers on her soft little person as she came out of anesthesia from a hysterectomy. Thank God it hadn’t been cancer, they all said.

Pre-nup, Angel, A MAN, and a dubious government controlled Federal District law firm. Good, God, Angel, what have you gotten into?

Angel had just lost her best friend and her putter garden when the old lady who owned the big old house had finally given up the struggle of living alone. Angel, in my opinion was better to the old lady than a daughter could have been and probably kept her out of the assisted living warehouse her bastard scummie sons had packed her away to at least eight years longer than they really liked until they realized that houses had zoomed up in value. They should have cut Angel a bonus out of the proceeds from the sale, but they didn’t even send her a thank you note.

Oh, God, Angel lost her best friend, her putter garden and met a man—I counted on my fingers. Oh, God, too much too soon. My fingers found the phone, punched in Angel’s number, I wondered if she was out with this new scum. 

I’m not sure if Angel knows what to do with a man. All she’d known was that skinflint penny-pinching Dutchman (with apologies to the real Dutch) who kept her on the back burner promising to start a family one day—I knew about that thanks to the devil’s spawn who’d taken me for a ride to the god damn bull riding circus–dangled that family thing in front of Angel while Mother Nature’s lil ol’ clock ticked up to the twelve-bing number, and laid divorce papers on her before she’d come out of the anesthesia for a hysterectomy that could have been cancer. 

After being on that shelf as long as Angel had what would she know about dealing with the grabby pokey little penis flingers which was all you could find loose in our age group nowadays? I wondered if she even knew how to use a condom, much less could find the guts to go buy a box to keep in her under silkies drawer in case of emergencies which could be happening right now.

I got her voice mail. “Pre-nup? Why the hell do you need a pre-nup and I hope you are not doing something I wouldn’t do before I’d gotten a full medical background on the pre-nupee. Call me.” I gave her my phone number so she wouldn’t have to look it up. Angel has always put things she might not want to do off. She can identify flowers and trees in that garden from the little naked sticks in midwinter and where the buds are and where the leaves are, but if she has to look up a phone number for anything but the bank and the garden store it takes a while.

“God,” I thought, “Angel and the government.” Angel wouldn’t even puff up the total of the old clothes she donated to charity for her income tax deductions. The government would chew Angel up and spit out bones like a gourmand eating squab. I think the God up front in that thought was as close to prayer as I’d ever been since my wonderful high school athlete boyfriend had introduced me to the mystery of how to properly dress a
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