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Chapter One – The Fairy Tale






When men were asked to identify women’s
ultimate fantasy, 97.8 percent said it is to have two men at once.*
(See end of chapter.)

The dreams of good girls from small towns
come true. I have a gorgeous, intelligent successful attorney
husband, fabulous Upper East Side home, two beautiful if not overly
obedient children and promising career prospects.

Every morning I wake up and look at the
clock. It’s always 5:25 a.m. Stretching out my sleepy limbs, I
silently recite my daily affirmation, “I can not, will not allow
myself to be bullied. I am beautiful and valuable.” (No law is
broken being a double digit dress size.) Then hitting the off
button seconds before the clock would ring, I bounce out of bed.
Momentarily I pause to look at Grant soundly asleep, I
affectionately remember the days we would cuddle this early in the
morning. He looks like an Adonis while snoring loudly and grabbing
the comforter. When was the last time I changed the bed linen and
washed that comforter? There is so much housework to do. I have
little time or desire to accomplish it.

Quietly, I check on my sleeping kids and pet
Digby, our energetic Havanese dog. I change into my workout
clothes, throwing my nightgown onto a pile of dirty clothes that
covers the floor of my closet. Walking into the kitchen, I grab a
bottle of water from the refrigerator and check the time.

At exactly 5:35 a.m., I’m standing in front
of the seventh floor elevator bank waiting. The door opens and I
nod a greeting to a grumpy dog walker. He mumbles an inaudible
reply.

I dash through the lobby, wave to Ren, the
doorman, a trim jovial Hispanic gentleman, and head out to the
gym.

The day is clear and cool. The streets are
blessedly quiet. They always are this early in the morning. This is
my selfish time.

I arrive at the New York Sport’s Club on East
86th Street, flash my ID card and though the place is busy, manage
to score an available treadmill. I plug in my earphones, surf the
club’s TV to a news program, adjust the treadmill computer, and
start to zone out while politely moving. Strenuous physical
exertion isn’t my style. I don’t like to perspire in public.
Everyone at a gym should receive a round of applause for showing
up. Positive reinforcement is the way to go, not sweating. If I
really want to get in shape, I will take a spinning class.

I notice a young, attractive couple walking
toward treadmill row and can’t help but smile as they survey the
cardio area, deciding the wait is too long, and walk off holding
hands---they are obviously in love.

The TV news breaks to a commercial which
hawks a made-for-cable love story and I pick up my pace on the
treadmill. I glance at the young couple now helping each other
stretch and canoodle on a floor mat and feel a ting of envy.

I was brought up believing by meeting a nice
guy, falling in love, getting married, making a good home, and
raising a couple of kids, I would be rewarded by a life of
fulfillment and happiness.

Yup, and leisure suits are making a
comeback.

I spy on the couple for a bit longer, knowing
that, in a few years after living together, raising a couple of
kids, he will no longer look at her, unless she’s standing directly
in front of the television set during a sports game.

She’ll be more turned by a hot fudge sundae
or a few extra hours of sleep then sex with him.

An hour later I return home. My husband’s
waiting by the front door, not with a smile or good morning kiss
but impatiently pointing to his wristwatch.

“I know,” I say as I race past him as I hand
him today’s New York Times. “I know.” Running into the bedroom,
stripping down, I take a quick shower, and dress for work.

Then I head into the kitchen to prepare his
breakfast. Breakfast is the most important meal of the day and I
insist he eats it much to his chagrin.

“Oatmeal and fresh fruit?”

Grant, completely absorbed in reading the
morning newspaper, grunts in the affirmative.

Thank goodness I have a coffeemaker with a
built-in timer. “Coffee?” I automatically fill his empty mug before
his reply. This will placate him until his breakfast is ready.

“Do we have half & half?” he asks.

I look at him; is he kidding?

“No, not now, not ever. Only 1%.” I serve him
coffee; one Splenda with a dash of 1% milk.

We have never had half & half in our
house, too much fat and calories.

Digby wanders into the kitchen, takes his
position by his food bowl and looks imploringly at me.

Grant continues to read and mumble
unintelligible comments after each news article as I finish
preparing his meal.

He’s served and then announces, “I would
prefer scrambled eggs and bacon.”

“Not going to happen, too much cholesterol
and fat.”

“Well, I’m not hungry now.” He pushes the
bowl away and repositions the newspaper.

I hand him a multi-vitamin to swallow with a
glass of cranberry juice, begrudgingly he complies.

Now I feel successful in my role as wife and
caretaker and can feed Digby.

“Tonight the board of directors is having a Q
& A in the lobby,” Grant says, his face in the paper,
completely ignoring me. “I prepared a list of questions for
you.”

“Yes, I remember. Why can’t you ask them your
own questions about re-financing our mortgage? You’re the attorney
in the family.”

“I’m exhausted when I get home.”

“And I’m not?” I work an eight hour day in an
office.

“You know I don’t like talking to strangers.”
With that justification Grant pushes back from the table and puts
on his suit jacket.

He likes to have all his interactions
filtered through me. I act as his personal translator. It’s hard to
believe he’s a successful divorce attorney.

I walk over to give him a kiss good bye but
he flies out the door ignoring me.

“Have a nice day,” I call out.

Kristen, rubbing sleep from her eyes, and
Jake, full of energy, walk into the kitchen.

“Oatmeal, please,” Jake says.

“I’m not hungry,” Kristen says.

I fill a bowl with oatmeal and place it in
front of Jake.

“Toast, Kristen?”

“I said, I’m not hungry.” My stubborn eight
year old daughter stamps her foot showing her defiant attitude

“No problem young lady, toast it is.”

I serve her the toast and command, “Eat.”

As the children eat, and argue about what
I’ve no idea, I return to my bathroom to get myself ready for the
rest of my day. I quickly brush my hair and apply some makeup.

“We’re gonna be late, Mom,” Jake calls out.
He’s very studious for a seven year old.

“Coming.”

I hurry from my bedroom and put a leash on
Digby.

“Let’s go.” The three of us rush out the
door.

Jake is at the elevator pressing the down
button. Finally, it arrives, now it’s crowded. We squeeze in, make
two more stops before we land in the lobby. The elevator door opens
and we all pile out in a wave, heading to the street.

I walk the kids to their bus stop; this is
where I receive my morning hugs and kisses. Digby does his business
and I clean up after him as we wait for the bus.

Rushing back home, I unleash Digby, clear the
breakfast table, fill the dishwasher. I pull a package of lamb
chops, the evening meal, from the freezer, leave it out to thaw.
Next I visit the bedrooms and bathrooms and assemble the
laundry.

I wonder where my energy comes from. I hope I
will not burn out anytime soon; the kids need me. Working a
full-time job and taking care of my family without any domestic
help---I’ve become queen of the multi-taskers. Finishing my morning
chores, I re-fold the newspaper, stuff it into my handbag and leave
for work.

Three elevators in operation and it takes
forever for one to come. Exasperated I keep checking my watch,
pressing the down button like a thoughtless teenager.

The elevator arrives.

The doors open.

I step inside.

Its solo occupant is a man reading the Wall
Street Journal.

Looking over the top of the newspaper he
smiles at me.

Our eyes lock, his piercing charcoal eyes are
shielded by a pair of tortoise shell eye glasses. There is no
dialog, just intensity. I’m speechless.

I get goose bumps and I don’t know why.

* It appears that most men do not realize
that in this fantasy, one man is cooking and the other man is
cleaning. (Harris online poll)







Chapter Two – All Work and Not Enough
Play






I arrive at my office. Well it’s not really
an office. I have a cubicle at the end of a long row of identical
gray cubicles, with gray metal file cabinets, gray desktops with
gray metal book shelves, gray chairs, and gray carpeting. I refer
to it as my cell or box. I am in the process of formulating my
escape.

Fortunately Grant says he will assist me with
a job search to become a director of marketing at a venture capital
fund. This is my career goal.

The phone is already ringing. Grabbing it, I
answer, “Lindsay Chandler.”

“Hi, Lindsay. Just making sure you got to
your office safely.”

It’s Grant. He telephones me several times a
day. Initially this seemed sweet.

Now whenever I protest his numerous phone
calls he says, “I’m just checking up on you.”

“How is it, whenever I phone you, you get
annoyed? You tell me you’re busy. That my call interrupts your
train of thought?”

Grant counters, “I want to remind you about
this evening.”

He’s ignoring me.

“Yes, Grant,” I sigh. “After I finish picking
Kristen up from her gymnastics’ class, making dinner, doing the
dishes, walking the dog, helping the kids with their homework and
after-school projects, I will go downstairs to the meeting.”

“You can do the dishes afterwards.”

“Gee, thanks.” I feel like screaming. “For
the hundredth time, we need to hire a cleaning lady, or housekeeper
or cook or nanny or even a dog walker.”

Every once in awhile I make this request
optimistically thinking he will say, “Excellent idea.”

But his answer is always the same.

“It would be intrusive,” Grant says. End of
discussion. “I need foot powder.”

“I’m pleading for household help and you’re
talking foot powder?”

“Yes, foot powder,” Grant says. “You know
spray, whatever, just make sure it works. Buy me a container and a
pair of 100 percent cotton socks on your way home.”

“Do you want black or white, long ones or
short ones? Are they for the gym?”

“Just make sure they’re 100 percent
cotton.”

Click.

I look at the silent phone in my hand and
hang it up. Sitting at my desk, I sneak a look at The Times, then
absently shuffle some papers and repeat my daily mantra: “I can
not, will not allow myself to be bullied.”

I hear the unmistakable sound of clicking
hooker heels and look up. Jodee, one of my best friends is
scurrying over, dark red hair flowing, red lips pouting, holding a
cup of coffee.

“Hi, Lindsay.”

We were roommates for three months four years
ago, during the company’s training program. We bonded and clicked
the way that sisters do, at least that’s how we feel because
neither one of us has a sister. We think girls with sisters are
reluctant to form tight bonds with other females and call this “The
Sister Factor.”

Jodee is unmarried. She prefers the term
unmarried to single. This is her first job out of college. She
moved out of her parents’ house on Long Island into a studio
apartment down the block from me. My kids love her. She has become
a part of the family and occasional babysitter---yes, on occasion,
Grant allows me to use Jodee as our babysitter.

“How was your date last night?” noticing
Jodee is wearing her usual ensemble: four inch heels, black
trousers and turtle neck sweater set. Not an inch of bare flesh is
unnecessarily exposed. Jodee is the only person I know who would
enjoy wearing a burka.

“Nick? The guy you set me up with?”

“Duh? Yeah.”

“Oh, he’s too good-looking for me.”

“Really,” I say. “So you were bitchy to
him.”

“Of course.”

I bite my lower lip in thought, make a brief
attempt to understand her logic, but know from experience my reward
will be a tension headache.

“Have you heard from Evan?” He is Jodee’s
childhood friend whom she has lusted after since she was a
teenager.

I have never met nor seen Evan.

“No, his mother told my mother he’s seeing
someone. But it never lasts long with him. I think his last
girlfriend lasted only four months. We shall see.” Jodee settles on
the edge of my desk, sipping her coffee.

“Don’t you have work to do?” I’m gathering
files on my desk in an effort to look busy. “If not, you could help
me with …”

“Uh, I’m swamped.” Jodee jumps to her feet.
“You free for lunch?”

“I wish, I’m shopping for Grant.”

“Your husband wants you to shop!” Jodee sighs
dreamily. “Why can’t I find a man like Grant?”

“You like him?”

Jodee starts to blush and quickly returns to
her cubicle.

During my lunch hour I frantically shop for
Grant’s socks and foot powder. Lunch is a container of yogurt back
at my desk.

The afternoon is a series of meetings,
paperwork, and bothersome checking-up-on-me calls from Grant. I’m
out the door at 5:00 p.m. sharp.

I rush uptown to pick Kristen up at her
gymnastics class. The Nanny Mafia has rules, so at 6 p.m. it’s the
girls’ mothers who pick them up. The evening nannies have yet to
arrive on the scene.

The mothers are a veritable Who’s Who of the
social registry---arriving in chauffeur driven limos and town cars.
When meeting these aspiring or established socialites for the first
time, I’ve learned the hard way never to ask, “What do you do?” The
politically correct question is, “How do you spend your time?”

Paris Ballenger-Cabot joyfully approaches me
and we exchange hugs. I am careful not to crush her delicate petite
body. I haven’t seen her in a few months. Paris is the second wife
of Thornton “Thorn” Cabot. He is a dear family friend and was my
“Uncle Thorn” until he married Paris. Now he’s just “Thorn.”

Their daughter, Emerson, is a year older than
Kristen. The girls are friends and attend The Chapin School. Paris
happily gave me a letter of recommendation for Kristen’s admissions
application.

Twelve years ago, Patti-Ann Ballenberg of
Arkansas came to New York as a socially ambitious trainee for
Bloomingdales’ buyers program and aspiring trophy wife. She charmed
her way into every party on the Upper East Side in search of a
proper husband.

Thorn’s first wife, “Aunt Lia,” preferred to
“winter” in Palm Beach. Winter and summer are used as verbs in this
social sect.

Her change of venue from Manhattan to the
Gold Coast became the final mistake in the marriage of the first
Mrs. Cabot.

Patti-Ann, known now as Paris Ballenger
ingratiated herself into Thorn’s life and became the second Mrs.
Thornton Cabot. Paris is twenty-five years younger than Thorn. They
reside in his family’s twelve-room apartment on Park Avenue.

“The League is hosting a decorator’s showcase
as a fund-raiser this year. The tickets are only $250, and it
includes the preview.”

“I’m impressed. I didn’t know you’re involved
with the ADL.” I think of Paris as a budding social doyenne. The
last event she tried to get me to attend was a fund-raiser to help
restore dilapidated stables on the grounds of a private country
club on the Island. I’ve known her for years and had no idea she
has a social conscience.

“Not the Anti-Defamation League, the Junior
League. Never mind, Lindsay, I’ll mail you an invitation as soon as
they are printed. You can expect a ‘Save the Date’ postcard this
week.”

Begrudgingly, I have learned to accept my
outsider status. I greet the other mothers.

Elisa Lewis walks over and informs me, “I
scheduled you to volunteer at the museum class trip next week. Have
Kristen’s nanny pick up the paperwork from Emma’s nanny.”

The light from Elisa’s five-carat princess
cut engagement ring glares into my eyes as I struggle to figure out
what she has just said.

“Elisa can you please repeat what you
said?”

She has a thick Locust Valley accent.
Sometimes I have trouble understanding her because she barely opens
her mouth when she speaks.

“I scheduled you to volunteer at the museum
class trip next week. Have your nanny pick up the paperwork from my
nanny.”

“Elisa, I don’t have a nanny.”

This is slightly embarrassing. This is the
second time I have had to remind Elisa of this fact.

She rejoices in trying to make me feel
inadequate and corrects my pronunciation of her name.

“Lindsay, must I continue to remind you: my
name is A-LEE–SHA. All three syllables are accented. That’s the way
they pronounce it in Europe.”

“Well, we’re in America.”

Elisa is married to Matt Lewis, born Lewicki,
a wannabe Wall Street deal maker.

“I’m sorry Elisa, but I work during the
day.”

“We all work during the day! My schedule is
grueling. I’m working feverishly with my architect to complete the
blueprints for our new house in Bridgehampton. You have no idea how
frustrating those stupid zoning regulations can be.”

I softly state, “My work is a job in an
office during the day. But I guess I can take the day off to
chaperone.”

Elisa huffs, “Oh, you’re a career girl. How
cute. I would love to chat, but I have to rush home to order in
dinner again.”

“Again?”

“Yes, my housekeeper had an emergency
yesterday and I have to order in dinner. Two days in a row.”

“How dreadful,” I feign shock and Paris
stifles a laugh.

“Elisa, you’re so thin. Do you actually eat
dinner?”

“Why thank you. Since my last baby, my size
twos are snug. This year’s size twos are last year’s size
zero.”

We all head into the gymnasium and I check
out some other mothers: Muffy, Cini, Bitsey. They are clones of
each other in their Chanel suits, bright red fingernails,
highlighted blonde hair pushed back with a headband, and Hermes
handbags. And they’re all rail thin. How do they do it? Do they
eat? Are they on pills? There must be a competition to see who can
still fit into children’s sizes.

“Hi, Mommy.”

Kristen is bubbly and happy to see me
standing in the back of the gym.

“Mommy, watch me!”

Kristen is demonstrating some new moves on
the uneven parallel bars in front of the mothers and her
classmates, Emmelle, Emma, Emily, Emerson and Emme. Too bad little
Emery is home sick today.

Forgetting about my panic to get to class on
time, I relax and unwind as I watch Kristen perform. She dismounts
to a round of well-earned applause. This moment is the highlight of
my day.

After class, Kristen’s in the middle of this
group of aspiring gymnasts chatting up a storm.

“Kristen, we need to hurry home. Daddy
doesn’t like to wait for his dinner.”

“Can Emerson come over for dinner?”

“Not tonight, sweetie. We’ve got to run.”

It’s amazing how social eight-year-old girls
are. I hate to rip her away, but whenever Grant has to wait for
dinner, he attacks and humiliates me. Last time, he called me,
“stupid and incompetent,” in front of the children.

Grant is not inherently a nasty person. He
must have low blood sugar issues which causes his mean behavior
towards me. I scheduled an appointment for him with his doctor to
get checked out, but he refused to go.

We approach our apartment building. I’m
struggling to hold the bag containing Grant’s socks, foot powder
and my handbag in one hand and Kristen’s hand with the other.

The man I’d met earlier in the elevator, the
man from upstairs dressed in an Armani tuxedo is gliding into the
rear seat of a limo. He smiles and waves.

For a moment I freeze---is he waving at
me?

The look in his eyes says he is.

But I turn my head from side to side to look
who’s walking near me.

The sidewalk is deserted except for me and
Kristen.

I wave back.

The bag containing the socks falls open on to
the sidewalk, all ten pairs drop to the ground. The goose bumps are
back.







Chapter Three – “My, my how can I resist
you?” - ABBA






Today I’m at the elevator bank at 5:30 a.m.
because I want to take a spinning class. It starts at 5:45 a.m. and
hopefully I will arrive early enough to grab a bike. Rushing into
the elevator, he’s looking over the top of his Wall Street Journal
and smiles.

“Good morning, Miss Chandler. How goes the
re-financing?”

He’s the treasurer and a member of the board
of directors of my condo. I spoke with him the night the board met
with tenants in the lobby. He’s oddly attractive, tall, olive
complexion and penetrating eyes. Whenever I see him, I inexplicably
get goose bumps.

Removing my earphones, “Slowly, the bank’s
reviewing our documentation.”

“I can make some phone calls to help you if
this bank doesn’t work out.”

“Work out, I hate working out.” I let out a
dramatic sigh as the earphones are re-inserted.

“Well, I appreciate your efforts.” He’s
smiling at me.

We walk out of the building. He steps inside
of a double-parked black limo with vanity license plates. I jog
over to my gym.

The next day as I enter the elevator at my
new time, 5:30 a.m., he’s standing there, holding his newspaper at
his side.

“Good morning Miss Chandler.”

“Hi.”

I’m wearing a pair of new leggings and my
hair is combed. My ipod and earphones are in my hand. This is the
best I have looked going to the gym.

“I heard you hate working out.”

“Who told you?”

“It was on the news.”

Unexpectedly I burst into laughter. He starts
to laugh. The goose bumps have returned.

He continues, “Would you like to grab a cup
of coffee?”

“Sure, as long as it’s a quick one.” I hope
there isn’t a problem with my re-financing application for the
building. Grant will blame me.

We walk past his waiting limo down the block
to the Starbucks on the corner. We’re forced to wait outside
fifteen minutes in the brisk fall air before they open their doors.
We’re the first customers.

Sitting down at a window table with my green
tea he asks, “How long have you lived in the building?”

“We moved in around seven years ago. After
Jake was born we needed more room. You know how much stuff comes
once you have a baby, never mind two.

“What about your family?”

I have no idea who his family is. It’s a big
building, forty-one floors and a scorecard is required to match up
the husbands and wives, kids and parents, domestic help and
families.

“I don’t have any I’m aware of. Tell me have
you heard something? I’m not married.”

I start to laugh again, and so does he.

It should have been a brief conversation but
at 7 a.m. we’re still chatting and laughing. The words are
flowing.

Glancing at the clock, “It’s late,” and I
excuse myself. I could sit and talk with him all day. I don’t
connect with people like this.

Racing back to the building, I realize I’m
covered with goose bumps.






*** Two months later

Saturday morning, the kids and I are in Best
Buy shopping for software.

“Mommy I want this one.” Jake is holding a
blue and red box.

“We need to find a salesperson. I’m
technologically challenged.”

“Maybe I can help,” the man upstairs is
walking over to us. “I was in the next aisle.” He’s dressed in
jeans and a crew neck navy blue sweater.

“Kristen, Jake this is Mr.-”

“Please, there’s no need for formality, right
guys.”

Jake slaps his hand in a high five
motion.

“What are you looking for?” He asks my
children.

Jake says, “I want to do graphics for
projects.”

Kristen says, “I want lots of colors, and I
want ballerinas and gymnasts team plates.”

He is carefully listening to their software
needs.

“You want templates with graphic application
for school projects.” He is translating kid talk.

Kristen exclaims, “I want this one.” The box
has a princess on its’ cover.

He hands me another package.

“This should do it. I’ll show them how to use
it.”

“Thanks, it isn’t necessary.”

“Nah, it will be fun. How often do I get to
play with kids. I insist.”

I purchase the software and we return
home.

Popping my head quickly into my bedroom,
Grant is sitting in front of his computer wearing headphones.

“Honey, Honey!” My voice is loud trying to
get his attention.

He rips the headphones from his head and
snaps around, “What do you want?”

“We have a guest in the living room teaching
the kids some software. I thought you would want to join us?”

“Not now, I’m busy.” The headphones are
quickly back in place.

Meanwhile, Jake walks the man over to the
family computer situated on a table in a corner of the living room
and turns it on. Kristen and I bring extra chairs to the area.

“Sit down,” I order the man. He brushes
against my arm.

The goose bumps are back along with
butterflies in my stomach.

With my children sitting on his left and
right sides, this sandwiched bachelor says, “Class begins, Kristy
and Jake. This will be fun.”

Kristen loses interest after thirty minutes
of instruction, but Jake maintains his focus for an hour. An hour
of intense attention for a seven year old doesn’t happen. This is
freaky.

Walking over to them with glasses of soda he
says, “I can’t believe how quickly Jake is picking this up.”

Patting Jake on the head, “He’s a smart
kid.”

Jake is usually overshadowed by his sister.
He’s reveling in this attention. Jake receives little or no
attention from his father, who is currently sequestered in the
bedroom.

“Thanks.” I love he’s complimenting my
son.

Jake announces, “I’m hungry. Can we go to
Burger King for lunch?”

The man upstairs enthusiastically says,
“That’s a great idea, my treat.”

I quietly brush my hair and put on a little
makeup. These days I primp before going to the gym.

The elevator is waiting for me at 5:30 a.m.,
he’s wearing a blue striped shirt and charcoal gray custom-made
business suit.

As soon as I step inside he says, “I have a
meeting this morning. I’ll phone you this afternoon for your input
and insights on the PSC.”

“Sure,” there’s a knot in my stomach. I
googled PSC, it stands for Public Service Commission.

“Which PSC?”

“Illinois.”

The tone of his voice is pleased I asked him
this question. It gives him the impression I’m knowledgeable.

I need to do additional research. I can’t let
him down.

I’m tingling all over, the goose bumps have
turned into tingles.







Chapter Four – Truth and Consequences






Back home while serving Grant breakfast, I
remind him.

“The time has come for you to help me find a
new position.”

“Not everyone has an exciting job,
Lindsay.”

“My job is a dead-end position. I want to
feel I’m accomplishing something. Not just pushing paper around my
desk.”

“I need to know where you are during the day.
Your firm understands when you have to leave early or come in late
because of the children. You need to stop complaining.”

“I’m merely stating a fact. I’m not happy at
work. I want to find a job where I’ll be challenged. You gave me
your word you would help me find another position.

“I have never come into work unexpectedly
late or left early or missed a day because of the kids. I don’t
understand why you’re against me finding another job.”

His resistance is maddening. Maybe if I was
fulfilled at work, my positive feelings would transfer to him.
Grant has become Debbie Downer these days.

“If you aren’t happy with your job, you can
quit. Then we can move out of the city to the country with my
mother.”

“Your mother? What about your father, won’t
he object?” They happily live in Minneapolis.

“No, I don’t think he would notice.”

“Of course your father would notice. Your
mother waits on him hand and foot. Then again, maybe, he would
welcome the break.”

“Dad can come to visit. It would only be for
a year or so. Mom is always saying she wants to teach you how to be
a ‘proper wife.’ More coffee.” He raises his mug for immediate
service.

“A proper wife? There is nothing improper
about me!”

I can not, will not allow myself to be
bullied. I am entitled to have my own opinion. What am I going to
do.

The last time Grant’s mother (whom I adore)
came to visit was when I was eight months pregnant with Kristen.
Grant said, “Mom is here to take care of you and to be
helpful.”

He promptly left on an unexpected business
trip that same day, leaving me alone with his mother. My
mother-in-law immediately mandated, “I need my own bathroom. The
bed in the guest room is bad for my back.”

I surrendered my bedroom to her and ended up
trying to sleep in the guest room. I was busy getting up every five
minutes to walk across the apartment to go to the bathroom.

It was her first trip to New York City she
was excited to see the sights of my big city.

“Lindsay, let’s take one of those boat rides
around Manhattan. Let’s visit the Statue of Liberty. Let’s see the
sunset from the Empire State Building. We must shop at Century
21.”

Squiring her around town to see the sights
and attractions of New York City was exhausting. Just because I was
pregnant, she didn’t have to miss out on having a unique tourist
experience. New York City is the number one place in the world to
live, work, and visit.

Unfortunately, her taking care of me was so
physically grueling that after her visit, the doctor ordered me on
bed rest until I gave birth.

Grant was aggravated, “It’s your own fault.
You need to learn to pace yourself.”

Back to the present, “Your mother is fine
living in Minnesota with your father.”

“Then shut up about your job and count your
blessings.”

“You promised to help me.”

“Well you’ll have to figure it out on your
own.” He takes a bite of his toast and sips his coffee.

“You used to be understanding and fun.” These
days he acts and sounds like a tyrant, he must be swamped at his
office. All those jokes about lawyers are true.

The kids saunter into the kitchen, “What’s
for breakfast?” Jakes asks as he’s tucking his shirt into his
pants.

“How about Cocoa Puffs?” Observing the late
time on the clock, this is quick and easy with no arguments.

Both heads nod in agreement.

“Remember I’m picking you after school
today.” I start to leave the kitchen to finish getting ready.

“Why?” Kristen asks.

“Aunt Tanya will be with me.”

Grant chimes in, “Again?”

“She’s in for a few days.”

“She’s a nuisance and takes advantage of your
kindness. Not the sort of person you should be friendly with.”

“I’ve been friends with her for years.
Nothing and no one is going to change that.” Tanya and I grew up in
the same neighborhood. She’s seven years older, and used to babysat
me.

“She’s a tramp and I don’t want the kids to
think we condone her lifestyle.”

Grant’s not fond of her and makes no secret
of his feelings.

“Don’t pay attention to your father. He’s
being a judgmental republican again.”

Kristen and Jake are comfortable ignoring
him. He rarely speaks to them.

“Grant, she’s harmless, just a lost soul. We
need to help her find a healthy path.”

“Is she getting married again?” He asks in a
pretentious voice.

“She hasn’t said anything to me.”

“Maybe she eloped?”

“Before we were married, you said, ‘Your
friend Tanya is colorful. I have never met someone this sexually
open and honest. What changed?”

“Her husbands.”

Tanya’s work as a flight attendant introduced
her to four of her five ex-husbands and countless boyfriends. Her
first husband was her high school sweetheart and my next-door
neighbor, Derek.

She says, “He’s my favorite ex-husband and my
‘in case of emergency person.’”

They exchange Christmas cards and call each
other on the anniversary of their marriage and divorce.






















Chapter Five - Frenemies






Tanya is visiting this week. It’s an
imposition when she stays with us but I insist she does, because
that’s what friends do.

Living in Manhattan, space is at a premium.
The kids are doubled up in Kristen’s room, and Jake’s room is used
as a guest room.

I try to make a game out of it for the kids.
“Imagine there was a fire-breathing dragon in our apartment and
Kristen had the only fireproof room. Wouldn’t you rather be
together to fight it off? And be safe?”

Kristen said, “Oh, Mommy, we would dial 911
and call the doorman.”

“What about the fire extinguisher underneath
the sink? Could I use it?” Jake asked.

My city kids, they have an answer for
everything.

Today I race out of work to pick Tanya up
from the airport. Usually she takes a taxi cab into town but I need
some alone time with her.

She’s standing curbside smiling and flirting
with a rather distinguished-looking older gentleman as she twirls
her long black hair on her five-foot, three-inch frame.

She uses wearing her flight attendant uniform
as a lure for attracting men. Tanya is smiling. She told me once,
“My smile is what pulls men in and the hot sex is what keeps
them.”

She’s right about the smile. She isn’t the
prettiest girl or the smartest, but she is engaging. Her charm is
apparently working on this potential suitor. She doesn’t
acknowledge I’m waiting for her. I honk the car horn and she looks
toward my car, flashing me a look of annoyance. She plants a chaste
kiss on his cheek and stashes his business card into her
pocketbook.

She throws her suitcase into the trunk and
slams the car door shut. As she’s securing her seat belt I ask, “Is
that man in contention for becoming husband number six?”

“If I’d had ten more minutes with him, I’d
have enough money for a down payment on a condominium in SoHo. Why
do you always have to be on time?”

“Is that a bad thing, being punctual and
reliable?”

“Sometimes it can be irritating.”

“I have news for you. Last month I met this
guy from Dubai on my flight. He’s connected to oil money. He flew
me to London on a private jet to have dinner at Le Gavroche. We did
it on his plane. It was my first time.” Her smile is back and eyes
are twinkling.

“You’re a card carrying member of the Mile
High Club (member since 1990).” I’m shaking my head in disbelief.
Tanya flies like other people drive their cars.

“This was my first time doing it on a bed in
a plane.”

“Please don’t share the details. Stop now, I
don’t want to hear the details.”

Some things should remain private, but she is
detail-oriented and graphic in her descriptions. She flaunts her
sexual freedom as if it’s a new Chanel handbag. Her candor makes me
uncomfortable.

“O.K., but you are missing a great story. You
could pick up a few tips.”

“You’re accepting tips now.”

After a moment of silence, “Tell me what’s
wrong? You’ve never picked me up at the airport before.”

“I need to discuss something personal with
you. This is the only place I can think of. Privacy for my personal
conversations at home is a luxury.”

The last personal conversation I had with
Tanya was more than five years ago. I said, “I’m thinking of
installing a revolving door in my bedroom. Every night there’s a
different person in my bed.”

She said, “Congratulations, it’s about
time.”

Then I told her, “The kids take turns
sleeping in my bed.”

Tanya senses a moralistic lecture coming and
defensively states, “All of my sexual encounters are protected.
Yes, I use condoms. I’m very careful these days. Let me tell you,
the old days were a lot more fun.”

The old days for Tanya were before the rapid
spread of STDs. The old days for me were before the children were
born. It’s funny how they both relate to sex.

“This isn’t the subject I want to discuss.
It’s interesting how you bring your sex life into almost every
conversation. This has nothing to do with your many conquests. By
the way, how many have you had?”

Tanya gets silent, very silent.

“That many?” I love needling her.

“You’re the only person I know who can count
her sexual partners on one finger, Missy.”

“You haven’t called me Missy since I was
eight years old.” I continue, “I’ve met an amazing man.”

“Yes, you have. You married him. His name’s
Grant,” she says sarcastically.

She’s pleased when I laugh at her retort.

“He’s smart, suave, successful and
sophisticated, and he has a terrific sense of humor. He’s a never
married investment banker in his late thirties. Very charming and
sexy. You get the idea – perfect. He sizzles.”

Did I say sexy? Do I find him sexy?

Tanya interrupts. “Perfect men only exist in
profiles for online dating services.” She sneers, “Is this guy
gay?”

“No, he’s not gay.”

“Never married, late thirties. He sounds
gay.”

“I checked with the doorman, he dates
women!”

“But he has never been married?”

“According to the doorman, ‘He dates, but I
seldom see him with the same girl twice.’”

“And your doorman is a reliable source of
information?”

“Yes, they know everything.” Doormen are
notorious gossips and information gatherers. It’s an unwritten part
of their job description.

“What about engaged?”

“He was engaged once. It didn’t work out and
broke his heart.”

Tanya starts getting excited. “Okay, you can
set us up.” She’s available again. In fact, when she was married
she was often available.

“No, I like him.”

“Yes, I can tell you like him. You have my
permission to give him my phone number. Though I have more men then
I can handle currently. But if you like him, I’ll make the
effort.”

“You don’t understand. I want him.”

“You want him for what?”

“I want him for myself… as a good friend.
He’s endlessly fascinating.”

“You want him for a friend?” She’s
snickering.

“I’m married. I respect my husband and vows.
I have no intentions of being anything but friends with him.”

Tanya laughs heartily, “Lindsay, honestly,
can I level with you? Why would a man who ‘sizzles’ want you as a
friend or anything else for that matter?”

And at this moment, I despise Tanya.







Chapter Six – “I have a dream.” -
ABBA






What are friends for but to point out the
obvious? I am a serious, predictable, slightly overweight wife and
mother with old-fashioned values. Okay, I’m boring.

Concentrating on driving, I’m unloading to
her.

“I plan to transform myself. I will start to
pay careful attention to myself. I’ll become a more interesting
woman.”

“How? Personality transplant?”

“You’re being nasty. No, by getting a better
job, getting involved in life, losing weight, and getting into
shape. What I lack in the excitement factor and connections I will
compensate for in intelligence and determination. I want him to
like me and continue to be my friend. We connect intellectually.
It’s a great feeling. This will be “Operation S.I.”

“Congratulations that’s ambitious I give you
credit. If you end up in Sports Illustrated, he will definitely
want to stay your friend.”

“S.I. self improvement, not Sports
Illustrated.”

“Operation self improvement boring, at least
Operation Sports Illustrated sounds like you have vision and
creativity.”

“O.K., give me a minute, I will think up
another name, something more focused and realistic.” Creating brand
identification for me challenges my marketing skills.

Me in Sports Illustrated, that’s funny, only
Tanya thinks like this. A few minutes pass, what can I call my plan
that describes it perfectly and sounds cool. Ah, the bells and
whistles go off, “Plan B.”

“What about Plan A?”

“I was on Plan A, it didn’t work. Now, it’s
Plan B.”

“What was Plan A?”

“You study in school, work hard at a career,
fall in love, marry, kids, you know the drill, predictable and
expected. The fairy tale formula, I don’t understand why, but it
isn’t working for me. I’m a good mother and wife, I really try, but
something is not right in my life”

Without realizing it, Tanya’s nodding her
head in complete unwavering agreement.

“Lindsay, you amaze me. I don’t know how you
have survived being married to that machine of yours. Please don’t
defend Grant, he’s without personality or feelings.”

“Grant works hard.”

“We all work hard.”

“Thoreau was half right that men lead lives
of quiet desperation, for women that goes double.”

“You’re paraphrasing Thoreau, that’s
intense.”

“Sorry, I got carried away.”

Tanya sees pain and sadness in my eyes. This
is the first time I have clued her in on my emptiness.

“This is a little surprising, you never
complain. You have everything you ever wanted.”

“Apparently, it’s not a formula for
happiness.”

“I admit you caught me off guard.”

“Yes, I like him. When he’s around me, I feel
content. I don’t understand it, but being friends with him has a
good effect on me. That empty feeling goes away. By the way,
everyone has almost the same Plan A. You did with Derek.”

“Plan A didn’t work for me either. Now I’m on
Plan Triple X.”

“Does everything that comes out of your mouth
have to be about sex?”

“Actually, it’s what comes in my mouth.”

I should have known better then to ask
her.

“And you only want to be friends with
him?”

“Yes.”

“It’ll take a lot more than all of that.
You’re the most genuine person I know. I love you, but you’re
clueless and naïve when it comes to people, and that extends to
men. You want to get into shape to be only friends with him?”

“Yes, being physically fit could only help.
I’m not clueless.”

“Lindsay, you make mistakes by trusting and
believing in people. Remember that woman who helped you get your
job?”

“Mari, I thought she was being nice. I was
wrong.” Tanya is correct, I trust too easily.

“You are over-thinking. If I found a man like
him, I’d go for it. Listen to yourself. You with this Plan B will
be shaking up your life because you want to be and stay friends
with him?”

Tanya’s skepticism is apparent by the sharp
tone of her voice.

“Exactly. There’s something mysterious about
him that makes me uncomfortable. It’s mystifying I’m attracted and
repelled by him simultaneously. I only want to be friends with him,
good friends.”

“Attracted and repelled? Good friends?”

“He actively solicits my opinion and
appreciates my intelligence. Our conversations are electrifying.
More importantly, he listens to me, even the trivial stuff. He‘s my
friend and I like it.”

“Only friendship?”

Tanya has turned down the volume on the
radio, turns off her cell phone and is giving me her undivided
attention.

“I can’t figure him out. He’s an enigma. I’m
drawn to him.”

“Admit you like this guy. You have a
crush.”

“Yes, I like him and a little crush is
okay.”

Sitting behind the wheel of my car, I shake
my head. “Any suggestions? Or guidance? You’ve known more men than,
well, you know.”

Tanya, the sexpert, starts talking, “My
fourth ex-husband liked role play scenarios. He was bored with
plain vanilla relationships and interested in exploring BDSM. Well
I’m not one to be a sub or disciplined…”

I begin to cringe as she recalls her sexual
experiences in vivid detail. Hearing her past exploits is of no
help to me. I daydream and drift off to another world as I turn up
the volume on the car stereo.



























Chapter Seven – Off the Avenue






There is virtually no traffic on the road as
we drive to the children’s schools. Today is special, normally,
they’re involved in after-school programs and activities.

Tanya volunteers, “I’ll run inside to get
Kristen. I want to surprise her.”

Minutes later, Tanya carries Kristen, her
little angel into the car.

“I’m so happy you are here.” Kristen is
kissing Tanya all over as she is being strapped into the back
seat.

Once both children are in the car Tanya
announces, “I have a surprise for you guys.”

She reaches into her handbag and pulls out a
bag of English chocolates and toffee, then hands it to Kristen and
Jake. “One of the benefits of being a flight attendant is buying
European chocolate in Europe.”

Kristen and Jake are delighted.

“Auntie Tanya, you’re the best!”

As the children start to unwrap the
chocolates, I plead with them, “Please save the candy for after
dinner.”

I hate being the uptight mother, but I don’t
need two children on a sugar high before homework, dinner, and
bedtime.

“Oh, Lindsay, let them have one now and the
rest later. Don’t be rigid, like your mother.”

She pushes my button. Being negatively
compared to my mother gets under my skin. Barking at Tanya, “You
would feel differently if you had the responsibility of two
children. Candy before dinner is never a good thing.”

“Please, Mom, can we have one, only one,
right now?” Kristen’s begging me as the spokesperson for both.

She’s so polite and proper a smile crosses my
face. How can I possibly say no. Eight years of motherhood has
taught me to choose my battles carefully.

After two traffic jams heading cross-town to
the east 80s, we arrive at my building, a family building, a luxury
postwar high rise off Park Avenue (a huge distinction, off as
opposed to on). The lobby is paneled in rich mahogany with a green
marble floor.

Grant’s standing at the concierge desk. He’s
dressed in his usual navy blue pin-striped Brooks Brothers suit,
white button-down shirt, striped tie, tortoise shell glasses,
Church’s black leather wing-tipped shoes and carrying a brown
leather briefcase. He is the image of countless other attorneys,
CPAs, and bankers.

He’s arguing with the doorman. “I’ve lived in
this building for over seven years. If you would pay attention, you
would see me walking into this building at this time every
day.”

We hear the doorman say, “Sir, I apologize.
I’m only doing my job. I need to see some I.D.”

Poor Grant. The doormen and porters
frequently stop him when he enters the building. His appearance is
so nondescript and he’s so unassuming they forget he lives here.
This is in spite of the fact he’s an extremely handsome man. He’s
showing the doorman his driver’s license as ID.

He greets us as we walk toward the elevators
and angrily says, “That damn doorman gives me a hard time. I should
have him fired.” The veins on his forehead are pulsating.

“Which doorman?” I inquire, as there are two
standing at the desk.

Grant looks like a deer with headlights
shining on him. He has lived in this building for almost seven
years and does not know the names of any of the staff nor has he
met any of our neighbors. He refuses to make eye contact with
anyone in the building.

Grant dodges the question by asking, “When
will dinner be ready?”

The five of us are standing in front of the
elevator bank. “When will dinner be ready? I’m not home yet.”

Grant says, “You left your office at 5:00
p.m. and picked up Tanya at 5:20 p.m. You should have been home by
6. What’s going on here? Where did the two of you go? What are you
up to?”

Tanya interrupts. “Grant, my flight was
delayed and there was a lot of traffic on the way home. And don’t
forget we had to pick up the kids.”

He turns to me, “Did you get the mail?”

The children continue upstairs with their
father as Tanya and I walk across the lobby to the mailboxes.

“It’s flattering sort of, the overzealous way
he keeps track of my activities, but he’s unnecessarily suspicious.
Tanya, I mustn’t get him angry. Grant believes O.J. Simpson knew
how to handle his wife.”

“What?”

“Grant and I watched one of those chick
flicks last month. The husband in the movie said, ‘If I can’t have
you, no one else will.’

“Then Grant said, ‘That is exactly how I feel
about you, Lindsay. I would kill you before letting you go. I think
it’s romantic.”

“He said what? Do you have a pre-nup?”
Tanya’s practical. We’ve arrived back at the elevator bank.

“No, I don’t. I was euphoric when I got
engaged. I felt like a princess and couldn’t imagine anything would
ever go wrong. I believed in the myth. I believed in Plan A.” I let
out a dramatic sigh.

“You married an attorney, a divorce attorney,
the only press shy, publicity loathing divorce attorney in this
town and you don’t have a pre-nup? How did your mother let this
happen?”

My mother was an attorney before she became a
judge. “Do I have the right to be scared?”

“Grant is harmless. Unless there is a ‘how
to’ television show, you’re safe.”

“Maybe a new reality television show will
emerge, ‘How to Murder Your Wife and Not Get Caught.’?”

“I hope not. It might give my ex-husbands
some ideas.” We’re both chuckling.

“When Grant says, ‘I love you to death,’
should I worry?”

“Maybe he said I bore you to death?” Tanya’s
trivializing my concerns and snickering.

“Can I divorce him and escape with my life?
He’s an attorney and probably knows all the legal loopholes and
technicalities that could be used in a trial to justify murdering
me and acquit himself.”

Tanya used to like Grant and would say,
“Without people like Grant in the world, how would I be
appreciated?”

Now, she doesn’t like the way he treats me,
but to her credit she withholds her opinion -- most of the
time.

The elevator doors open in the lobby and he
walks out along with a blonde teenage girl. He’s six-foot-two,
muscular frame, thinning dark black hair, and expressive eyes. His
presence fills the lobby.

Tanya can tell by my reaction, one of
complete awe, he’s the man upstairs. She flashes me a look and says
under her breath, “That’s him?” She’s disappointed.

“Hi, this is my good friend Tanya.”

“Nice to meet one of Lindsay’s friends.
Apologies, I’m running late.”

He studies my face for a second and exclaims,
“Your eyes, your eyes look like a sunset on the Cote d’Azur. You
should wear that color more often.” Then he dashes off.

Tanya smiles as her eyes follow the man into
his waiting limo, which is double parked in front of the
building.

Standing in front of the elevator bank, I’m
in a trance. I look down at my outfit. I’m wearing a lavender
blouse with my dark suit. I’ll buy more clothes in lavender.

“Lindsay, he told you your eyes look like a
trap for social climbing tourists. Snap out of it!” She shoving my
arm.

Upstairs as we enter my apartment the phone
is ringing as I race to answer it, Grant yells, “Tanya – phone
call.”

Meanwhile Grant has wasted no time getting
comfortable. He has sequestered himself in the bedroom, wearing
only plaid boxer shorts and black socks, and is playing computer
games.

He shouts, “Tanya, some guy named Chuck
called. Is your cell phone broken? How soon will dinner be ready?
I’m famished. Stop dawdling.”

I pop my head into the bedroom. “It will take
a few. If you prefer, we can order in.”

“You know how I feel about takeout food. I’m
partial to your home cooking.” He turns his head and body back
toward his computer. This exchange has ended.

Delighted Grant likes my cooking, I make it a
point to serve my family nutritious and well-balanced meals. My
mother is an awful cook. I try my best to spoil my family, but once
in a while it would be nice to order in. I wish he had some
flexibility, especially when I have a guest.

I walk into the kitchen and begin to make
dinner, silently sulking. It’s been a long day.

The telephone rings again. “Tanya, Jeff’s on
the phone.” She walks into the kitchen wearing sweat pants and a
tee shirt and takes the call.

“Need my help with dinner?”

“Yeah, like you know your way around a
kitchen. Can you check to see if the kids are okay?”

Tanya returns to the kitchen a few minutes
later smiling, “They are fine, doing their homework. They are happy
to see me. They love their Auntie Tanya.”

“Auntie Tanya, every time I hear you call
yourself that, I crack up.”

“Lindsay, you forgot to mention his daughter.
How old is she?”

“What daughter?” Why would Tanya ask if he
has a daughter? This doesn’t make sense.

The phone rings again. “Tanya, Dick’s on the
phone.” I hand her the telephone.

After her phone call she continues, “The girl
in the elevator with him. Wasn’t that his daughter? She got into
the car with him.”

“He doesn’t have a daughter. You’re
mistaken.”

She’s becoming annoying.

Tanya’s shaking her head. “Lindsay, you’re
inexperienced with men. That blonde girl got into his car. A man
dating a girl who looks young enough to be his daughter, and he
looked like he was only 37, 38. I know his type.”

“What’s his type?”

“He’s a jerk. You can’t see his true colors.
You only see the good in people. Missy, you are headed for
disaster. It’s inevitable.” The all knowing tone to her voice is
not comforting.

“You’re mistaken. He doesn’t have a daughter
or date girls in their teens.” Tanya hates being told she’s
wrong.

The phone rings again. Tanya extends her hand
for it. “It’s for me,” I proudly sing and a huge smile takes over
my face.

The man upstairs is calling from his limo. “I
apologize for being abrupt. I was in a rush to get to this dinner.
There’s always traffic at this time. A situation arose in my office
and I want your opinion.”

There’s giggling in the background. “Is
someone there with you?” Tanya was pretty certain the girl in the
elevator was his date.

“I’m not alone in the car, if that’s what you
mean. Then he flatters me. “Lindsay, you’re a great listener. I
appreciate your insights into my professional situation. You’re
incredibly smart. Do you have a minute?”

I stop chopping the potatoes, carefully
putting down the sharp knife. “Sure.”

“What do you think if I let someone else make
the preliminary pitch to the State of Texas, then I come in to
close the deal?”

I deliberate for a moment, knowing how
significant this particular deal is to him. “You have put your
heart and soul into this and done all the hard work that got the
initial meeting. Why would you want to split any of the credit and
glory?”

“I’m thinking it may be better for me if I
share the spotlight.”

“Interesting, but how would you feel if
whoever makes the initial pitch messes up? You have worked
diligently on this proposal. You don’t want to have your efforts
jeopardized. Can you trust a member of your group not to screw
up?”

There is silence for a minute or two. I
continue. “More specifically, do you trust anyone?”

“You know me well, Miss Chandler.”

“I have confidence you’ll make the right
decision. Don’t you always?” I flatter him at times. His ego
believes me.

“You have an excellent point.” He laughs.

Making him laugh makes me laugh. His laughter
is infectious. “Where are you going this evening?”

“It’s a fund-raiser for some guy who wants to
be attorney general. No, he wants to be a congressman –- I think.
No, it’s public advocate, yes this time he’s running for public
advocate. Last time he ran for mayor. Every few years he runs for
some political office and never wins. He mentored me at Princeton.
I admire his determination and perseverance.”

“You’re a loyal friend.”

“That’s the way I was brought up. My parents
were old fashioned and highly principled. They taught me to respect
and value friendship. I support my friends. Sometimes I even help
little old ladies cross the street.”

Once again, we’re laughing.

“I have to finish making dinner. Have a
special evening. Bye.” I end all our conversations before he does
because I can listen to him talk for hours. Conversations with him
are like drugs and I don’t want to get addicted.

“By the way, Lindsay, I do trust someone.
You.”

After his phone call, I’m floating on air. He
values my opinions and observations. I make him laugh.

Dinner is served and Grant appears to be
satisfied. “Next time, you should make sure the house is clean
before you have a guest over, even Tanya.” He retreats into our
bedroom to resume playing on the computer.

Tanya continues to unpack and is on the phone
making plans for the evening. “Lindsay, come out with me tonight.
I’m hitting some new lounges downtown in the Flirtation District
with girls from work. One of my passengers owns them. Everything
will be comped.”

“Flirtation District. You mean Flatiron?”

“Well, not when I’m there.”

I hesitate. “I don’t know if that’s a good
idea.”

Tanya laughs. “I’ll tell Grant.”

“You know he hates it when I go out.”

“What does he think will happen? You will
have fun?”

“He prefers I stay home with him. He worries
about me.”

“He’s only trying to control you in his
passive-aggressive way. We’re just a group of girls looking to
laugh and maybe get silly. He couldn’t possibly be threatened. I’ll
reassure him.”

Grant’s response to my proposed evening out:
“Lindsay, remember you’re the one who takes care of the kids in the
morning. I can’t afford to be late to work because you went out
partying and overslept. You need to learn responsibility.”

Responsibility, my whole life is based on
being the responsible, sensible, practical one. He has never gotten
the children ready for school, or any activity. He often boasts, “I
never changed even one diaper.”

Grant tries limiting my contact with the
outside world. He’s jealous of my friends and resents me trying to
have a life outside of him and the kids.

“Tanya, can you help me pick an outfit for
tonight?”

“Sure, let’s see what you have.”

We walk into my bedroom and check out my
closet. I have no idea what to wear to a lounge. “Didn’t they used
to be called clubs?” I haven’t been to a club since before I got
married.

“Clubs, lounges, whatever. We’ll end up in
the VIP room. My name’s on the list.”

“I have always wanted to be on The List.”
It’s true. I’ve secretly yearned to be considered part of the in
crowd.

Tanya’s inspecting my wardrobe. “Lindsay,
there’s nothing in here that will work. You need to update your
clothes. Let’s go shopping.”

“Guess my clubbing clothes are obsolete.”

We quickly hit the one cool store in the
neighborhood. It’s closed.






“I have a few connections, don’t worry.”
Tanya takes out her cell phone and starts making some calls.

She’s on a mission to overhaul my look, and a
few telephone calls later, we’re shopping in Bergdorf Goodman, a
closed Bergdorf Goodman.

“How did you manage this?”

“Thanks to choosing wealthy husbands and
receiving generous divorce settlements I’m a great and loyal
customer. I like to be on a first-name basis with certain store
employees.”

Tanya, my personal stylist is coordinating
every selection with almost military precision before we enter the
dressing room.

“You must try these on.”

She hands me this season’s black leather
jeans by D&G and a deep V-neck plunge sweater by Juicy Couture.
The sweater is sort of a lavender lilac color so I’m easily
persuaded to try it in spite of the fact it is low cut. My cleavage
will be on display.

“These clothes are not my standard mommy
wear. The Chapin mothers would be appalled by this racy outfit -
which is a good thing.” I’m pleased with my reflection in the
mirror.

But Tanya is pointing at my bottom forcefully
telling me, “Your bikini underwear is destroying the lines of the
jeans.”

“They are?”

“You aren’t supposed to see panty lines,
unless it’s a thong. Then it’s sexy.”

“A thong’s affectionately called ‘tushy
floss’ in my circles. I tried wearing one a few years back, and was
fortunate enough to find a pair of scissors to cut it off.”

“Then it’s a good thing you won’t be wearing
one tonight. You’re going commando!”

Tanya’s friends always know the hottest
places in town. I never tag along with her, but tonight I’m
venturing out into another world. A place I’m planning to
revisit.







Chapter Eight – An uptown girl
downtown






“Gimme, gimme, gimme a man after midnight.” –
ABBA

“Taxi, taxi!” Tanya shouts.

Once inside the cab she says, “We’re going
down to the Flatiron district.”

“It’s after 9 p.m. on a school (weekday)
night and the streets are packed. This is the time I usually walk
back into my apartment after an evening out.”

“It’s early, we’re almost at our first stop
of the evening.”

“Our first stop.”

Minutes later our taxi stops. Standing in
front of the Room Service Night Club is Karen, one of Tanya’s many
accomplices. The first things I notice are her spiky heels and
short brown hair. She seems bubbly and bouncy.

We exit the taxi and Karen immediately
starts, “Hi, Natasha and the girls will be waiting for us at the
VIP room at Bungalow 8, but not until way after 11 p.m. Do you want
to swing by Tejeune?”

“Nope, way too early.” Apparently Tanya is
the leader.

“What do you want to do till then?”

“Let’s go inside and have a drink. Karen this
is Lindsay.”

“Hi.” She quickly looks me over.

“I thought you said she’s matronly
looking.”

Tanya says, “She usually is but tonight I
dressed her. If she lost weight like 20 lbs, she could get
lucky.”

“You guys are talking like I’m not here.”

“We can’t bring her with us to the Cutting
Room Two, not with her hair looking like that.”

Karen isn’t nice.

Tanya rolls her eyes, “Why?”

“Chris will be there.

“What’s wrong with my hair? And who is
Chris?”

Tanya says, “Well you need a hairstyle for
this century. And Chris is the co-owner and an actor, very hot and
completely out of Karen’s league.”

Karen immediately protests, “As if you know anything.”

“When does the fun start? It’s getting late
and I wake up early.”

“This is merely our warm-up,” says Karen.

“Nothing even begins to get good for hours.
Let’s take this conversation inside, have a drink and discuss.”
Tanya turns her body completely to Karen, as if I wasn’t there, “Is
Johnnie working tonight?”

“Yes, free drinks for us here.”

We proceed inside, order and cluster at the
bar.

Trying to be sociable, I ask Karen, “Are you
dating anyone special?”

“What do you mean special?”

“Someone nice.”

“I don’t date nice guys.”

“I’m sorry.”

“I date not nice men.”

“What?” She doesn’t make sense.

“Someone has to. There can be benefits, big
benefits.”

They evilly laugh. I don’t.

Within minutes, Karen is off at a table
chatting with new male friends.

Tanya being her vivacious self is questioning
the group of guys, dressed in lawyer type garb to her left.

“Johnnie, can I have another chenin blanc?”
I’m making friends with the bartender.

“Sure,” he places a new glass in front of me
and removes the old one.

“How long have you worked here?”

“Long enough, one of these days a soap opera
is going to put me under contract. But until then, this is where
you can find me.” He flashes me a bright flirty smile.

Tanya turns around to me, “How are you
doing?”

“Fine,” clearly forcing a smile on to my
face. Not one person of the male persuasion has tried to flirt with
me.

Johnnie refills her martini glass and asks,
“Your friend’s a newbie?”

“No, she’s only visiting.”

“What are you guys talking about? I live
uptown on 87th Street.”

Johnnie kindly explains, “A newbie is someone
who’s newly single or new to the City. Newbies usually end up
talking to me because I understand.”

“What do you understand?” I suddenly feel
like an out-of-towner.

“It’s a cold world out there and even colder
in here if you are alone. The men are animals. The City is rough on
women.”

Bartenders are perceptive. He said the truth
without wrapping it up in a pretty package.

It’s time for me to go home. A place where I
belong.







Chapter Nine - Five Minutes, or Three
Hundred Seconds






Whenever I feel blue, I remind myself to
breathe.

Early one evening, I’m simultaneously
assisting Kristen and Jake with their homework, cooking dinner, and
juggling telephone calls.

The phone rings it’s a telemarketer, after a
moment of listening to his pitch I plead, “Take my number off your
list! Does it sound like I have time to take pole dancing
lessons?”

Three minutes later the phone rings again,
another telemarketer, “A timeshare in Tahiti sounds great – can I
purchase only the time?”

Between the kids, Grant, and work, I hardly
have enough time to daydream.

The telephone rings for what feels like the
hundredth time. I lunge for it with my left hand and continue to
stir my special homemade spaghetti sauce (Kristen’s and Jake’s
favorite), with my right.

“Hello,” I shout into the phone, tucking it
awkwardly under my chin.

I accidentally drop the sauce spoon into the
pot and the sauce flies up onto my shirt as I hear a deep voice on
the phone, a voice I would know anywhere. I stand up straight.

Suddenly, I’m unable to do anything other
than listen carefully to his voice. It is the man upstairs.

“Hello, Lindsay.”

He usually doesn’t telephone me at this hour.
Why is he calling me this time? I’m thrilled and don’t really care
why. I’m pleased he seems to be regularly asking for my opinions.
He values what I have to say. It’s refreshing to me someone so
amazing wants to know what I think.

Flustered, I have to force myself to
concentrate on what he is saying rather than just on the sound of
his voice. And, yes, I have to remind myself to breathe, remember
to breathe.

He smoothly proceeds on the telephone and
compliments me frequently during our conversation: “You’re
extremely smart. … I can’t believe I haven’t thought of that one. …
You’re very intuitive.”

Hanging on to his every word, I could get
used to this. Smiling broadly at his words and flattered by the
attention he’s bestowing on me, a small voice inside my head asks,
“What does he really want?”

But I have nothing to offer him. I force that
insecure voice to go away. My complete attention is devoted to
listening to the man on the other end of the phone.

Again, I remind myself to breathe.

“I realize it’s last-minute, but this evening
I’m hosting a tenants meeting in my apartment regarding renovating
the laundry room, hallways, and lobby. I want you here. I need you
here to help us brainstorm. You have great taste and your opinion
is important to me. I know you can make a solid contribution.”

“Really?”

“You’re smarter than most of the people who
live in this building. Can I count on you to show up?”

Barely believing this conversation is
happening and struggling to contain my excitement, I manage to
gasp, “Sure, I’ll help you.”

Wow, he honestly thinks I’m smart. Thinking
quickly, “I have an idea. What if we make the firm that gets the
contract for the laundry room pay for the renovation and ongoing
maintenance, plus give the building a percentage of their
take?”

“Interesting idea.”

“It’s like vending machines. They have to pay
big bucks for a good placement.”

“I don’t know if we would get any company
interested in bidding for that contract. This is the Upper East
Side. Things like that aren’t done.”

Oh well. I should have researched it before I
said anything to him. This is the Upper East Side. Everything’s
done by the book.

“Do you want me to bring anything
upstairs?”

Digby starts to lick the sauce on the floor
as I realize the man has ended our conversation and hung up the
phone.

I’m thrilled, finally an invitation upstairs
to his apartment. A homeowners meeting isn’t actually the scenario
of my daydreams, but it is a start.

A huge burst of adrenalin rushes through my
body.

I walk into Jake’s messy room. “Let me help
you with your homework. Mommy has plans for tonight.”

“Mom, it’s math.”

Math is Jake’s least favorite subject. The
concepts are difficult for him. I sit down next to him, patiently
assisting while stealing glances at my watch.

Five minutes later, Kristen walks into to
Jake’s room. “I’m finished with all my homework. I can help
Jake.”

She’s a wonderful older sister and sits down
next to him and proceeds to tutor him. Seeing my children work
together warms my heart. I wish I had the camera.

My spaghetti sauce slowly simmers, forgotten
on the stove as I make my way to my bedroom closet, facing an
impossible task. What in the world am I going to wear?

This sauce-splattered T-shirt is clearly not
going to cut it. I stare into my closet, hoping the absolutely
perfect outfit will materialize. The getup I bought with Tanya is,
unfortunately, not appropriate for a shareholders meeting.

I need an ensemble that screams cool,
confident, sexy, and elegant all at once instead of my standard
all-black “thin girl outfit.” This diminishes some of the joy I’m
feeling about my impending rendezvous. Okay, meeting.

Frantically searching my closet, I find no
such outfit in my closet, if such clothing exists at all. There
must be something acceptable from my dreary selection. A pair of
black jeans and a clean black V-neck sweater is my best bet for our
date. Okay, it’s a meeting.

As I’m getting dressed, I smell the burning
sauce on the stove and rush into the kitchen like a crazy
person.

Twenty minutes later the spaghetti sauce is
saved and the kids are fed. Grant’s home relaxing in the bedroom
playing on his computer, and his dinner is warming on the
stove.

I find myself standing in front of the man’s
door.

Physically I look more pleasing to the eye
than the harried, spaghetti sauce-splattered woman of half an hour
ago. Nervous and excited, I can’t believe I’m going to see his
apartment. Taking a deep breath, I muster the courage to knock on
his door.







Chapter Ten – If your phone rings, don’t
pick up






Seconds later it opens, and there he is.

“Welcome. Come on in. We’re about to start.”
He motions for me to follow him inside into the living room.

After a few seconds of standing dazed inside
his entrance foyer, I slowly become aware of my surroundings. For a
split second I am shocked to find his living room is filled with
thirty neighbors. I remind myself, again, the reason I’m here is
for a tenants meeting, not a date.

Hopefully, I won’t get carried away
daydreaming and fantasizing during the meeting. I don’t want to
make a fool of myself in front of not only the man but the thirty
people I see daily in the elevator, lobby, and laundry room.

Why do I have to care so much about what
other people think? Does anyone care what I think?

Continuing to look around the room, and at
him, Mari greets me, “Hi Lindsay.”

Smiling back at her I sit down in a metal
folding chair.

He walks to the front of the room and sits
down in the obvious seat of power, an oversized leather club
chair.

“Shall we begin.” Every eye in the room is
trained on him. It’s clear he’s relishing being in charge and
directing what will become a renegade tenants group.

He is the puppet master, controlling
everything and everyone with calculating charm. Am I one of his
pawns? Does he think of me as just someone who can be manipulated?
Is he pulling my strings?

What could he possibly want from me? I have
nothing to offer him but my friendship.

Pushing those disturbing thoughts from my
mind, I continue to look around the room. I notice certain
qualities about his apartment.

It’s warm and comfortable, not the cold,
minimalist bachelor pad I had imagined. Silver-framed photographs
are placed throughout the room. There are framed Peanuts comic
strips hanging on the walls and lots of books. This is just the
right amount of clutter to make the room homey and welcoming.

Many of the photographs decorating the wall
are of him with a president, senators, CEOs, and celebrities.

The room is enthralling. I admit I’m almost
as intrigued by the room as by its owner. If only I could get him
to escort me on a tour of the rest of the rooms. You can learn a
lot about a man by the way he lives.

My imagination again. I should be paying
attention to this meeting, I haven’t listened to a word being
said.

I’m shaken from my trance by the arrival of a
pretty girl of about nineteen years old who has the most incredible
long blonde banana curls. She bounces rather than walks out of his
kitchen and is oblivious to the people whose conversation has
ceased as she literally walks through the meeting.

“The dinner dishes have been washed and put
away,” she trills in a voice too high-pitched to be real. “When
will this meeting be over?”

This girl can’t possibly be his date. She’s
way too young. Lots of college girls help pay for school by working
as au pairs or domestic help. Could she be his housekeeper,
Hilda?

Why am I lying to myself. This sex kitten is
his date. Hilda leaves by 5 p.m.

Is this girl legal? What is the age of
consent in this state? What could he possibly have in common with
her? Besides sex?

Sleazy, very sleazy. He’s repulsive and
disgusts me.

Eventually this life-sized Barbie doll
becomes aware of the fact she and the man are not alone.

Looking around the audience of strangers, she
turns to me. “How’s your special project going?”

I’m at a loss for words. Why is she talking
to me? From the perceptible salivation, most of the men in the room
would sacrifice a limb or a second-born child to have her look
their way. Daggers are being thrown in my direction from at least
two middle-aged men sitting nearby.

Before my imagination has a chance to get
carried away, the girl says, “I heard you mention some plan of
action with Kieran.”

There’s a look of confusion on my face. Who
is this girl?

As if reading my mind, a scary thought, Miss
Banana Curls continues.

“I work at the New York Sports Club with
Kieran. I do their nutritional evaluations. I’m a chef and working
at becoming a certified personal trainer. I saw you with him around
two weeks ago.”

Oh, I remember that day. Kieran is a personal
trainer and friend. I trust him with my secrets and turned to him
for professional assistance with my crusade.

Recalling the conversation during our last
training session as I was attempting my fourteenth sit-up and
contemplating how I would ever get to the one hundred that Kieran
makes me do just as a warm-up, it occurred to me I should become
more targeted in my approach.

“Kieran, I was thinking …”

“I didn’t say you could think.”

“Sorry, Kieran, can I ask you something
…”

“Questions cost extra … fifteen, sixteen,
come on Lindsay!”

“Wait, just one question …”

“Questions don’t give you six-pack abs …
seventeen, eighteen. Okay, one question.”

“You’re a guy, right?”

“Yes. Good question. Now twenty-five more
crunches!"

“That’s not my question.”

"You’ll get another one after twenty-five
crunches. Now!”

“Sadist!”

Twenty-five begrudging crunches later: “Okay,
what I really want to know, from a man’s point of view, is what’s
the first thing a guy really notices when he looks at a woman?”

“You like someone?” Suddenly Kieran’s
interest is piqued and I have his full attention.

“Yes, but not the way you think.”

His raise his eyebrows. “There is only one
way.”

“Maybe for you, but I’m married, remember?
Please tell me what a guy notices most about a girl?”

“Her confidence.”

Shooting him a look, I ask, “Do you know any
exercises for that?”

“Yes, as a matter of fact I do. Fifty more
crunches. Now!”

So much for finding a shortcut.

I proceeded to brief Kieran on my plan.

He said, “Lindsay, you’re beginning to look
good. I can see some definition in your arms. You need to step up
your training sessions for better results all over your body.
Remember to increase your protein and lay off the carbs.”

Just the word carb made me salivate. It felt
like I hadn’t consumed one in months. Dieting is no fun and I don’t
have much discipline. I dream of eating a bagel with cream
cheese.

That day on the way home from the gym I
stopped at the Lexington Avenue Deli and bought a sesame seed bagel
with cream cheese and lox.

How much did this baby doll overhear? The
thought she knows anything personal about me at all is
disturbing.

Not knowing how else to respond to her, I
manage to smile politely at my inquisitor and say, “Everything is
on course –- an obstacle course.”

Looking her over like an animal sizing up its
prey, my conclusion is she’s a flawless beauty and probably wakes
up in the morning looking this good.

With a seemingly knowing smirk, the blonde
nods, “Well, good luck. Let me know if I can help.”

This thought pops into my head: “Do you think
you can get out of town?”

She hands me her business card. “I can
prepare personalized nutritious menus like Zone Chef. I make house
calls if you prefer to train in privacy.”

“Barbie” is his personal trainer and cook,
not his date. She thinks I can use her help for dieting and
exercise – great.

She returns to the kitchen and the meeting
resumes.

The meeting is getting back on track, a cell
phone rings, disturbing the proceeding again. Everyone looks around
the room. I realize it’s mine. Recognizing my home number on the
caller ID display, I worry there might be an emergency with the
kids.

Ignoring the hostile looks being shot at me
from several of my neighbors, I lean into the phone and whisper,
“Hello.”

I should have known better. Grant’s not
happy, as evidenced by his booming voice.

“The kids need you to put them to bed and I
need dinner.” Everyone in the room can probably hear him.

“Grant, I promise I will be back soon to deal
with the kids. Your dinner’s warming on the stove.”

The mere suggestion I’m not immediately going
to meet his needs sets him off.

“Lindsay, you didn’t ask my permission to
attend your stupid meeting. When I come home from work, I don’t
want to work, whether it’s getting my dinner or dealing with the
kids. Get your ass back here now.”

If my boss spoke to me like this, I’d resign
on the spot.

This is embarrassing. I’m humiliated, in
front of a captive audience. I didn’t know I had to clear this with
Grant. I can’t believe asking him to help himself to his own dinner
is asking too much.

To end this embarrassing spectacle, I quickly
assure him, “I will be home in five minutes. Three hundred
seconds,” and I click end. I turn the phone off, in case Grant
decides he wants me home in three minutes. I’m such a rebel!

Nonchalantly I rise to leave, unable to even
look in the man’s direction.

As I wait for the elevator to take me back
down to the seventh floor I silently recite my mantra, “I can not,
will not continue to allow Grant to bully me. I am entitled to my
opinion and a life.”

My husband has become cruelly selfish over
the last few years.

I’ve always believed marriage should be an
equal partnership. Because both of us work long hours at our
respective offices, it seems reasonable we would split the
household duties.

Before we were married, Grant agreed, “I
promise to share child care and household chores.”

I wish I’d had him sign a contract agreeing
to the equal or equitable distribution of domestic obligations with
significant penalties for nonperformance of duties.

As an attorney, maybe he would have respected
me if I had made him sign on the dotted line, in front of a public
notary or witnesses.

Each day after work, I closet my business
persona and come home to do the wife, mother, and housekeeper
thing. Even if Grant is home, he never pitches in. He acts as
though he is my employer standing around watching and directing me
as I work around the apartment.

Returning to my apartment, I feel as though
I’m in an alternate universe. Silently I place a dinner plate in
front of Grant. He’s wearing headphones while playing on the
computer, and is so engrossed in his computer games he hardly
acknowledges me. He looks up at me quickly.

“I can’t believe you walked out of the
apartment looking like that.” This being said by a man dressed in
old blue plaid boxers and white athletic socks.

His anti-social behavior and incessant
criticism of me are making me painfully self-conscious.

He lives in the bedroom, working or playing
on his computer. He rationalizes his behavior by saying, “These
computer games are a good stress reliever. The Internet can keep me
busy for hours.” I need to shake him up and breathe new life into
him. I’m going to start by giving him two mega multi-vitamins
daily.

I walk into Kristen’s room to tuck her into
bed, a ritual that in more idealistic days I had hoped Grant and I
would take part in together.

As I arrange the duvet around Kristen, she
suddenly announces, “I want to be a gymnast when I grow up. I will
win more gold medals than anyone.”

She is so grown up for an eight year old and
I give her a sweet kiss on her cheek.

I walk into Jake’s room to repeat the
procedure. He’s soundly asleep and I give him a peck on the
brow.

My home is quiet and settled for the night.
Both children will sleep straight through and Grant will spend half
the night online, so I’m left alone with my thoughts as I finish
cleaning up.

The night certainly didn’t turn out the way I
had hoped. Although I know it’s delusional, I can’t help being
disappointed the man upstairs had not begged me to stay, or at
least asked. Did he even notice I left early?

He’s single, and despite the various blondes
on his arm, available. Is it possible he could desire me?

What am I thinking?

My mind is racing. I seem to be thinking of
everything and nothing all at once. What should I do? What could I
do? I wish there were a sign. Or divine intervention. Something.
Anything?

Pulled from my thoughts by the ringing
telephone, I grab it, hoping it hasn’t awakened the kids. Who
telephones me this late? I’m thrown off balance when I hear the man
on the phone.

I manage to stutter, “Hello” as he starts to
make small talk.

I tell myself, breathe, Lindsay, breathe.

“I’m sorry you had to leave early. I hope
everything is all right at home. Are the kids okay?”

“The kids are fine.”

He sounds concerned and I hear a sigh of
relief.

“What did you think of the meeting? How was
my performance? Do you think I convinced everyone to take
action?”

“You could be a motivational speaker. You lit
a fire under every person in the room.” He’s sincerely interested
in my opinion and thoughts.

“They seemed to like my ideas regarding
financing the laundry room.”

“I left before you discussed the laundry
room. What’s your idea?”

“We get the washing machine company to
subsidize the renovation costs, pay for the monthly energy costs,
and receive a percentage of their monthly take. A variation on what
you suggested.”

“Pay for the electricity, brilliant!” His
ideas are superior to mine.

“The board will be upset they didn’t think of
that one.”

“Aren’t you on the board?”

“I resigned because I didn’t approve of what
was going on with some of the board members. They were unethical. I
couldn’t conclusively prove it, but there were kickbacks, I’m sure
of it. And two of the members were starting to harass me.”

“That’s terrible. You should have gotten them
kicked off. How were they harassing you?”

“Phone calls. These sick puppies were
constantly calling me. I had no choice.”

“That’s so unfair.” Why do the good ones
suffer?

“Do you have any ideas for renovating the
hallways and lobby?” he asks.

“Let me think on that one.”

“Am I creating headaches and enemies?”

He’s the quintessential alpha male and
destroys his enemies. I wouldn’t want to be on the opposite side of
an argument with him. He possesses the abilities of a top
litigator. The combination of his intellect, charm, knowledge, and
verbal skills are lethal for his adversaries.

But now he’s showing signs of insecurity and
vulnerability. His ego’s dissolving a bit in this conversation.
Does he realize I’m falling deeper under his spell?

I enjoy listening to him recall the evening’s
events, who said what, who did what. He’s so smart, so alive, and
he makes me laugh.

This seems like such an intimate
conversation, given the subject: Hallways, color schemes, budgets,
building politics.

As we talk, I’m straightening up the kitchen
for the night, sweeping the floor, putting the dishes into the
dishwasher, and making tomorrow’s lunch for the kids. I imagine the
title of my autobiography: “Domestic Slave: The Life and Times of
Lindsay Chandler.”

His life is exciting. He goes to the theater,
parties, sporting events, he participates in everything. I wish I
did. I should. But Grant doesn’t like to go out. And it’s more than
just Grant being glued to his computer. He doesn’t like me to go
out either. I’m stuck.

Then I hear her voice in the background.

“It’s time to go t……..”

I wish she would talk louder, I’m missing the
rest of her sentence. Go where? To bed? To work? To get a taxi? Go
where?

He politely ends our conversation.

Did they leave for the evening? Is he
training at this hour? Or are they going to bed?

Left sitting in the kitchen eating Ben &
Jerry’s Fudge Brownie ice cream, I’m fantasizing about what it
would be like to be alone with him in his apartment. What would we
talk about?

Five minutes later the telephone rings. It’s
him again.

“Where were we?”

“When? Where were we when?”

“Before I got off the phone?”

He wants to continue our conversation. After
five minutes. Only five minutes later.







Chapter Eleven - He’s Hot – I’m Not






He has a great life, doesn’t need a wife.

“Mommy, I want to show you and Daddy
something incredible.”

Kristen is demanding my full attention.

She is a very grown up eight year old,
unusually mature, “You’re capable of running a small country, young
lady.”

She has cleared an area in the living room in
order to practice her gymnastics.

“I want to be the best in gymnastics. Can you
get Daddy. I want to show him, too.”

“He’s in the bedroom.” He’s always in the
bedroom. I walk in to get him.

“Kristen wants to show us her new tumbling
run.”

“I can’t come out into the living room, I’m
not dressed.” He’s wearing only his striped red boxer shorts and
black socks, playing on the computer.

“Kristen has worked hard on her gymnastics
and wants to show off. Please come to the living room, just throw
on a pair of gym shorts or sweats.” I’m begging.

“Tell her I’m working. I need to do some work
on the computer. Next time. Tell her next time.”

Yup, the next time I weigh 110 pounds.

I plop down on the sofa getting ready for
Kristen’s performance, positioning a throw pillow behind my
head.

Kristen asks, “Daddy busy again?”

Nodding my head, “He’s working in the
bedroom, sorry.”

“Does Daddy like us? He’s always busy, never
plays with me, and is bossing you.”

I’m uncertain how to respond. For the last
year I have been making excuses for Grant. “Your daddy has a lot of
homework for his job.”

The truth is I don’t believe Grant’s lack of
interest will change anytime soon.

Kristen executes her tumbling run with
professional precision.

“It’s perfect, you’re so focused. All of your
hard work has paid off. You’ll get a ribbon for that performance.”
I applaud my little girl.

“Why can’t I get a trophy?”

“You can get a trophy or a medal or a
ribbon.” As I continue to praise her, we return the living room to
its usual order. The phone rings.

Jodee asks, “What are you up today?”

“I’m going upstairs to work with the man on a
building project. No one can brainstorm and create a cogent plan of
attack better than him. I’m honored he’s wants my help.”

“You go up there a lot to help him. I hope he
appreciates you.”

“I’ve helped him organize and prepare four
different plans to benefit our condominium during the past few
months, at his request. Each time, I learn from him.”

“You guys must like playing teacher and
student.”

“You sound like Tanya. He attacks problems
creatively and develops unique solutions. Talk about thinking
outside the box. He also has an uncanny way of predicting human
behavior. He’s brilliant.”

“What’s in it for you?”

“I bask in his reflected glory. Working with
him on this project will be the adult bright spot of my week.”

“You’re wasting your time. Come shopping with
me instead.”

Looking at my watch I need to speed through
this conversation, “I have to put some make-up on and fix my hair
first.”

“What’s wrong with your hair? I can make
recommendations based on your problem.”

Jodee’s long straight red hair is her pride
and joy.

“My hair seems to always be flat.”

“You’re using too much product.”

“Talk to you later.”

“Bye.”






He answers the door wearing one of those
Bluetooth ear phones. Once inside his apartment he immediately
asks, “Did you come up with any ideas for the building?”

“Maybe. It may sound silly, but Lowes has
opened a new design center. They might be interested in doing the
renovation from design to materials to installation just for the
goodwill and publicity, or at least for cost.”

“Why would you think that?”

“I read they are interested in gaining entrée
into the luxury building market. Not only for the common areas in a
residential building, but also for renovation of the individual
tenant units. It would be profitable for them.”

“You’re a clever girl. Let me investigate and
see what kind of deal I can negotiate. By the way, do you have a
contact person?”

“I spoke with Linda Morley at their New York
headquarters.”

“Oh, Linda. She’s an old friend. Lindsay, you
amaze me.”

I’m tingling all over now. I’m so proud to
have earned his praise and respect. Grant never compliments me or
makes me feel good about myself.

His phone rings and I over hear his
conversation.

“Yes, I attended the Virgin Mary Ball last
year. I made a sizable donation to the unwed mothers’ fund of
southern New York State. Let me get back to you, I’m in the middle
of something.”

He turns off his telephone, and removes his
Bluetooth headset places it into his desk drawer. His cell phone,
blackberry, and iphone are turned off as well. He’s brilliant and
there’s constant demand all around for his input and expertise.

I’ve started to daydream about him. Daydreams
are harmless.

Leaning back in his swivel chair in front of
his rolltop oak desk, he reflects on that particular evening.

“That soiree included a fashion show with a
silent auction. I saw a stunning black leather and lace,
one-of-a-kind designer evening gown. It’s a worthy charity, so I
bid generously on it. I thought I would donate it to another
charity but never got around to it. The dress is in the foyer
closet. It’s a dress meant to be worn. You could borrow it anytime,
Lindsay.”

He bends over and his fingers sweep some
loose strands of hair out of my eyes. I instantly blush and now I
have goose bumps.

“I do a lot of volunteer and charity work for
my children’s schools, but it is far from glamorous. Usually I’m
helping set up and sell at a book fair, or organize clothes at a
bazaar, or sell chocolate bars to friends and neighbors. Attending
a star-studded soiree sounds elegant and elitist. And you bought an
evening gown.”

Imagining Grant purchasing a dress to support
a cause makes me smirk.

“You‘d look ravishing in it.”

He leads me out of his office and into the
foyer closet to show me the dress.

Did we break into Fort Knox? The dress is
stuffed with pink tissue paper and hangs inside a dry cleaner’s
wardrobe bag. This must be the way haute couture gowns are
stored.

“This is the most beautiful dress I have ever
seen.” It is a black leather, lace, silk and tulle evening gown;
stunning absolutely stunning.

Like a little girl who wants to play
dress-up, I realize I’m too short and too buxom for this dress to
fit me. If I were to try it on, I would only embarrass myself. I
know better than to put myself in that kind of position.

Does he really think I’d look ravishing in
it?






One afternoon in the middle of drafting a
proposal he tells me, “My mother’s personality overshadowed my
father’s. I grew up feeling sorry for him. My childhood was kind of
traumatic.”

“I’m flattered you’re telling me this.” He’s
sharing intimate details with me, I wonder what’s next?

“I don’t know why I told you. I feel
comfortable with you, I have never told anybody about my
parents.”

He listens to me and insists on helping me
with my problems.

“I will telephone Jake’s headmaster to try to
resolve the situation. He’ll be surprised I’m interested. Do I call
him as Jake’s friend or uncle?”

A few weeks later I tell him, “Jake is
receiving special tutoring in math from the school at no cost. Your
powers of persuasion are amazing.”

“I didn’t say anything other to the
headmaster than Jake is struggling. By the time the conversation
was over, he suggested the tutoring.”

“The headmaster stopped taking my phone
calls. It’s nice to have someone I can count on.”

“You can always count on me.”

He has become my support team.

He makes me think and laugh. “Think what his
life would be like if Charlie Brown had kicked the football.”

“Lindsay, I got the meeting!” That was his
message on my voicemail at work. I’m the first person he calls to
share his good news.

Every sense I have is intensified when he’s
around. Something special happens to me when we’re together. I
don’t know what this means, but I like being around him.







Chapter Twelve – Trick and no Treat






My desk is covered with files all of which
need my immediate attention. The incoming phone calls are endless.
Jodee is leaning against my desk as the voice on the other end of
the telephone says, "Lindsay, remember our lunch tomorrow. You seem
a little pre-occupied lately.”

It’s Mari.

“I’m just busy, very busy this week. I
remember tomorrow one’clock at the Palm.”

“Let’s walk over together.”

“Sure,” getting her off the phone as quickly
as possible.

Mari insists we have lunch together at least
once a week to “catch up.” Actually, it’s in order that people in
the office think we’re friends.

Our sons Robby and Jake are friends. We
aren’t. I owe her one for introducing me to this company and
facilitating getting me hired, though she received a thousand
dollar referral bonus.

Maybe Jodee can join us for lunch. It would
make the lunch almost tolerable.

Looking at Jodee with a desperate look on my
face, “Please join us for lunch.”

“You’re having lunch with The PM – again.
She’s not to be trusted. Anything you confide in her will be
publicly broadcast.”

My colleagues refer to Mari as the “PM.” The
Plastic Mattress: Plastic, because she is constantly getting
plastic surgery procedures and mattress because of her sexual
availability to men (except for her husband, but that’s another
story). Over time, it’s been shortened to PM. Mari once heard her
nickname and was flattered. She thought PM stood for Past Model,
because she is tall and thin like a model and briefly worked as one
in her younger day.

“I have no secrets, my life’s an open book.
During our last lunch, Mari talked endlessly. I listened to three
hours of her stories.”

“Three hours? She really had that much to
say?”

“No. She talks slowly because with so much
Botox, her mouth doesn’t work.”

“And you want to subject me to her for
hours?”

“Please come, I don’t want her to hear her
talk about her latest sexcapades with Max. I have to work with
him.”

“I have to work with him too. She’s been
getting a lot more Botox recently.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Because her face is frozen, and it looks
like she’s wearing a bad mask.”

“Don’t be nasty, she’s not that bad.”

“She’s not invited to the Halloween party and
I have plans for lunch.”

“What kind of plans?”

Jodee and I usually eat lunch at my desk.

“A root canal.”

“You made your point.”

“Have fun.” Jodee wags her tail on top of her
hooker heels as she strolls back to cubicle.

During lunch the next day, Mari is
gushing.

“Max is my best friend. We’ve been good
friends for over a year now. By the way, thanks for having Robby
sleep over last weekend.”

“You’re welcome. Jake and Robby are cute
together.”

“Robert was out of town. Max and I did it all
over my apartment. It was hot.”

This is her favorite topic of conversation;
her own public secret, her affair with Max. He’s a
thirty-something, married colleague. Mari’s in her fifties.

I don’t know how to reply. It’s like hearing
my mother brag about having sex with the delivery boy. … ugh!

“You shouldn’t tell people, Mari. You never
know. It might get back to your husband.”

“Lindsay, what’s your secret? I bet someone
like you doesn’t have any secrets.”

“Someone like me?”

“You’re a good girl. Good girls don’t have
secrets and good girls are boring.” I will never become accustomed
to her insulting me because I live my life on the straight and
narrow.

I’m not having an affair with a married man.
I don’t go around maligning my husband. And I certainly would not
announce my adultery to strangers.

I honor my commitment to my marriage. I try
my best. Jodee is correct, Mari’s face looks frozen, on a positive
note, she’s ready for her close-up.






“You’re coming right? Lindsay, all you have
to do is show up. I have great ideas. This party is going to
rock.”

Jodee is excited as she coordinates an
invitation-only Halloween party uptown for the office gang.
Afterward, everyone will travel downtown to the parade in the
village –- costumes optional.

“I’ll check with Grant. You know how he
is.”

“Lindsay, I will do my best to make sure your
husband has a good time.”

Jodee’s a sweetie pie.

On Halloween night, Grant and I are walking
to the party through the crowded uptown streets and avenues. It’s
impossible to find a cab.

My eyes find him standing at the corner of a
block. He’s tall and dark, dressed in an equestrian outfit.

The sight of the man upstairs in high riding
boots holding a crop is arousing me. He looks so dominant and sexy.
This stupid outfit is turning me on. A black town car stops in
front of him and he steps inside.

We arrive at a crowded party. Jodee’s
supervising all the fun as she greets us.

“Grant there’s tequila on the bar. I know how
you love tequila. Lindsay, I’ll get you a glass of chardonnay.”

She went out of her way to buy tequila so
Grant would be as comfortable as possible at this party.

“Hey Lindsay.” It’s Kurt.

“Hi, this is my husband, Grant.”

Kurt nods his head hello.

“Who am I doing? Oink, oink, oink.”

Kurt is known for doing impressions of
people.

“I don’t know, who?”

Now, he’s loudly squealing like a pig.

The crowd roars, “Mattress and Max in the
conference room.”

Everybody, even Grant, laughs. It’s nice to
hear Grant laugh. It’s become a rare event. He’s actually
smiling.

Still, he’s clingy and anxious to leave
almost as soon as we arrive. “I don’t know anyone here. These
people are beneath me.”

Snob, my husband is a snob.

“If you refuse to be introduced to people,
you’re not going to meet anyone. They’re really nice people. You’ve
known Jodee for years. You can talk with her.”

I have attended numerous uptight lawyer
dinners for Grant’s firm and always manage to have a good time, or
at least make the best of it for his sake.

Grant says, “Get your jacket. We’re
leaving.”

“We’ve been here for under an hour.”

I frown. There’s nothing quite like having
your husband order you around in front of your friends and
colleagues. I find Jodee to say goodbye. She’s walking
strangely.

She saunters up to us and asks, “Grant will
you dance with me?”

No one in the room is dancing.

Grabbing her arm, I ask, “How much have you
had to drink?”

Jodee responds, “Not enough! Why isn’t Grant
smiling? Why is he always angry with you? He’s so handsome when he
smiles.”

She walks over to Grant and throws her arms
around his neck. She looks into Grant’s stoic face and tries to
make him smile.

Grant is motionless.

“Grant, please keep Jodee right here. I’ll
find her sweater. She’s had too much to drink and not enough to
eat. We’ll take her home.”

Jodee is tiny. I don’t think she weighs 92
pounds soaking wet.

“She’s over twenty-one and can take care of
herself.”

Grant is stiff. Jodee’s attention is
unbearable to him.

My tone is stern.

“Jodee’s like my sister. We take care of each
other. If I were tipsy, you’d want her to take care of me.”

After searching in another room for her
sweater, I return to see Jodee has her arms around my husband’s
neck.

I overhear her say, “Grant, kiss me.”

Grant is dumbfounded, annoyed, and
speechless. I know to check the box that reads, strong silent
type.

A little smile covers my face as I approach
them.

“Help me get this sweater on her.”

Grant seems happy to assist me but we are
struggling to get her arms into the sleeves.

Jodee’s animated and pushes me.

“Lindsay, go away. I want to be alone with
Grant.”

There are more than forty people in the
room.

Grant is flustered.

“I didn’t do anything to encourage her.”

“Grant, Jodee has had a little crush on you
for years,” I whisper.

“I had no idea.”

“You should be flattered. I told you, we’re
like sisters. It’s common that the younger sister has a crush on
the older sister’s boyfriend. Jodee idolizes you.”

Grant smiles.






We take Jodee safely home. She will be upset
and embarrassed when she realizes Grant and I were the ones who put
her to bed. But sad, she missed the opportunity to attend the
parade in the village.

I’m a little sad, too. The parade is lots of
fun, wild people with fabulous costumes. It’s high time I
participate in what this world has to offer. No more living my life
on the sidelines.

The next day, The Mattress and I have our
scheduled weekly lunch date at Bobby Vans.

She’s working extremely hard at making her
evening bar hopping in the village sound glamorous and exciting to
one-up the office party and wants me to spread her news.

I feign interest by asking her lots of
questions. “What did you wear? Where did you go? What did he wear?”
These are normal, tell-me-about-your-night-out type of
questions.

Then I am blindsided.

Mari says, “I wore a gown I borrowed.”

“From whom?”

“I’m good friends with what’s-his-name on the
forty-first floor. He’s such an operator.”

The dress. I start gagging on my water, then
uncontrollably coughing.

She elaborates.

“This black lace and leather gown was perfect
for cavorting around in the West Village. It’s an absolutely
stunning gown.”

“A dress? He owns a dress?”

“Yes, a gown. He bought it to impress two
girls.”

My brain is racing through multiple
scenarios, how could he buy a dress to impress two girls?

“He wanted to meet the girl modeling it on
the runway. She’s famous, he was determined to be the high bidder,
hoping he’d get to meet her and possibly hook up. He spent big
dollars trying to impress her.

“But his date was thrilled, too. She thought
he was buying the dress for her. A triple-win situation for him:
his date, the model, and the tax deduction. He’s a notorious
player.”

“I thought you were good friends with him?
Maybe he wanted to support the charity.”

Mari doesn’t know he and I are friends. After
that statement, she’ll obviously never know I’m fond of him.

“Don’t be naïve. This kind of guy has no
friends. He toys with people for entertainment. He only cares about
himself.”

This isn’t the man I know. Why is she
maligning him?

Mari continues. “He’s into models. They’re
his personal trophies. I can borrow the dress anytime and don’t
have to do him in exchange.”

The thought of “doing” him temporarily
embarrasses me. I start to blush and feel uneasy.

That evening at home, carefully scrutinizing
my wardrobe, sexy and attractive clothes for a wife and mother of
two seem to be a contradiction in terms. Not to mention
time-consuming and frivolous.

Grant actively makes fun of the ladies who
try to dress like they are in the fashion magazines. Other than the
few items I bought with Tanya, everything in my closet is bland,
outdated, or a little too big for me. I never spent much time or
money on fashionable clothing.

He obviously appreciates stylish and
beautiful clothes.

I telephone Tanya.

“Hi. The next time you’re in New York, can
you help me update my wardrobe? My style needs improvement.”

She laughs.

“I didn’t know you had a style. Save your
energy and money, I’m in town this weekend. I know exactly where
we’ll start!”

“Where?”

“First Bloomingdales, Scoop, Intermix, and
assorted other shops around town to look for clothes. We go to
Centruy 21 to purchase.

Afterwards, we’ll go up to Chinatown for
accessories. It’s has the biggest selection of bootleg goods. Their
prices are unbelievable.”

“Chinatown, bootleg?”

“Yes, you don’t think all my designer stuff
are originals? My Louis Vuitton suitcases would cost one year’s
salary. The bootleg in Chinatown is as fine as any counterfeit
merchandise you can find in China or Korea!”

Late Saturday afternoon, we end up at the
Pink Pussycat Boutique on Christopher Street in the West
Village.

Tanya hands me lots of lingerie and sexy
clothes to try on.

“There are so many options these days:
leather, lace, latex, corsets, camisoles, etc. Anything goes if you
know how to wear it.”

In the dressing room my salesperson,
RoseAngel, says, “Many different styles of clothing flatter your
body. It’s surprising you’re a mother of two young children. You
look phat. Phat as in p-h-a-t. Not f-a-t.”

RoseAngel is eighteen, with multiple body
piercings and tattoos. Does she get paid on commission? She’s
complimenting me excessively and I feel uncomfortable.

Tanya says, “Wearing lingerie as clothing is
chic and extremely sexy. No need to hide these beautiful silk and
lacy pieces under sweaters.”

Tanya persuades me to spend almost a thousand
dollars on clothing. My favorite item is a pair of lace-up boots,
my idea of riding boots. (Now if only my riding boots could meet
his riding boots.)

Back to reality. I want to reconnect with my
husband. We used to have a lot of fun together. Can this
provocative clothing help me seduce him?

Maybe we can reestablish the intimacy that
has been missing from our relationship.

This evening, after putting the kids to bed,
I put on the satin and lace corset and new boots. Grant is sitting
in front of his computer playing games on the Internet. I sashay
over to interrupt him, looking sinfully alluring.

“Hi, handsome.”

He looks me up and down, unable to contain
his laughter.

“You look ridiculous.”

“I think I look rather tantalizing.” I start
to vamp around him.

Grant says, “Not tonight, I have gas.”

He resumes working on the computer.

The next day, I return all the items the
store.







Chapter Thirteen - Meet the Folks






“If you obey all the rules, you miss all the
fun.” -- Katharine Hepburn

My mother is perennially in a state of rush.
Because she never makes times for herself, I bought her a gift
certificate for a day of beauty.

Five minutes into my parents visit, I hand
her the envelope.

“Mom, this is for you.”

I hug her.

She peers into the envelope.

“Lindsay, I don’t have time for this sort of
thing. How much did this cost?”

She throws the envelope on to the coffee
table.

Mom looks me over, “Have you gained a few
pounds?”

“No, Mom. I’ve actually lost about twelve
pounds.”

“Well, if your clothes fit you properly, then
maybe I could tell. Lose another ten and you’re almost there.”

She is wearing orange-red lipstick and
wrinkled polyester clothing. It’s difficult for me to take her
appearance advice seriously.

“Almost where, Mom?”

“Thin’s in.”

I have to work hard at maintaining my
appearance.

“You are almost thin, almost beautiful, and
almost perfect,” she has told me almost my entire life.

“I hate the word “almost!” Unfortunately I
have come to expect disapproval from my successful mother.

Daddy has become a little roly-poly over the
years. My mother the awful cook insists he eat her meals.

“Dinner was very good, very good.” Dad always
told Mom after one of her dinners.

Then a half hour later there would be a
subtle knock on my bedroom door, “O.K., Lindsay, ready?”

We would quietly leave the house to sneak off
to Burger King for a snack. This was our nightly ritual and
explains why he’s a little plump. And why I have awful eating
habits.

He’s textbook traditional in his approach to
life. Today, Daddy and Grant philosophize about topics from the
stock market to politics as they are removing the solid wood closet
doors from the master bedroom.

“Grant go left. No, your other left. Right,
you are going right. Grant go forward, no not backward –- your
forward. No, the other way, walk toward me. Grant, do you know your
left from your right?”

While sitting in the living room, Mom and I
hear Dad scream. Then we hear a crash followed by an eerie
silence.

They walk into the living room together. My
mother jumps up to inspect my father’s face and hands for
scratches.

“What happened?”

“Nothing to speak of,” Dad says.

He turns to Grant, “I need you to go to the
store to buy rubber bands. Now, please.”

Grant leaves the apartment. I know his first
stop will be Starbucks, because Grant has no idea where to get
rubber bands.

Daddy is annoyed and unusually vocal.

“I need to put some distance between me and
your husband. I don’t want to say something I will later regret.
After all, Grant’s trying his best.”

“Yes, Daddy, he is.”

“Your husband’s stupid. He doesn’t know the
difference between left and right. It’s amazing he’s able to
breathe and think at the same time.”

Silence fills the room. You can hear a pin
drop. Dumbfounded and surprised by my lack of defense for my
husband, Daddy looks me straight in the eye.

“Can I have lunch now?” and walks into the
kitchen.

I follow him into the kitchen and hand him a
jar of Hellmans mayonnaise.

“Go make it yourself.” I storm out of the
room.

Daddy didn’t ask me what is wrong.

Five minutes later, after I have cooled off
and am back in the kitchen, I’m making Daddy a turkey and cheese
sandwich for lunch.

“What do you need the rubber bands for?”

“I will put rubber bands on his left wrist,
left fingers and left ankles. It worked to teach you the difference
between left and right when you were four years old. Not sure if it
will work on Grant. He may be too far gone by now.”

“It’s hard to believe he’s a successful
attorney.” I’m agreeing with him.

“By the way, Grant complained you’re
neglecting the apartment and going out with your friends a little
too often. What the hell are you doing?”

“What? And you believe Grant, right?”

My eyes fill with daggers and I storm into
the living room to confide in my mother.

Before I get words out of my mouth she asks,
“Did you have some guy call my assistant last week?”

“Yes.”

“He asked if I knew anyone at the statehouse
in Albany.”

“Do you?”

“Of course I do. I’m a state judge, I have
some political and government connections. Who is he?”

Taking a deep breath, “Mom, I want to tell
you about his guy in my building. He’s smart, suave, successful,
sophisticated, has a terrific sense of humor, single, late
thirties, and sexy.”

I said sexy again.

Do I find him sexy?

I continue. “He’s an investment banker. He
has been profiled in The Wall Street Journal, Institutional
Investor, and Esquire.”

“He must be gay.”

“No, he’s not gay.”

“You said late thirties, single. He’s either
gay or a player.”

“Mom, he’s straight. He’s fun to be around
and smart. Do you have any ideas that could help me keep him as a
good friend?”

My mother looks at me in disbelief.

“A good friend? Why would a man like that
want to be friends with you? What do you possibly possess he could
not find better elsewhere? Do you realize you’re chubby and out of
shape? You’re a wife and a mother. Men want only one thing from
women.”

That’s getting to be a common reaction. No
one has any faith in my ability to capture the interest of this
man. But I’m determined to be his friend, no matter what it takes.
For the first time in my life, I don’t care what my parents or
anyone else thinks.

“Mom I’m serious. If you don’t want to help
me just say so. You’re either onboard or I don’t want to hear about
it.”

Mom is stunned.

“Lindsay, you’re deluded and setting yourself
up for failure. I’m helping you by warning you. I don’t want to see
you get hurt.”

“Mom, this is an obtainable goal. I want his
friendship, nothing more. I’m not his type romantically.”

My voice grows loud.

“Men don’t want only friendship from women,
if they indicate something else, here’s another attribute you can
use with an ‘s’ full of shit.”

“Mom, if you don’t want to help me fine. But
remember, I never ask you for anything.”

Mom is dumbstruck. “You’ve developed a
backbone. He must really be something. If you’re set on pursuing
him, first you need to lose fifteen pounds. You should consider
bleaching your hair blonde. Brunettes are a dime a dozen. You need
to glam yourself up. You look plain and frumpy.”

“Mom, I only want to be and stay friends with
him. What difference does it make if I look glamorous?”

“Lindsay, men are men. They like to be seen
with beautiful women who turn heads. You must really like him. Be
careful.”

She hands the gift certificate envelope to
me.

“Here, you need this more than I do.”

Staring at the envelope unexpectedly I burst
into tears, “I’m unhappy. I don’t know what is wrong.”

Mom looks at me. My eyes are filling with
tears, this surprises her.

“Huh?”

“I feel like I’m Grant’s prisoner. He never
speaks to anyone but me and stays hidden away in our bedroom
playing computer games and surfing the Internet nonstop.

“Have I told you what he said to me? ‘If I
can’t have you, no one else can.’ He has no friends and resents it
when anybody tries to talk to me.”

That was more than I planned to tell her.
Shouldn’t a girl be able to speak with her mother?

Mom asks, “Do you think anyone is happy in
their marriage?”

“Mom, Grant scares me. He is irrationally
possessive. Ask Tanya, he freaked when we went out for drinks after
dinner.”

No warm maternal response.

“He frightens me.”

She yawns, picks up a magazine, and begins to
flip through it. “Figures Tanya’s involved with this attitude of
yours. If you want to make changes in your life, no one will stop
you. Just be careful.”

Changing into an upbeat mood, “Did I mention
I’ve been networking during lunch with various venture capitals
firm?”

“You’re serious about finding a new
position?”

“Yes, I am. It’s harder than I thought it
would be. Maybe if I had a better job, I’d have more confidence in
myself.”

“Maybe? Professional accomplishments are
important in this town. If you mention you’re involved in finance,
politics, fashion, or the movies, everyone wants to listen to what
you have to say.”

But exactly what it will take, I’ll have to
figure out for myself. Rules are meant to be broken, or more aptly
put, I need to develop a new set of rules to live my life by. Can I
have a close friendship with a man that is not romantic in nature?
Is this possible?

I buy four books on investment banking. Maybe
I will take a finance class online or at the Learning Annex. Who
knows what will work.







Chapter Fourteen - Power of the Press






Dirty Laundry

Jake and I walk out of the examining room
into the waiting room at his pediatrician’s office.

“Kristen, it’s your turn now.” I’m standing
at the reception desk waiting for her.

“I’m a big girl. I want to go in by myself.”
She exclaims.

The sharp nurse observing this interaction,
“Come on Kristen, I’ll walk you into the examining room and keep
you company until Dr. Jacobs is ready to see you.”

The nurse and I exchange knowing glances.
Eight year old girls can be difficult when they try to assert their
independence.

Jake and I are sitting on the couch flipping
through the collection of magazines.

“Mommy look,” Jake is excited.

“What?”

He shoves an old issue of Town & Country
magazine in front of my face. There is a photograph of the man
upstairs wearing a tuxedo standing next to a noticeably plain girl
at an elite black-tie fund-raising event looking like a
celebrity.

“Is he famous? Mommy, you have to call
him.”

“Here’s my cell phone, you call him.”

The man acts as a surrogate uncle to Jake. I
see potential in the affection the two of them have developed for
each other.

Excitedly, Jake tells him, “I’m looking at a
magazine. There’s a picture of you.”

“You’re wearing black, there’s a fat girl
with short brown hair next to you. Mommy, he wants to talk to
you.”

“It’s Town & Country magazine from six
months ago.” I read him the caption.

“That event was over a year ago. I did a
favor for that girl. We were on the steering committee together and
she needed a date, so I volunteered.”

“That was considerate of you to be concerned
for her.”

I’m impressed. He has heart and understands
the plight of single girls without boyfriends. What’s a steering
committee?

He seems to be offering me an explanation for
being with a plain-looking girl. He probably likes her and is
embarrassed he does.

“Lindsay, I would love to see the magazine.
Can you drop it by my place?”

“Sure, I’ll stop by later today.”

I click end on the cell phone and instantly
start to daydream about seeing him. He has invited me up to his
apartment, and it’s not about business. This is a first.

At home while thinking about going upstairs,
I struggle to think of what I can do to make my visit to his
apartment special and memorable for him.

Cookies, I will make him cookies.

“Jake, do you think he would like homemade
cookies?”

“Yes, Mom. He’s a guy, he doesn’t cook.”

“Some men cook, your father doesn’t cook but
some men do.”

I doubt he cooks. I don’t know of any man who
bakes.

“Whatever.” Jake rolls his eyes.

“Are you making him your chocolate
chewys?”

“Yup, want to help?”

“Only if I can lick the bowl, and eat some
when they’re hot.”

“O.K., while they are warm.”

While they’re in the oven, I primp for my
visit.

Then I carefully place the warm cookies
inside one of my cookie tins that have “Homemade by Lindsay”
printed across the covers.

Re-thinking things, it would be improper for
me to go to his apartment alone. It is not as though we are working
on a project together, so the magazine, cookies, Jake, and I go
upstairs.

We’re standing at his doorway. The man looks
at Jake.

“Want to play on my computer?”

Jake is pointed in the right direction and
races to it.

I hand the man the magazine.

He opens it and admires his photograph.

“I look pretty good. Yup, even my hair looks
good.”

His bald spot is completely obscured.

We could make a beautiful looking magazine
couple.

Standing in the doorway waiting to be invited
deeper inside his apartment, I can touch our sexual tension.
Certainly he senses it? Our conversation is electric. Surely he
feels the sparks.

“By the way, I have a good friend visiting
from Los Angeles.”

As he says this, a statuesque, scantily clad
(belly T-shirt, braless, and gym shorts) girl emerges from his
bedroom, anxious to see the magazine. Her long hair is messed up,
the look called “bed hair.”
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