
 When you could successfully get over the fact that it was nothing like your typical 

American home - with the white picket fence and yards the shade of a deep green, and 

a chimney that smokes almost as much as your old man. When you could accept that 

the only it thing it had in common with your home before is the mass-produced, 

manufactured style of all the housing in a clustered area. And when you finally get over 

the nostalgia surrounding those 'cherished' home-cooked meals and rediscover that 

they were never any good. Once you reach that point. This point. Where I am now. 

Y'know, prison really ain't all that bad.

 There's a tennis court here. Which is cool. I always wanted to play tennis with the 

richies at the country club. Every afternoon after school, I would walk past the club and 

the only thing I could see were the greens from holes 6 & 7 and their two tennis courts. 

All the other women played in these pressed white, virginal mini-skirts and, with every 

swing of their racket, they let out an echo of orgasmic sounds - moans and 'Ah's and 

'Uh's! You could hear them from our sidewalk and you'd bet your best dollar that it 

turned Travis on.

 Travis was always getting turned on by shit like that. In the 6th grade, while 

everyone else was denying their evolution into nymphomania, he was sitting in the back 

of class rubbing one off through his cargo shorts to a slideshow of sex-ed diagrams. He 

was hot in a way because he didn't care what was on screen - boy, girl, hell sometimes 

even animals, made no difference to him. He intrigued me.

 We started dating in the ninth, and never really stopped. We saw other people, 

sure, but we kinda always came back to each other. 



     I always thought prison'd be like in the movies. Picking at rocks with pick-axes 

and the like. Mostly it was pretty okay. Some days shit got worse than it did on others. 

Like the other day. Yesterday, I think it was. Some gal got strangled half-to-death with a 

wet washcloth. Beats me how. Beats me why. She must've really pissed someone off so 

much that they had no choice but to try to kill her right then, right in the shower. 

Otherwise I'm pretty sure they'd have found a more effective weapon that a fucking 

washcloth.

 Tuesdays were the best days because on Tuesdays we got to see the new 

recruits arrive by Busload. It was an ugly green bus, the kind of color you see when 

you're changing diapers for the first time, before you get used to it and the like. Anyway 

these new girls got here, usually scared shitless, shackled with their hair in knots. When 

I got here I made sure my hair was straight as a razor's edge. You always see women in 

those court shows and they look fine, but if they lose - and they usually don't lose - but 

when they lose, it's like someone comes up and ruffles up their hair to make them look 

even more like a witch. That wasn't going to be me, I thought to myself back then, I'm 

going to be the prettiest gal to ever arrive anywhere by Busload. And you know what, I 

was.

 Lots of people think I did what I did because I was jealous that Travis was 

sleeping with one of them rich bitchy types. Jessica, I think her name was. Y'see, I don't 

really get jealous in the same way other people do, I'd think anyone else would've done 

what I did because of jealousy. But not me.

 I just get annoyed real easy, y'see. Like those tennis girls outside the country 

club. The ones that could turn Travis on like that. At first it was alright, but after awhile it 



starts to get real fucking old hearing them, every day, at 4pm on the dot, grunting their 

weird not-sex/sex-noises like they do. So I do something about it.

 Y'know what I do? I steal their little white miniskirts, that's what I do. That way 

they can't play tennis. Cause who plays tennis in their ratty, torn up, hole at the knee 

jeans? And if they don't play tennis, I don't have to listen to that godawful racket 

anymore.

 So I stole one of their white skirts and made off back home like a bandit. I put on 

one of those skirts when I got back too. Y'see, those rich bitchy types don't much like it 

when a gal like me wears clothes meant for someone like them. I figured that'd piss 

'email right the hell off if they ever found out. So I put on one of those skirts and stood in 

front of the mirror. I took my Mom's old Polaroid camera too and grabbed my sister.

 She's my little sister. We don't talk much anymore. Heck, we didn't talk too much 

to begin with on account of me not being a very talkative person. Suzie. Susie with a 'z,' 

she'd always love to say. I thought she'd get a real kick out of modeling some rich, 

prissy skirts so we had this big fashion show in Mom's room.

 Mom had this real nice full size mirror so we could really see how we looked. I'll 

tell you, Suzie looked real cute. Adorable, even. I looked kinda frumpy, but it was fun 

anyways. Suzie wanted to keep the skirt, but I told her she couldn't on account of me 

not wanting those club types to see her and think she stole it.

 She could do this thing that all pretty girls can do. It's called "getting what you 

want," and little Suzie was the best at it.


