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(( ...AND THEN AGAIN AND again against the fine
mahogany china cabinet, and then he pressed the warm
[flesh of her buttocks, which is really just a fancy word
for ass, against the cool glass, ok, and then that sent these rip-
ples of like sensation through her back, ok, and, it was because
of the cold you know, and then also her front, ok but that was his
hot tongue because it like, it tickled her neck and her like, her
boobs, ok, right, and then she heard this tinkle sound of these lit-
tle clay statues, right, and all that other stupid crap on the shelves
that used to belong to his ex-wife, in her ear, ok and then he
started to...”

Lux Fitzpatrick suddenly stopped reading. She
looked up at the door as it opened. Her heavy red lips
stayed parted, waiting for the next word to fall from her
mouth. Her cheekbones were high and her skin would
have glowed with youth and vitality had it not been hid-
den under a thick layer of drugstore makeup. Her long
mess of pretty hair struggled against an unprofessional
dye job and too much hairspray. Streaks of eye shadow in
shades usually reserved for plumbing fixtures hung over
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each eye. Lux’s long legs were wrapped in plaid purple
stockings; her rounded buttocks were just barely covered
by a short orange skirt. D-cup breasts rode high in a
brightly colored, low-cut top. If you chose not to take a
second look, Lux might be summed up by the industrial
term “DayGlo.”

Lux’s sense of shame was as underdeveloped as her
sense of fashion, and therefore when the conference room
door swung open she did not stop reading her opus erot-
ica out of embarrassment, but simply because she was
interested in who might be coming into the room.

The other two women already in the room were not
as bold as Lux. Gripped with the fear of getting caught
doing something dirty, they seized their brown bag
lunches and tried to look cool. Aimee tucked her own lit-
tle erotic manuscripts under an office report while Brooke
slid hers directly beneath her butt. Then the pair swiveled
their heads like a single terrified doe to see who was
opening the door of the conference room.

Margot Hillsboro, Esq., laughed to see the frightened
women staring at her as she strode into the room.

“Sorry,” Margot said. “For being late, I mean.”

“Late for what?” Aimee asked, tugging on a
corkscrew of her black curly hair.

“Oh, for your meeting. Your club. Your Tuesday writ-
ing group thing.”

A sigh of relief. She was one of their own.

“Is the club by invitation only?” Margot continued. “I
was under the impression it was a literary club open to
anyone in the office who was, well, literate.”

Margot’s assumption was incorrect. The latest club
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circulating through their large law firm belonged exclu-
sively to Aimee.

When Aimee first realized she was pregnant, she
knew she needed something to distract her from the
growing fear that the growing baby was going to change
her life so dramatically that she would lose herself
entirely. Aimee wanted company. She wanted creativity.
So Aimee handpicked forty of her closest colleagues and
invited them to brown bag lunch every Tuesday in the
conference room and share their literary musings.

Aimee presented first, reading a short story she'd
written in college about a little bird she'd rescued from
the mouth of her cat only to have it die in her kitchen.
She laughed with her girlfriends over her use of a partic-
ularly cumbersome metaphor and secretly wept at the
realization that what had seemed, at the time, to be her
great, nascent literary talent, wasn't. In the first month of
meetings, everyone had at least one old poem or story to
share but by the second it became apparent that the only
way Aimee’s Tuesday writers’ group would survive is if the
members started writing something new. Something
interesting. Half the women dropped out.

The remaining club members put their minds to
creating something fascinating to read out loud to their
friends, but time was short and their complaints too sim-
ilar. Even Aimee started to get bored with all the flowery
haikus about blah, blah, blah and the epistles to the
extreme tedium and unfairness of completing an advance
degree in the arts only to discover rent and food are inde-
fatigable ways of expressing money. When the Tuesday

writers’ group looked like it was about to fall apart, Aimee
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suggested they spend a few sessions focusing on erotic
writing. When Lux dubbed the venture 7he Tuesday
Erotica Club, five of the remaining women dropped out
immediately. Seven said they would come and three—
Lux, Aimee and Brooke—actually showed up. Margot
Hillsboro’s sudden, unexpected arrival made four.

“I mean,” Margot said as she closed the door and
chose a good seat at the conference room table, “I
assumed your writers’ group was open to anyone.”

If Margot was embarrassed, she did not show it.
Aimee liked that.

“Did you come to listen? Or did you write something?”

“Oh, I've written something. Something erotic. And
I definitely want to read it,” said Margot in the cool clear
voice that made her ideas seem terribly important. A
voice that had served her very well through law school,
that rang out in meetings above the slushy baritones of
her arguing male colleagues. “Youre wrong,” she would say
boldly in dulcet tones. They had heeded Margot’s advice
often enough to raise her up to the position of Senior
Counsel at the law firm of Warwick & Warwick, LLP.

At fifty, Margot was fit and strong and wore expensive
dresses two sizes smaller than the cheap cotton ones she
had worn when attending high school in a small corn-
farming town in the Midwest. Like Lux, Margot dyed
her hair and sprayed it. Both women wore foundation and
pressed powder and mascara; however, the final effects
were completely different. Maybe it was the quality of
beauty products each woman had access to. Margot paid
thousands of dollars a year to have her hair dyed the exact
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color that grew naturally out of Lux’s head.
Overcompensating for her sense of invisibility, Lux hung
her head over the kitchen sink and dumped in a bottle of
$7.95 goo that turned both the sink and her pretty auburn
hair the color of a bright copper penny. Or maybe it was
the quantity of products used that made the two women
appear so different. Margot used hairspray to gently keep
her tresses in place while Lux unintentionally created a
hairstyle that could protect her skull from rupturing in
the event of a head-on collision.

Like Lux, Margot Hillsboro had not been invited to
join Aimee’s literary club. Margot was a lawyer and
Aimee a paralegal. Margot, therefore, flew above Aimee’s
friendship radar. Lux Fitzpatrick, as a secretary, had not
been invited because she was beneath Aimee’s interest.
Everything about Lux annoyed Aimee, starting with her
name.

Lux Kerchew Fitzpatrick was to have been called
Ellen Nancy, after her mother and paternal grandmother,
respectively, but Mr. Fitzpatrick was really high the night
his only daughter was born, so he named her “Lux,”
because he liked the way the word rolled around in his
mouth and “Kerchew” like a sneeze because it made him
laugh. He did not consider the fact that “Lux” rhymes
with, among other things, “trucks” and might someday be
a burden for a pretty young girl. Her mother was not
amused by the name, but changing it meant a trip into the
city, a trip that was often planned but never executed. By
the time Lux was out of diapers the name had stuck and
couldn’t be scrubbed out.
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Once, on a school field trip when she was fourteen,
she met an older gentleman who told her that her name
meant “light” in Latin. She was pleased with the informa-
tion until that same gentleman started showing up at her
school, claiming to be her husband. He was quickly
recaptured and returned to the ward from which he had
escaped. Alone, Lux could not figure out how to confirm
whether he was lying or telling the truth about her name.
The people who loved her told her to forget about it, that
names weren't important. The event planted a lovely seed
of thought deep inside her. The idea that words had
meaning lay dormant inside Lux, waiting for some sliver
of sunshine to set it growing.

“I'm joining your, you know, writing thing,” Lux had
announced one Tuesday at lunch. When she plopped
down at the head of the table in the conference room, her
purple miniskirt rode up to reveal a tear high up on her blue
and fuchsia striped stocking, hastily patched with a blob of
clear nail polish to prevent a deeper run down the leg.

Oh, no you're not, Aimee wanted to say. Get your
cheap, too-tight, purple suede skirt out of that chair and
march it back to your secretarial station right now. This
lunch hour is for me.

If she had said those words out loud it might have
made Lux’s lower lip quiver, might have made Lux slink
tearfully out of the room. Or it might not have. Lux
might have told Aimee to fuck herself and remained in
her chair, but Aimee would never know because Aimee
did not have the courage or strength to confront Lux and
order her out of the club.
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And so Lux, with her scribbled-upon, handwritten
manuscripts, manuscripts that actually spelled out all the
“likes” and “you knows” that peppered her normal speech,
became a member of Aimee’s writers’ group. After Lux’s
first literary presentation (something about a dead cat
that had been run over by her boyfriend’s motorcycle) a
new rule circulated to everyone except Lux via company
email that read, “no laughing at the submissions, no mat-
ter how stupid Lux sounds.” When the club whittled
down to only three members, Aimee might have been
grateful for Lux’s dogged appearance, if only to make up
the numbers. She wasn’t. The close proximity to Lux’s raw
youth and ignorance grew more annoying every week.

Margot Hillsboro heard of Aimee’s club through
office gossip and quickly forgot about it until she saw the
women file into the conference room holding manu-
scripts and emerge a lunch hour later with hugs and a few
tears. I'd like a little bit of that, thought Margot. I can
write, she told herself. I've made a very successful career
of expressing my ideas and arguments on paper. Surely I
can write something interesting and new. Margot
wracked her brain looking for some thread that she could
pull to unravel her great genius to the women in the writ-
ers’ club. If she could just imagine some deeply tragic and
personal story, she too could be on the receiving end of
some of the warmth and congeniality that would seep out
of the conference room every Tuesday after lunch. She
was still waiting for the story to find her when Aimee’s
Tuesday writers’ group took its erotic turn.

Suddenly inspired, the whole fantasy spilled out of
her pen with Margot just transcribing it. And then,
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manuscript in hand, she walked boldly—Margot only
knew how to walk boldly—into the conference room,
interrupted Lux’s recitation, sat down and joined up with-
out actually being invited to do so.

“You wanna go after me cuz I'm almost done,” Lux
said and then put her nose back into her own smudgy,
smutty opus.

“Yes, if that works for everyone,” Margot responded
politely.

“And then, ok then when he comes, it’s like this joyful,
grunting noise,” Lux continued reading her piece.

“A joyful, grunting noise,” Brooke said, turning the
phrase over in her mouth, judging the literary and physi-
cal quality of it. Lux eyeballed her suspiciously and then
continued.

“And then that noise is big, right and then it, I mean his
coming noise, it like kind of shakes the whole room. And this
girl, right, she’s like kind of totally digging the way he’s mak-
ing noise, right, cuz she knows he knows the neighbors can
hear, ok, right, ha! ha! And then it is over. The End.”

Lux folded her story in half and promptly sat down.

“Im sorry? That’s it?” Brooke asked shaking her head
as if she didn’t understand.

“That’s it,” Lux said. “The end, I said it, the end. You
going deaf or something?”

“Yep, that’s it. That’s the end. Anyone else have any-
thing to read? Margot, you ready to go?” Aimee said
quickly, ready to push on, push away from Lux and her
00zIng sores.

“Did you actually write Aa/ ha! in your story? Or was
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it an editorial part of the performance?” Margot politely
inquired.

Lux swiveled around in her chair and looked at
Margot, trying to figure out if she meant something rude
by the question. Margot had a slight smile and an open
face, and after a moment, Lux decided the coast was clear.

“I wrote out the Aa! ha!s,” Lux admitted.

“There you have it,” Aimee pressed on. “Thanks Lux.
Anyone else have something to read?”

“Hang on. I think I missed something in your piece,”
Brooke said to Lux.

“Like what?” asked Lux, trying not to sound as
defensive as she felt. She had pushed her way into this
room for a reason. If she kept hitting back every time she
believed herself attacked, she would not get the thing she
wanted from these women.

“She didn’t come,” said Brooke.

“She doesn’t.”

“Why?”

“She just doesn’t.”

The older woman looked sympathetically down on
Lux, so young, so pretty, so stupid.

“Your character is frigid?” asked Brooke, her perfect
blonde bob waving gently as she shook her head in disbe-
lief.

“Hell no! It’s just not part of the story. It’s not in like
the author’s vision, ok.”

Lux started folding her manuscript again. When it
was a tiny, little box that could not be folded another
time, she stuffed it in her orange, fringed handbag.

“Ok,” said Brooke. “But I think in your story the girl
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should come too. I'm just saying it would make a better
story. In the first place there’s all the feminist implica-
tions, but also it’s more balanced that way. I mean, if you
consider the architecture of the piece.”

“She doesn’t come,” Lux insisted.

“Why?”

“Because there are things in sex that are more impor-
tant than sex,” Lux said. And that was all she was going
to say about it.

Brooke looked at Lux for a long time. She took a long
cool sip of what Lux said and washed it around in her
mouth, savoring the flavor of the thought and considering
the woman who had said it. Brooke had been a debutante
in New York, Palm Beach, and, for reasons she could not
comprehend, Geneva, Switzerland. All those white
dresses bored her. Brooke loved color. Brooke’s mother
considered her a pathetic failure because she had chosen
a career as a painter over a well-matched marriage pro-
posal.

Lux squirmed under Brooke’s gaze. She didn’t like
being looked at like that. Although there was something
delightful about it, there was something frightening in it
too. She wanted to say “fuck” or do something stupid to
make Brooke think she was less than she was, to make her
stop looking. Lux pushed away from the conference room
table and scribbled a set of entries in her notebook, which
read:

architecture of the piece—What the fuck is that?

Brooke-a-dyke?

Don’t write no more ha! ha!—why?

Lux’s ears were turning red as she scribbled. Anger?
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Shame? Aimee hoped it didn't explode out on the confer-
ence room table.

This is why, Aimee told herself, I didn’t invite any
secretaries into the club. They can’t handle emotion. They
have no sense of humor or irony. Aimee needed deep,
intelligent emotions and personal interaction to live, but
she needed them from a safe distance. Safety and dis-
tance, to her, was what art added to make pain beautiful.
At the moment, she deemed it best to take the focus off
Lux and move on.

“Margot, you look like you have a burning need to
share with the group. Would you like to do so now before
you burst?”

“Actually T would. 'm Margot Hillsboro. I work
mostly with Corporate and sometimes Contracts,
although I started out in Trusts and Estates.”

“‘'m Brooke, one of the supervisors in Word
Processing.”

“Yeah, yeah, we all know who we are,” said Aimee
dismissively. She had become a paralegal after admitting
to herself she was never going to make enough money as
a photographer. Brooke, an old friend from art school,
helped her get the job at Warwick. As a supervisor,
Brooke sat at a big desk in front of all the word proces-
sors’ tiny desks and solved their problems with the com-
puter programs or the attorneys or their work schedules.

As a paralegal, Aimee’s job was very similar to that of
a first-year attorney, except she got paid a fraction of the
salary and had little possibility of advancement. Brooke
worked part-time to augment her trust fund. This
allowed her to accept last-minute invitations to parties in
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far away places such as Bali or Romania. Aimee worked
tull-time so she could eat and pay rent.

“Right. Um, I zipped this together this morning
before the gym. It’s just a little fantasy I've been having
again, and again, and again,” Margot said. She took out
her manuscript and read the first perfectly typed sentence.

“There was something about his furniture that made her
want to take her clothes off.”

Of all the members of the nascent Tuesday Erotica
Club, Margot was the best paid, bringing home a check
of little less than a quarter of a million dollars a year on a
60 to 80 hour workweek. She had no dependants and was
addicted to shopping. Approaching menopause she saw
that there was a cliff at the end of her autobahn, a great
falling off. What would she do when she no longer went
to work? She was not a partner at Warwick & Warwick,
did not own any piece of the business she had helped to
build, and therefore she could not own or control one
hundred percent of her life. At some time in the not yet
visible future they were going to ask her to stop coming
into work.

“You'll do the same thing you do on the weekends,”
her mother had advised her. “You'll stop working and life
will be a constant weekend.”

Margot worked through most of the weekends of her
life. In her free time she looked for clothes to wear to work.
Even on vacations or quick trips with a lover there was
always her briefcase full of necessary distractions that she
could climb into when things got dull or disappointing. The
briefcase was a magic bag out of which she drew respect, a
sense of self and purpose, as well as a $4,000-a-month
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apartment, a killer wardrobe, interesting travel, and a very
good facelift. She met her lovers through her briefcase.
(Opposing counsel was exceptionally delicious after the
deal was closed.) The intermittent months without blood
between her legs reminded her that all things do eventu-
ally slow down. The thought emblazoned a new series of
entries on her to do list in a bold font much larger than
all the others, which read:

Find a hobby/lover.

Try to sit quietly.

Get better friends.

This nagging little sex fantasy, which had been stuck
on replay in her mind, the one that was clogging up other
thoughts and popping up at inopportune moments
became her first attempt to access new friends. She fig-
ured writing about it could kill two birds with one stone.
A little private literary session with some new girlfriends
would surely exorcise this fantasy for good. She was
wrong.

“It stood in the corner of his kitchen,” Margot began
reading, “a large, fine, mahogany, Louis XIV china cabinet of
exquisite craftsmanship, filled with Baccarat crystal and
Limages porcelain.”

Lux put down her nail file.

“Shed seen it at several late-night dinner meetings that
had evolved into drinks and playful banter. And while they
discussed last quarters earnings, or bridge, she often felt dis-
tracted by her own mind as it wandered over fo that big piece
and wondered how 1t would feel to have her naked ass pressed
up against it.”

Confused looks were traveling around the room
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where there should have been only an interested silence.
Wias her erotic obsession with furniture too freaky for
them? She hadn’t even gotten to the freaky part, the part
where she actually hoisted her buttocks onto the protrud-
ing ledge so Trevor could make love to her. Did they not
believe her old ass could fit on the ledge of a china cabi-
net? Or was it just too much for them? If they were so
prudish, why bother making it erotic? Margot folded the
carefully typed index cards into her lap. She looked up to
see that Lux was staring at her.

“It’s ok?” asked Margot. “I don’t want to offend.”

“It’s perfect,” Brooke said. “Keep reading.”

Margot looked around the room. All eyes were upon
her. They were waiting, even eager to hear the rest of her
story. Margot jumped in.

“His kitchen was a marvel of architecture and he, a master
chef. One night after paté and champagne she threw caution
to the wind and her brassiere on the floor as she walked naked
across the tiles and into his waiting arms.”

As she listened to Margot’s unfolding tale of sex on a
precariously balanced piece of antique furniture, Lux
wondered if Margot had ever been to Trevor’s apartment.



HE BELLY WAS GETTING in the way more and more

every day. Aimee, seven months pregnant, held the

door to her downtown loft open with her knee while
balancing a pair of shopping bags on one arm and, at the
same time, tried to pull the key out of the lock. It would
not budge. It wasn't even hot. There was no reason the
key should so love the lock that it would not release it.
Aimee tugged. She wiggled. She swore. She called his
name.

“Honey, come help me,” she begged. His photogra-
phy, stunning large-format, archival-quality prints, called
back to her saying ‘he’s not here. Honey.” In the end she
put the grocery bags down and with two hands, slowly
worked the key free from the lock. Then she flopped on
the bed and cried.

Even when the sobs subsided she couldn’t get com-
fortable. Lying on her belly pushed acid up her esophagus
until it burned the back of her throat. When she lay on
her back the tears ran into her ears and the snot ran down
the back of her throat until it met the acid from her
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esophagus. The snot should cancel out the acid, she told
herself, but it just strangled her. Lying on one side
crushed some nerve while lying on the other side made
her feet go numb. In the end she sat down in a straight
back chair at the kitchen table, rested her head in her arms
and cried. No one interrupted her. Hunger and curiosity
finally dried up the tears. Why wasn’t he home tonight?

No note on the fridge. No email on her computer.
Her side of the answering machine had only one message
and it wasn’t from him. His side had fifteen messages.
Should she eavesdrop? Would there be some giggling
voice recorded on his side of their machine that Aimee
could filter through her fears to discover his infidelity?
Aimee untwisted the black ringlet of hair she had
wrapped around her finger then hit the button on his side
of the machine.

Beep. A message to say that one job was cancelled.
Another postponed. Look in the paper. There’s a write-
up of your last show in Philly. Can you go back to Tokyo
next month? It’s worth five grand a week. The repairs on
your zoom lens are done. Come pick it up. I can’t be home
tonight, honey. I'm working late.

“Idiot,” she said out loud. “You left a message for me
on your side of the answering machine, you jerk. How
was I supposed to hear it?”

And yet she'd gotten it. Maybe he could be random
because he knew she would dutifully explore all possible
locations until she found an explanation for his absence.
Absences.

Aimee pushed her hair out of her eyes and hugged
her suddenly double-D-cup breasts closer to her body. It
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wasn't just the belly growing anymore. The hair had also
exploded in a rage of growth, spilling curls into her eyes
just weeks after she'd had it cut. And then there were
those breasts. Aimee had been pleased when her 32A bra
got tight. She'd been thin and flat-chested most of her
life. It was kind of cool to have B-cup breasts. Then, one
morning at work she thought she was having some kind
of an asthma attack. She was sitting at her desk, review-
ing a contract for an attorney when suddenly she simply
could not breathe. It was like there was a rubber band
across her chest, suffocating her. She feared for the life of
her baby and rushed off to see a doctor.

The cabdriver looked terrified when Aimee breathed
the words “emergency room” through the acrylic parti-
tion, and he raced as fast as he could. The nurse rushed
her into an examination room. Aimee removed her blouse
and the intern immediately noticed the deep cuts across
her back and shoulders. As soon as he snipped off her size
34B bondage, Aimee gasped air once more, filling her
lungs to capacity for the first time that day.

“Did you eat a lot of salt today?” the intern asked.

“Pastrami,” Aimee had gasped.

“It’ll make you swell. All over.”

Aimee looked at the broken, lacy bra in her hands.

“First baby?”

“Yes.”

But not the first pregnancy. There had been a miscar-
riage. And the abortion. Abortions. Not yet, not yet, he'd
said. I need three, no, four, no, five years and then I'll be
ready, he'd said. And she agreed with him, while at the

same time sometimes letting herself get off schedule with
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the pills. And then she would panic because he had pan-
icked, and she would agree that right now a baby would
ruin their lives. After seven years she and her body just
had enough of it.

“I'm going off the pill,” she told him and then said it
again to make sure he heard. He said ok and they didn't
discuss it any further.

He figured that after a decade of artificial hormones,
Aimee would need at least two months to be fertile again.
She thought it would be closer to four. Both were wrong.
Aimee’s body was ready within two weeks.

Her period came like clockwork for the first three
months of the pregnancy. Thinner, but red and definite in
its arrival. Then another month passed as Aimee waited
to see if this first missed period was just stress. After three
sticks of positive pregnancy tests were tossed into the
incinerator, she needed a little more time to find the
strength to tell him. When she finally did, he flipped so
she flipped but the doctor stood quite firm. He would not
abort a five-month-old fetus.

Aimee rejoiced and he sulked.

“Our careers!” he shouted at her. “What will this do
to our careers?”

But it had been a long time since Aimee had a career.
She had a job and an expensive hobby in which she was
highly skilled. She found herself at forty years old unwill-
ing to sacrifice her last chance at motherhood for some
filament of a career in photography.

When she told him her decision he broke down and
sobbed. There was a moment of sorrow and guilt that
turned to stony disgust as his sobs grew too big, too



The Tuesday Erotica Club 19

dramatic, too manipulative.

“What have you done!” he cried and turned crocodile
on her. Tears flowed as he rested his head at a tragic angle
on the doorway of their bedroom and watched her pack.
She slammed her suitcase shut and walked to the eleva-
tor. Ohmygod, ohmygod, ohmygod she kept telling her-
self as the elevator descended. Where will I go? What will
I do? How will I live? Scarlett O’Hara echoed in her head
as she descended past the fourth, third, second floor. Her
heart pounded, not with fear but with a sense of her nar-
row escape from him. She stood in the lobby of their
building wondering where she could go to get away from
his relentless disappointment in the joy that was growing
within her.

In a small room at the Chelsea Hotel, Aimee stood
naked in front of a poorly lit mirror and marveled at her
belly. And then a little goblin of fear and loneliness
peeked out at her from around the beveled edges. Could
she afford to be a single mother? Was she strong enough
to do this thing alone? In the middle of her large and
painful panic attack, he tracked her down and begged her
to come back to him, baby and all. His phone call slew the
goblin. It was just bad timing.

“I miss you too,” she admitted.

“I can’t live without you. You're everything to me. If
you want this baby, you can have it. I love you. Please
come home, Aimee.”

He checked her out and paid the bill and carried her
suitcase to the cab. When they got back to their loft, he
opened the door and carried her over the threshold. He
tucked her suitcase into the space between the nightstand
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and the wall. He kissed her cheek. And then he disap-
peared.

Not suddenly. Gradually he worked longer hours,
took more jobs out of town, traveled to Tokyo so often he
broached the subject of purchasing an apartment there.
He said this impending fatherhood-thing was forcing
him to take his career more seriously. They needed secu-
rity now. And cash. After years of dryly criticizing friends
and colleagues for selling out to commercial photography,
he dove head first into the money pool and found the
waters surprisingly pleasant and a bit intoxicating. A pho-
tographer had to take jobs while he was hot, he told her
as he submerged again. It could all end tomorrow, then
where would they be?

Aimee stood at the enormous windows of the loft,
remnants of the day their home had been an industrial
space, and looked down at the city. Directly behind her,
their work hung on the wall: the only two prints left over
from their last year at school in Chicago when they’d
shared a group show with their classmates. The big print
was his and the smaller one hers.

He had big ideas. She did too, but he presented his
big ideas in five-foot by seven-foot prints. She helped
him pay for the paper, helped him process the huge
prints. Her work was equally good, but she presented it
on paper that was eleven inches wide and fourteen inches
tall. She got an A in the course, and he got an agent.

She stood in front of the one print of his that had not
been sold, a five feet wide by seven feet high vagina only
slightly obscured by the finger inserted into it. A discern-
ing patron of the arts would have to observe the piece for
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a minute or two before the angle and scale allowed the
viewer to recognize which pieces of human anatomy were
interacting in the photograph. There had been
respectable offers but he'd refused to sell it, telling anyone
who asked that Aimee was the model and he could never
sell Aimee’s pussy.

When the photo was taken, Aimee was wearing torn
blue jeans and a T-shirt. She was standing just left of the
pussy, holding a reflector board that bounced the perfect
light onto the subject. How anyone could believe that this
vagina, with its pale and barely curled pubic hair, could be
Aimee’s was beyond her. This was clearly an Anglo-
Saxon vagina. All of Aimee’s follicles produced corkscrew
curls of various intensity. Aimee had many things, but an
Anglo-Saxon vagina was not among her attributes.

What have I done to us, Aimee thought as she wan-
dered around the loft, looking at the pictures, stopping in
front of her own nude, same model shot in the same stu-
dio but with more of a holistic approach to the image.
And, of course, not five feet wide by seven goddamned
teet high. I was good, she thought. I was just as good as
he was. Why did I give up? Staring at the walls, she knew
why.

Aimee could never compete with a five by seven
vagina. She could never be that bold with her work. She
could never bring herself to spend the thousands of dol-
lars that he had borrowed and spent to produce fifteen
huge nudes. She had been unable to take such a large
amount of resources for her own ends. What if I fail, she
asked before every attempt. The thought of failure made
her nauseous. The inability to consume and digest risk
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decimated her creativity.

He, on the other hand, could eat risk and shit failure
all over the place. He had no problem asking her, his
parents, and her parents if he could borrow the money
necessary to produce those first fifteen magnificent
prints. Standing in front of the image that had jump-
started his career, it hit her hard like a blow to the chest.
He put the work first. Damn everything else and all
pretenses of being a good and responsible human being.
He was not polite. He was bold and reckless.

He had a career and she had a job.

I could turn it around, Aimee thought. I could be
bold. I could take some risks. She sat down at her kitchen
table and added up the numbers, a practical action that
doomed her from the start. Even with the cost of a nanny,
she thought she could probably afford to take a whole
year off the job, provided she lived frugally and borrowed
a bit from her mother. In a year, she thought, I could cer-
tainly produce something to start me on a road to that life
I always assumed was waiting for me just the other side
of college. The life where I was in charge, where I decided
what I would do with my day. She knew from watching
him that there was a world where people did not punch
in from nine to five (or ten to six-thirty in Aimee’s case),
a world where people owned themselves entirely. All 1
need is to make something amazing, that everyone wants,
something beautiful that I can sell.

The air seeped out of Aimee’s plan as specific facts hit
it, tearing little holes in the delicate spun fabric of her
fantasy. If I get out of the job market I'll never get back
in. If I leave my health-care provider at forty, I might not
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be able to find someone to cover me again. I'm no longer
one of the swift gazelles at the front of the herd. I'm slow
moving tiger-bait, and I need some better defenses than
just a pipe dream of how I might reclaim my life. Change
is a leap of faith and Aimee demanded proof that the
floor still existed before stepping out of bed. It was a fatal
error.

She felt like ripping his huge blond vagina right off
the wall.

She used to barricade herself in the darkroom when
sorrow like this overcame her and make pictures until she
telt that she was at least chipping away at a foothold in
the life she had hoped for. Even now she had four or five
rolls that wanted to be printed. They were calling to her
to be considered and sorted and printed into photographs
that everyone could see and discuss. Bring us to life, they
begged her, but she ignored them. Darkroom chemicals
are not good for the belly, so Aimee kept walking around
the apartment.

When he said hello I should have walked away. In
those early days, though, he had eyes like spotlights that
made her feel so special. He had pulled her into the cir-
cle of his narcissism where it was sweet and delicious: an
addictive, high-calorie, nutrient-free dessert. She should
have read the contents and escaped early.

Her first clue was the diamond that he couldn’t
afford. He told her she didn’t want it; that she was too
serious for those kinds of bullshit, bourgeois symbols of
female conquest. She didn’t really want the rock, but
those courting dances have their reasons. If he won't alter
his life before the wedding, he’s certainly not going to
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accommodate you once youre married. And change is an
integral part of the compromise that is marriage. A glee-
tul couple of hours at city hall comprised their wedding.
Then they rushed back to the darkroom to finish the
prints for his show. That night when he introduced her as
his new wife she did not see that their wedding had been
reduced to a good piece of conversation with a gallery
patron.

“Oh sure, now it’s all clear,” Aimee said out loud to
herself as she watched the city from her big windows.
That night, though, she remembered being very excited
to be introduced to such-and-such patron. She hoped he
would remember meeting the young bride when her own
show came up.

“It was a good life for a while,” Aimee commented to
the city below her window. Armed with youth and pas-
sion, even their poverty seemed the stuff of great
bohemian legend. Art marched on. Photographs were
sold. Birthdays passed, celebrated with a round of cheap
wine in Dixie cups. Then, hanging a show in a gallery,
Aimee fell off a ladder and broke her wrist.

It should have been simple, but the gallery was not
insured for that sort of thing. Aimee wasn't insured for
anything. A week later, with her fingers swollen like baby
potatoes, Aimee cried the story out to her parents. Her
mother barreled into the city like bear racing down the
mountain to save her cub. Two weeks and $10,000 later,
the wrist was re-broken and the hand saved. Aimee was
broken too. He kept pushing on, though, insisting it was
a grand life. She suggested some compromises. He said
they were impossibilities.
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If it had been booze or football or poker he loved
instead of working, she would have seen it for what it was
from the beginning. Sitting alone in their apartment, she
told herself, I should have insisted on a really big ring. He
would never have gotten it and then I would have known
how many things are more important than me.

With that, Aimee shoved all the thoughts into the
back of her head, shut off the lights, and went to bed. She
lay there in the darkness, waiting for sleep to come. She
waited and she waited. After a while, she started doing
the thing that usually relaxed her best. She stroked and
she wiggled but tonight it just wasn’t working. Her hand
was starting to cramp. In the quiet emptiness of her
apartment, the phone rang.

“Hi, baby. What’cha doing?” her mother asked.

Well, Mom, I was masturbating, but then I realized
what I really want is lasagna.

Aimee yawned and tried to formulate an honest
answer that wouldn’t freak her mother out.

“I was trying to relax, but I'm starving. I'm thinking
about ordering some lasagna.”

“Oooo0! That sounds good,” her mom crowed. “I don’t
want to keep you from your dinner.”

“Yeah, I think I'm gonna get up and eat,” Aimee said.
She tried to sound upbeat and easy because sadness would
cause her mother to worry, and worry might cause her
mother to pack a suitcase and get on a city-bound train.

“You call me anytime you want, sweetie. Daddy sleeps
like a dead man so even in the middle of the night is ok.”

“Hey, I'm fine. A little tired and ridiculously hungry,
but just fine.”
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“Well, you get that lasagna then. Next time I come
I'll bring you homemade.”

“I love you, Mom.”

“Course you do. And I love you.”

Aimee hung up the phone and went back to her orig-
inal problem. Did she want to masturbate or eat lasagna?
She was the kind of girl who almost always chose sex over
pasta. Now all bets were off regarding desire. She didn’t
know what was a real feeling and what was a hormonal
surge; wasn't sure if he'd left her or was being responsible
in the only way he knew how. She pulled up her pants, got
out of bed, and phoned the deli downstairs.

Money had always been an issue. Sometimes it was
the only issue they discussed. After the wrist incident, she
went back to school and became a paralegal. He told her
not to. They would get by.

“I don’t want to get by,” she told him, “I want to live.
I want health insurance.”

“You'll miss the freedom.”

“Freedom’s too expensive,” she told him. “Costs an
arm and a leg.”

“No!” he laughed. “Just your hand!”

She laughed too, sharing for a moment the bravura of
his black humor. That night they went to an opening,
drank coffees at midnight, and made love at dawn. She
was late on her first day of classes, but not the second or
any other class day after that. She graduated with honors
and took a job that required her to show up in the morn-
ing, every morning, while he continued with a life that
beckoned to him to stay out all night. He'd come home a
couple of hours before she had to be at work, bounce into
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bed and wake her up.

“Oh, are you awake?” he'd ask.

“I am now,” she'd groan.

“Awake enough to make love?”

“No.”

“I read that sex when you’re pregnant is supposedly
an amazing thing.”

“Not at seven in the morning.”

“Gee, is it seven?”

People who regularly fail to know what time it is
should die. If they’re not doing it to flaunt their freedom,
then they are foisting a basic responsibility onto someone
else’s shoulders. Either way, Aimee came to believe it

should carry the death penalty.

Aimee got up, drank a glass of milk, and wondered if
the heartburn would ever go away. She polished off a
peanut butter and jelly sandwich waiting for the deli
downstairs to bring up the lasagna—no salt please.

The downstairs deli used to be a special treat, far too
expensive to be frequented on a regular basis. Lately
though, fat checks with his name on them had been
arriving from far away places in envelopes adorned with
colorful stamps. She deposited them in their joint
account and withdrew cash to pay the rent and other
expenses. She became a regular customer at the deli,
ordering in three or four nights a week.

Aimee eyed the cute delivery boy but stopped when
she realized it made him really uncomfortable and tipped
him well for remembering she wanted seltzer (salt-free)

even though she had ordered club soda.
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In the film Rosemarys Baby, Rosemary had not
assumed herself crazy when she wolfed down raw liver in
the middle of the night while standing in front of the
fridge. Thinking about that scene, Aimee consumed her
pasta standing up and wished she'd ordered a side of
chopped liver. Sipping seltzer and praying that the belly
would find peace with the calories she had given it,
Aimee sat down on the couch to have a good long think
about her life. She promptly fell asleep.

The next morning Aimee woke up in her own bed, in
her pajamas. There was a fresh flower in a vase on the
night table on her side of the bed, a glass of seltzer, some
crackers and a little note that said I love you. He'd been
there, but now he was gone.

She sat up and puked into the little bucket she kept
there for that very reason, then carefully sipped the seltzer
and nibbled the saltine hoping to keep it down long
enough to get into the shower. She looked out the win-
dow and searched for the joy that she so longed for. It was
there, underneath a wet blanket of loss and constant indi-
gestion. In three months she would be having a baby and
he couldn’t even do her the courtesy of ruining it for her
in person.



* Budtn amd Feet

( ( SHE WIGGLED HER TOES and warm wet fongues licked
at her calves. A splash of icy scotch slipped down her
throat and she felt the muscles uncoil, opening for the

first time in days the tibialis posterior.”

“Christ! Is she writing about her butt?” Lux
exclaimed.

Aimee burned and the room fell silent.

“No. I'm not writing about my butt,” Aimee tried not
to hiss.

“It sounds like you're writing about your butt.”

“I'm not.”

“There’s really nothing wrong with writing about
your butt,” Brooke felt she needed to say.

“My butt is a total one way street,” Lux informed
them.

Aimee waited. This was not what she wanted. Maybe
she should quit the club and find some kind of solace in
a support group specifically geared for pregnant women.
There were groups all over the Internet. I'm not ready to
talk about diapers and hemorrhoids, Aimee told herself. I
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want to stay in the adult world for as long as I can.

“It works for me,” Brooke pronounced, regarding anal
sex.

Margot stared at Brooke. It seemed incongruous to her
that Brooke with her WASPy good looks, white blouse,
and pleated skirt would voice a vote for anal sex. Margot
could not imagine it because Brooke’s tattoos were all in
places that didn’t show when she was wearing clothes. If
Margot saw Brooke naked, she would understand.

“But, Brooke, there’s no prostate,” Margot argued.
“Women don’t have a prostate gland so there’s nothing
nice to rub up against, up in there.”

“It works for me,” Brooke maintained. “What doesn’t
work for me is a really big cock.”

Then the opinions started to fly. Margot favored the
bigger the better, while Brooke and Lux nearly jumped
out of their seats to express their opinion on the perfect
dimensions of a penis.

“'m not—HEY!” Aimee shouted above the noise.
“I'm not writing about my butt. The tibialis posterior is a
muscle in the foot.”

“Ew!” exclaimed Lux.

“Now, toe sucking can be an amazing experience,”
Brooke said.

“No,” Lux countered, “it can’t.

“If the toes are clean and the foot is beautiful. I mean,
it’s a way of saying to your lover everything about you is
delicious and I want all of it in my body,” Brooke laughed.

“Kind of like swallowing instead of spitting,” Margot
offered.

“Exactly!”



The Tuesday Enotica Club 31

“You guys are gross,” Lux said.

“My piece this week,” Aimee began again, but she
was run over by Margot’s shock at Brooke’s preferences.

“I can't believe you don't like a huge cock,” Margot
said to Brooke.

“Too much work.”

“The bigger the better. Ten, twelve, inches. I want it
all,” Margot said laughing.

Brooke pulled a ruler out of her art kit on the table.

“Ten or twelve inches?” Brook said holding the bot-
tom of the ruler down at the bottom of her pubic bone
and extended it up. Twelve inches came to the bottom of
her solar plexus.

“Oh!” Margot said. “Is that what twelve inches looks
like?”

“Yep. So let’s agree that twelve inches is just fictitious.
Ten inches and you're talking porno, bullshit, rib-break-
ing dick. Nine is still well above my navel and even with
eight, you're driving deep in my bladder and I'm spending
the next week with a urinary tract infection. Doctors,
antibiotics, I don’t need the hassle.”

“Lemme borrow that ruler,” Margot asked. Brooke
handed it to her and Margot became consumed with
measuring the distance between the entrance to her
vagina and the beginning of her ribs. No one was listen-
ing to Aimee.

“Could I please finish my story?” Aimee asked, fum-
ing. All eyes turned to her, but as she began to read, Lux
erupted with a thought she could not contain.

“Once, my mother told me that she'd dumped her
first husband because his penis was too small and I said,
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well, like, maybe his penis was the right size and your
vagina is too big.”

Silence. And then.

“What did she say?” Brooke asked.

“Who?”

“Your mother,” said Margot.

“Nothing. I mean, like are you asking me if she was
mad? Cuz she wasn’t. I mean, she’s never been, you know,
competitive about the size of her vagina so, you know, she
just said something like “Yeah, Lux, maybe that was the
problem.” Or maybe she said “Yeah, Lux, could you pass
me the salt now, or something empty like that.”

Lux’s side story about the relative dimensions of her
mother’s vagina hung in the air like a neighbor’s bong hit,
leaving everyone a little senseless and lost.

“So,” said Lux because no one else seemed capable of
speech, “I think Aimee wanted to read something she
wrote about her ass, right?”

“No!” Aimee exclaimed. “My piece is not about my
ass! It’s about coming home, having a glass of scotch, and
soaking my feet in a hot tub of water.”

“I thought these were supposed to be sex stories,”
interrupted Lux, unable to be quiet for long.

“We are writing erotic stories,” Aimee said, burning,
“which includes anything sensual. Not just sexual. Not
pornographic.”

“Although, well, actually,” Brooke offered, “actually, I
would define the piece I wrote this week as leaning
towards the pornographic. If that’s going to be a problem,
I would rather sit out this round of sharing.”

Lux mouthed the word “buttocks” to Margot across
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the table. Margot’s eyebrows rose, and she felt a giddy
surprise jumping up inside her too. She sat up a little
straighter in her chair.

“I'd like to hear your butt story, Brooke,” Margot said.

Aimee sighed. Aimee and Brooke had been friends
for over twenty years and she already knew everything
there was to know about Brooke’s tattooed ass. Back in
Chicago, when they were free and twenty-three years old,
Brooke and Aimee shared an apartment and the occa-
sional lover. Aimee had spent too many evenings sitting
naked in the overstuffed chair next to the bed, feeling left
out, watching Brooke writhe in delight with the lover
they were supposed to be enjoying together.

“Aimee!” Brooke had insisted, “you gotta try it.”

“Why?”

“It’ll change your life. You'll totally rethink every-
thing you know about sex. But not with Dave.”

“Why not with Dave?” Aimee asked. He was her
then current boyfriend and seemed like the perfect
choice.

“Because literally and figuratively, Dave is a big dick.
You need a sensitive man.”

Theyd settled on a guy Aimee knew and liked who
was delighted by the girls’ invitation to enter Aimee’s rec-
tum. He was gentle and kind. To ease the event, he
brought over an excellent bottle of red wine and a large
tube of some water-based lubricant. He did everything
right and yet it was one of the most startling and unpleas-
ant sensation Aimee had ever experienced.

Brooke said shed just picked the wrong guy to do it

with. Aimee quit having threesomes with Brooke. She
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just couldn’t compete with that willing, yearning rectum.

“I don’t want to hear a story about Brooke’s butt,”
pronounced Lux. Aimee didn’t want to hear it either, but
perhaps she could use the issue to get Lux to leave the
group.

“We’re not censoring Brooke’s piece. I can guarantee
you won't like hearing it. You're welcome to skip the rest
of the meeting if you think it would upset you.”

Lux sat down and shut her mouth.

“Shall I read it now?” Brooke asked.

“Actually I haven’t finished with my story,” Aimee
began only to be interrupted by Lux.

“So Brooke, how pornographic is it? Mildly porno-
graphic?” Lux asked.

“No, Lux, it’s a down and dirty, up the butt, wildly
pornographic story. If you don't like it, you don’t have to
listen to it,” Brooke informed her in scathing tones,
which had no effect on Lux’s determination to under-
stand the full range of Brooke’s story before hearing it.

“In your story, does anyone, like, act really mean to
anyone else in it?” Lux asked.

“No.”

“Does anyone get abused? Or physically hurt?” Lux
asked.

“No.”

“Does anyone have to do, you know, something
against their will?” Lux asked.

“What interesting questions,” Margot said.

“I got nothing against the sex parts,” Lux said defen-
sively, “but I don’t like to hear about people getting their
teelings or their bodies hurt, all right? Especially when
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the girl gets her feelings hurt just so the boy can feel bet-
ter about his self.”

There was a quiet in the room as everyone thought
about Lux for a moment. Lux had interesting and well-
thought-out ideas about how she liked her pornography
to unfold.

“It’s just a dirty little story about me seducing my
mailman,” Brooke reassured her.

“Oh, well then,” Lux said by way of invitation.

Brooke opened her paper and began to read.

Aimee sighed, losing out once again to the excite-
ment of Brooke’s butt. She should have said something,
but then things might have gotten unpleasant and that
wasn't worth the remaining three paragraphs of her foot-
bath and scotch description.

As Brooke began to read, Lux pulled out her note-
book full of words that interested her. Words she wanted
to know more about.

“Enrique rang my bell,” Brooke began. ‘I threw on a
bathrobe and ran to the door. Who 1s it,” I asked trying not to
sound as lascivious as 1 felt. Mailman,’ he said. And I've got

a package for you.”

Lux laughed and wrote down the word “lascivious” in
her notebook.

“With my bathrobe on the floor covering only my ankles,
1 opened the door a crack, just enough that he would see what
was waiting inside. ‘Do I have fo sign for this package?’ I
asked. ‘Ob yes,’ he said. ‘Would you be interested in bringing it
around fo the back door? Enrique’s’ eyes bulged out of his
head, and I knew he was a virgin to that sort of invitation. I
opened the door, and he slid into my house.”
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Lux gasped, but not about what was about to come in
through Brooke’s back door. Brooke would have kept
reading her story, but Aimee quickly swatted her across
the back of the head.

“Margot,” Trevor said as he opened the glass door
and leaned his handsome head into the conference room.
The hair was gray and the face lined, but Trevor’s spirit
was light and fun.

Margot felt her usual belly spasm of delight at the
sight of him. A mantra ran through her head, reminding
her, “He’s so cute, he’s so sexy, he’s so nice.” Although
“nice” had been the death-adjective of earlier passions,
Margot, at fifty, craved “nice.”

“You're supposed to have completed all the manufac-
turing contracts for the Peabody Christmas catalogue,”
Trevor informed her. “Crescentia Peabody is sitting in my
office right now, waiting to sign. What are you all doing
in here?”

“Book club meeting,” said Lux with a winning smile.

“Really? I didn’t know you had a book club. What are
you reading? Are you open to new members?”

“Girls only,” said Aimee.

“You wouldn’t like it,” Brooke warned him. “We read
girlie things.”

“I like girlie things,” Trevor said with a smile.

“But you're not invited,” Lux informed him.

“Fair enough.” Trevor laughed as he held the door
open for Margot to rush through and off to her meeting.
But Margot did not get up from the table.

“The contracts are all on my desk, Trevor,” Margot
said, trying to be cool. “T'll be there in just a minute.”
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“A minute is too late. I need you now. Mrs. Peabody’s
a bit, well, ‘rigid’ would be a polite way to describe it. Let’s
get this thing signed and done with before she starts to
pick at it.”

Margot looked at her friends and sighed. She aban-
doned the Tuesday writers’ group meeting, ran through
the conference room door, raced into her office, grabbed
the contracts and then sprinted back to Trevor’s office.
She moved with remarkable speed for a woman of fifty,
hobbled by a tight pencil skirt and spiked heel pumps.

If T can get this contract signed quickly, Margot
thought, maybe I can catch the tail end of Brooke’s story.

Oooo! Tail end! Good pun, she told herself as she
stood outside of Trevor’s office and collected herself.
Contracts in hand, Margot brushed the image of Enrique
and Brooke out of her mind, straightened her blouse and
entered Trevor’s office.

Crescentia Peabody and her personal assistant
Barbara, both looking like comfy Connecticut house-
wives, were sipping tea and chatting with Trevor.

“Ah! Here she is,” Trevor said a bit too loudly upon
Margot’s entrance.

“Hot off the press!” Margot said gaily, waving the
contracts in the air. “The contracts for your Christmas
clitoris.”

The clients stared back at her, their matching pink-
lipsticked mouths each forming a little round “O” of sur-
prise.

“Catalogue, Margot,” Trevor said.

“What?”

“Christmas catalogue.”
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“Didn’t I just say that?”

“No, I believe you said ‘clitoris,” Barbara said.

“Oh, thank goodness,” said Crescentia, “I heard ‘cli-
toris’ too and I thought for a second that I was hearing
wrong, but if you both heard it too, well actually, I'm
relieved. I mean that it wasn’t just me.”

“Oh. Well,” said Margot in that cool clear voice. “My
apologies. I meant catalogue, not...the other word. Shall
we get on with it then?”



UX RETURNED TO HER desk after the meeting of

The Tuesday Erotica Club to find an email from

her attorney regarding her fifty percent share of
a detached single family home in Queens. Her aunt, a
prostitute (or “who-ah” as Lux’s mother, in her Jersey
accent, referred to her sister-in-law) had chipped in with
another working girl and bought it many years ago when
real estate values were so much lower. The two women
had quietly used it on the side for well on twenty years.
When they retired, they rented it to other who-ahs.

Lux, knowing full well where the diamonds came
from, had loved her aunt the who-ah. As Lux was the
only blood family member who visited the woman in the
hospital, Lux inherited her aunt’s fifty percent share of
the house and the rolling rent the house was earning. The
rent money was delivered by hand in a white envelope to
her attorney’s office on the first of each month. Half went
into Lux’s account. In recent years, that account had
grown to more than $30,000. Lux never saw the white
envelope or the actual money, usually presented in a stack
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of overused twenty-dollar bills, faded from the touch of
too many hands, carefully counted and all facing the same
way.

Lux read the email from her attorney quickly and
made an immediate decision. The other prostitute was
dying and would gladly sell her half of the house for
$20,000 provided she could get the money quietly,
quickly, and in cash. Was Lux interested?

“Yeah,” Lux typed into the computer. “Will she take
a check?”

“No. It’s got to be cash only,” her attorney wrote.
“Can you get me the money by Thursday?”

“Yes! Tell her I said thanks.”

“Drinks later?” the attorney had written back. “To
celebrate your home ownership?”

“Not tonight,” Lux wrote. “Busy.”

Lux smiled, imagining her aunt’s best and often only
friend taking her $20,000 cash and going one last round
in Vegas before calling it quits with the world. It was
good of her to give Lux the house and Lux would make
an effort to do something good back before the old lady
left for Vegas and beyond.

Even though it was now all hers, Lux couldn’t live in
the house. Her mother would have a major fit if she knew
Auntie Who-ah had given it to her and a very different
fit if she knew Lux had so much cash at her disposal. Now
that the house was one hundred percent hers, Lux
planned to clean it up and maybe sell it. Or maybe she'd
rent it by the month, instead of by the hour. Maybe she'd
even tell her mother about it.

Auntie Who-ah thought Lux’s mother had a tendency
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to fawn on powerful people and take an untoward inter-
est in controlling the power of others, rather than claim
and hold both power and pleasure for herself. Auntie
Who-ah did not use this exact language. She told Lux
that her mother had a “blow job personality.”

“Yeah, sure,” Auntie Who-ah had told a younger
Lux. “When his dick is in your mouth you rule his uni-
verse, but what happens when you take it out? And you
gotta take it out if youre gonna ask for anything at all. I
mean, anything for yourself. And that, baby girl, is what
is commonly called a Catch-22.”

Lux, at Auntie Who-ah’s insistence, had been careful
not to cultivate a blow job personality. If she wanted
something, she got it for herself.

Lux left her inner city high school unable to spell,
understand complex thoughts, or string a sentence
together on her own. However, she had attended faith-
tully and this put her in the top of her graduating class.
Her parents expected her to quickly get into the business
of having babies, but Lux had access to good birth con-
trol and did not like any of the big dogs that wanted to
slobber on her face. She scraped the money together to
take a college course load that was really just four years of
high school crammed into two, minus the obnoxious and
destructive kids who had made learning impossible for
everyone else. Lux had done well enough to obtain an
associate degree. That led to work in Manhattan as a sec-
retary. She was amazed at the paycheck, got a small apart-
ment with friends, and bought lots of clothes. When she
inherited her aunt’s house and the rolling rent that came
with it, she saw a light at the end of the tunnel.
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“Yeah, yeah, you could do that. It’s a good idea,” her
aunt’s septuagenarian attorney had wheezed. “Live at
your mother’s house. Don’t buy anything that’s not neces-
sary. Save all the money you make. Buy an apartment.
Start renting it out and you’ll double your income. You'll
own your own little business. Then you can marry me, I'll
retire, and we’ll have lots of kids. Ah! Ha! Ha!”

They laughed and drank and planned for Lux’s bril-
liant future. Now Lux worked hard and tucked away all
the money, but she did not move back to her mother’s
house.

“Trev,” Lux asked, over eggs and orange juice. “When
I talk out loud, do I say “and then” a lot?”

“Hadn’t noticed,” Trevor said as he stretched and
scratched the broad expanse of his well-muscled, slightly
grayed chest. “Anything in there about me?”

Lux slammed the notebook closed. The kitchen in
Trevor’s three-bedroom, rent-controlled apartment needed
a paint job. Lux had never thought about things like that
before. He said the apartment cost him almost nothing
because his parents had lived here until his father died
and his mother’s Alzheimer’s became too intense. He had
been able to hold onto the lease, but because of the low
rent it was almost impossible to get the landlord to do
anything. Lux was thinking about how low rent on a
roomy apartment could make your paycheck feel bigger
than it actually was when her eyes fell on the mahogany
china cabinet.

“Trevor, that thing in the corner of your living room,
the one with all your wife’s glass and crystal stuft inside.”
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“The credenza? The one where we...last week after
the basketball game?”

He looked up at her over the top of his morning cof-
fee to make sure she was smiling. She was grinning
broadly.

“Yeah, that was fun.”

“What about it?” he asked.

“Whadd’ya call that clay stuff inside?”

“The porcelain is Limoges and the crystal is
Baccarat.”

“No shit. Have you had it a long time?”

“It was my great grandmother’s.”

“It’s not a particularly rare piece of furniture though,
is it?”

“Actually, I think it is.”

“Oh.”

A crinkle of concern passed over his little bunny’s
face, worrying him deeply. Was she going to leave him
because of his grandmother’s credenza? Lux was young
and beautiful and full-spirited. She needed him in a way
his ex-wife and their grown children never had. She was
wowed by his limited knowledge of the world outside the
five boroughs of New York City, by his willingness to take
a stab at the Sunday crossword puzzle, and his ability to
spell polysyllabic words. He had been to places like
Europe, in fact had lived in London for part of his junior
year in college. He rented an apartment in Manhattan
and had paid to send two children through school all the
way to the end of their undergraduate degrees.

Trevor was quite handsome and still strong. She wasn’t
crazy about gray hair, but, so far, he had not hit her. She
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loved that he never put her through unpleasant tests in
order to prove her love and devotion to him. He never
asked her to ride the A train from Far Rockaway to
Harlem wearing a very short skirt and no underwear. In
Lux’s eyes, these things made Trevor the supreme silver-
back, alpha male gorilla, the best boyfriend she had ever
had. Trevor did not think he could live without that
reflection of himself racing back towards him from her
dark green eyes.

The fact that she was the secretary to one of the part-
ners in his firm wove a small ribbon of concern through
their relationship. He insisted they keep their affair hush-
hush. He made up a list of rules for her. The most impor-
tant rule was never talk about their relationship at the
office, not even to make dinner plans. Never enter or
leave the office at the same time. Never go out after work
together with people from the office. And never, ever
bring their relationship into work with them. Lux agreed
and their deception added to his excitement. He felt like
he was cheating just a little. Lux didn’t mind. He was a
secret worth keeping.

“Has that, ah, Margot lawyer from work ever come
over here to this apartment?” Lux asked Trevor, trying to
be nonchalant about the question.

“Margot? Hillsboro?”

“Yeah.”

“Hundreds of times.”

“Really?”

A passion flared up in Lux. She had to have him right
now. She kissed him and pulled open the sash of his ter-
rycloth bathrobe.
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“We'll be late.”

“I know,” she said.

“I can be late but you have to be there by nine.”

“It’ll be fine,” she said.

“If we do this I'll have to cancel my tennis game and
come home after work for a nap,” he said. “And we have
theater tickets tonight.”

“I promise it will be better than tennis,” she said as
she flicked her pink, sateen robe off her shoulders and
stood naked in front of him.

Shazam!

She loved that it only took nudity to get him going.
No dancing around, no promises of tricky positions. The
moment Trevor saw Lux naked he got an erection. Every
time. It was a glorious thing for both of them. She
became important, and ten years fell off Trevor’s shoul-
ders.

Hickies were for kids but Lux still wanted to mark
Trevor as her property, to protect him against that
Margot Hillsboro and her correctly punctuated fantasy
about sex on Trevor’s furniture. First there was the pream-
ble of the best oral sex Trevor could remember, like a vel-
vety vacuum cleaner tugging the head of his penis higher
and higher, making him feel so strong and important.
This was quickly followed by a bump and grind, then
penetration so deep and fulfilling tears came to his eyes at
the thought that it might stop. When he couldn’t hold on
for another minute, Trevor, an apartment dweller all his
life, howled as he came and damn the neighbors. The
clock ticked 8:45 when she rolled off him. She ran to grab

a quick shower, leaving him on the kitchen floor in puddles



46  Lisa Beth Kovets

of sweat, semen, and happiness.

“My wallet, my wallet,” Trevor motioned to his wal-
let when Lux came back in dressed for work. As he lay on
the floor waving feebly to the wallet that lay in his pants
across the room, something deep in Lux turned sour and
horrified at the gesture. She gave him the wallet with
trembling fingers, then turned away as he struggled to
one elbow and dug out some cash.

“What?” he said.

“I gotta go,” she answered.

“I know. But here, take a cab, darling, you're so late as
it is.”

Lux looked at the languid outstretched hand urging
her to take $20 to pay for the cab.

“I'm cool. Gotta run.”

Lux dashed out the door with an uncomfortable,
dirty feeling. Trevor knew he had done something to
insult her but couldn’t imagine how his reminder to take
a cab could be misconstrued as mean. He didn’t want her
to be late for work. He didn’t want her to be unhappy or
troubled in anyway. He was crazy for her.

Lux tumbled into the office ten minutes late. They
noticed. A disapproving scowl was followed by a brief lec-
ture on dawdling.

“I wasn’t dawdling,” Lux said, knowing that if you
defend yourself it just got worse. She should have just
smiled a beggar’s smile and kept quiet. But still, the word
“dawdle” is best used to describe a distracted child or
someone who can’t seem to focus on the goals at hand,
and Lux was definitely not dawdling this morning. Of
course, the truth, “I was fucking Trevor’s brains out on the
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floor of his kitchen so he would be too tired to look at
other women,” was not appropriate either.

While the lecture rolled off her back, she thought
about the way she'd raced out of Trevor’s apartment, heart
pounding, feeling her life was not her own. If the clock
ticked to 9 a.m. and Lux was not in her seat, Mr.
Warwick behaved as if she was stealing from the firm.
His look, as if Lux was something small and dirty under
his shoes, created a knot of rage somewhere between
Lux’s stomach and her chest. I gotta escape this owner-
ship, Lux told herself. I gotta belong to me and just me.
I'm gonna make a ton of money and buy myself back
from all this.

The lecture flowed on. Lux was an ok secretary. It’s
true she couldn’t spell and had no sense of grammar, but
she was substantially cheaper than the perfect automaton
who had retired with a good company pension after thirty
years of service. Lux would probably move on or be fired
before she became vested. With an eye on the bottom
line, Mr. Warwick jumped into the twenty-first century
and learned to type his own emails. Any substantial doc-
uments were sent down to Brooke in Word Processing.
Word processing and copyediting were billable to the
client; a secretary’s salary was not. Lux did his filing, kept
his schedule, answered his phones, and occasionally
picked up things like lunch, dry cleaning, or theater tick-
ets for him. It paid really well compared to what Lux
originally expected to get out of life, and right now col-
lecting money was the key to the kingdom. As the lecture
receded, Lux settled into her desk and flicked on her
computer.
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“Can I take you shopping at lunch?” came an instant
message from Trevor.

“Can’t today, baby. How about Saturday?”

Today at lunch Lux had to go to the bank, withdraw
$20,000 and deliver it in person to her lawyer. When she
handed him the money, he would present her with the
full deed to the house in Queens. Lux wrote a checklist of
everything that would happen to the house after this
afternoon’s transaction. It looked like this:

1.) Get rid of the girls.

2.) Fixit.

3.) Sell it.

Those girls could get ugly so she would tell them that
the house was being painted—something it desperately
needed. After painting there would be plumbing and
roofing to keep them out of it. Lux would schedule the
work to go slowly, giving the girls plenty of time to find
other, better places to ply their trade. Lux would have the
landscaping redone and all the crappy old furniture
hauled off to the dump. Then, with absolutely no money
left in the bank, Lux would sell it. From her own obses-
sive perusal of the real estate sections, she figured she
could get serious money for the house. Cash down, that
house could translate to a decent Manhattan apartment
with a small enough mortgage and maintenance com-
pared to the income it could generate. Lux was about to
acquire her first major asset.

I'm on the road from slavery to freedom right now,
Lux thought.

After the big brouhaha of being late, there was nothing
to do at the office that morning. If she owned herself, Lux
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would be able to put her head down on her desk and
catch a little nap, but she didn’t. In spite of the fact that
there was nothing to do, Lux needed to look busy. She
pulled out a notebook and started to write.

Making love to him on the kitchen floor was like, it was
like something good. It was like feeling, ok, the girl was feel-
ing like she was all chained up ok, and then, she broke all the
chains, ok, and then she flew up into the air, ok and then she
inflated like a, like a big balloon, ok and then...

Lux stopped writing and chewed on the tip of her
pen while she reread her work.

“It’s stupid,” Lux said out loud and then looked
quickly around to make sure no one had heard her. She
crossed out all the oks and the /ikes and then read it back
to herself. Still stupid. Sex this morning with Trevor was
not like balloons or breaking chains. He was just the best
man she'd ever had.

He was the best man she had ever had, Lux wrote on a
clean sheet of notebook paper. Ok, I believe that, she told
herself. Now, why is it true? Go on girl, make a list.

He was strong and he was gentle, Lux added to the
paragraph, and he saw all the things that were right and
wrong about her all in the same breath and time, and from the
very first time she touched him, right, she knew it was right,
ok, and it was forever. With him there was no fear. And her old

friends would laugh at her, right, because he was an old guy but
1 don’t care. I really like him and what he can teach me.

Lux quickly tore the page out of the notebook, got up
from her desk and marched right into her boss’s office.

“What are you doing?” Mr. Warwick asked.

“Shredder.”
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Lux fed her first truthful writing into Mr. WarwicK’s
shredder and felt greatly relieved to see it come out on the
other side as strings of confetti.

Worse than laughing, her old friends had congratu-
lated her when they found out she'd scored a bed in a
Manhattan apartment with an old guy who bought her
things.

“Oh baby, you got yourself a sugar daddy,” her friend
Jonella had crowed loud enough to wake the baby in her
arms.

“Suckin’ old cock to make da rent!” laughed Carlos,
once her true love, now Jonella’s baby’s daddy.

“Fuck you both,” Lux said, laughing along with them.
“It ain’t like that.”

“You screwing him?”

“Yeah.”

“Screwing him good?”

“Think so.”

“You living in his house?”

“Mostly.”

“You paying him rent?”

“No.”

“He buy you things?”

“Yeah.”

“Then it’s like that.”

Lux’s mother had given her an earful about Trevor.

“Get it girl, you get it and grab hold as tight as you
can,” Lux’s mother had whispered to her, urging her to
get some kind of commitment out of Trevor, something
that would hold up in court.

“Get yourself pregnant, fast,” her mother hissed at her.
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“It’s not like that, Mom,” Lux insisted.

Lux’s mother smiled like they had a secret together, a
secret that boiled down to her mother telling her you're
not worth shit but you got lucky with some fool who’s
better than you. Lux tried to weigh her mother’s opinion
against what Auntie Who-ah might say.

Ride 1t till it don’t please you no more.

“Hey, Lux! You here today or still at home?” her boss
asked, standing over her desk and holding a stack of
papers.

“Here,” Lux chirped. She slammed her notebook shut
and hid away her thoughts.

“I need these filed. First pull the bills and alphabetize
them for accounting, then make a copy and see that they
go into the client’s files. When youre done, come see me.
I'll be finished with my correspondence by then, and I'd
like you to print and get them out into the mail, except
for the ones that go by FedEx, which I have noted in the
address. Oh, and some go out by fax, you'll just have to
ask me which ones are faxed. Lux?”

“Yeah, I got it. File, then mail, then FedEx, then fax.
Not a problem at all.”

“And make reservations for six people for lunch, ok?”

“Done.”

“I haven't told you where or what time.”

“Ok, where and what time.”

“Tomorrow at one o'clock at someplace with a sushi
bar. Got that.”

“Yep.”

“Can you say it back to me just so I'm sure you've
got it?”
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“Tomorrow at one at someplace with a sushi bar.”

“Good. Thanks. Come see me when the filing is
done.”

“Right.”

Like a relief from pain, sensation spreads across his body
and into mine.

Lux said the phrase over again to herself as she alpha-
betized the bills and thought about the way Trevor’s
orgasm had kicked off one last spasm of pleasure in her.
The phrase danced around in her head, and Lux groped
around her desk for her notebook. She couldn’t find it
quickly enough and ended up grabbing a Post-it Note
and scribbling the sentence on its sticky yellowness so she
could read it again later and give it some thought from a
distance. As she was pasting the Post-it into her notebook
she got a sudden urge to call Aimee.

“Aimee,” Lux said into the phone. “Can um...”

Suddenly it seemed so stupid. Aimee hated her.

“Who is this?” Aimee asked on the other end of the
line just before Lux hung up.

Lux picked up her notebook, put down her alphabet-
izing and went for a walk that just happened to pass by
Aimee’s desk.

doorway trying to pretend her existence was wholly acci-
dental.

“What?” Aimee asked.

“I guess I want to thank you for letting me into your
book club.”

“Writers’ group.”

“Whatever.”
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“In a book club you read published works. A writers’
group brings writers together to read each other’s work.”

“Right.”

“And...”

“And I'm really enjoying it.”

“I'm so pleased,” Aimee said without looking up from
the papers on her desk.

There was more to say. Lux wanted to whip out her
notebook and show Aimee her sentence, her first good
sentence. A sentence she had written all by herself. A sen-
tence that pleased her because it said something real and
yet did not embarrass her. I wrote a good sentence, Lux
thought and longed to say. Can you believe it? Because I
never thought I ever could but here it is, a good sentence
and ok, it’s only a short sentence, but it’s my first real sen-
tence and I want to show it to someone who knows some-
thing about sentences.

“Is there something you need?” Aimee asked,
unaware of what was bubbling up in Lux. All she saw was
an annoyingly young woman in blue high heals and loud
purple stockings jumping from foot to foot in the door-
way of her office.

“No, I just wanted to say, like, ah, I guess, thanks.”

“Right. I gotta make a call,” Aimee said as a way of
saying get the hell out of my office. Lux understood the
full meaning and backed out of Aimee’s doorway. She
hurried back to her desk to finish the filing and faxing
and make the reservations for someone else’s lunch.
Sushi, she reminded herself. He wants sushi.



IMEE AND BROOKE ALWAYS wore black.
Occasionally they threw in a little white or, on
testival days, a red handbag or gloves would fin-
ish off an outfit. And so it was that when the two of them
sat together on Aimee’s white couch it was hard to tell
where Aimee ended and Brooke began. Margot, sitting
across from them, wore a peach silk pantsuit by Chanel
and rather demure 8mm pearl earrings. Underneath her
black smock, Aimee had outgrown her DD-cup bra and
was wearing an absurdly large white cotton bra that
unhooked over each breast to reveal the nipple: a nursing
bra. Brooke wore a large pair of hollow, hammered silver
bangles that sounded like giggles when they clinked
against each other. At that moment, Brooke’s bracelets
and all the girls were laughing.
“...and then, ok, like and then he said, like ok.”
Brooke was falling off her chair with the hilarity of it all.
“She doesn't even have a name! She’s got an adjective!”
“Oh, Aimee, she has got to go,” Margot said laughing

too.
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“No!” roared Brooke, “She’s priceless! We have to
keep her!”

“Im sure she’ll drop out,” Aimee said, trying to con-
trol her laughter not for the sake of Lux but because it
hurt her belly.

“Should we stay on the erotica or try something dif-
terent?” Margot asked, pleased to be part of the group and
yet slightly uncomfortable. Margot hadn’t had any girls as

friends since seventh grade. She was afraid of girls.

“I was Queen Bee of my seventh grade clique,”
Margot told her first shrink, “and was instrumental in
driving a sniveling little girl named Juliet so low on the
social totem pole that she just dropped oft the ladder and
out of school. Not a major tragedy. I mean, this girl Juliet,
she favored knee socks and plaid skirts anyway. She
enrolled in the local Catholic school and was just fine.
With no one to pick on, however, the popular girls sud-
denly turned on me the way a wildfire can suddenly turn.
Oh how they turned on me! On me! Their leader!”

Since he had nothing in his own background to com-
pare it to, Margot’s shrink sat quietly in his chair trying
to imagine what it might be like to have one’s own pre-
scription for demoralizing another child shoved down
one’s own throat. The guilt on top of the pain had ruined
the taste of “girlfriend” for Margot forever. She didn’t
trust girls, and she didn’t trust herself.

“Oh no, let’s stay on erotica,” Brooke said.

“Let’s try poetry. That should scare Lux away,”
Aimee said.

“Poetry?” Margot shivered. “Thatd scare me away!”
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“What if we spent a few sessions writing about some-
thing she doesn’t know anything about?”

“Debutante balls?” suggested Brooke.

“You're the only one of us who’s been to a debutante
ball,” Aimee guffawed.

“The closest I ever came to coming out is when I had
sex on the front porch,” Margot admitted.

More vicious giggles rocked Aimee’s abdomen and
some pee leaked out into her underwear.

“No stop! No more laughing! You're killing me!”

Aimee struggled up off the couch and waddled into
her bedroom to change her underwear, blaming Lux for
making her wet her pants.

“What are you doing in there?” Margot called.

“None of your business,” Aimee called back to her. The
choice of underwear was painful to Aimee. Pre-pregnancy
she preferred the thong for a variety of reasons that went
way beyond questions of panty lines. Now her large col-
lection of racy, lacy undies lay unloved in the back of the
drawer beneath the newly purchased cotton crotch nylon
jobs that washed well but looked like something her
granny would recommend for comfort and durability.

The window in her bedroom was open. Someone,
somewhere in the city had done something disgusting
which sent an unknown horrible smell up through
Aimee’s bedroom window and into her nose.

“Hkak! Hkak!” A gurgle rose from Aimee’s throat as
she raced for the toilet. On her way to the bathroom she
began to puke. Moving forward, Aimee was running into
the puke that was spilling out of her mouth. She had a

choice: either stop running and puke on the floor or
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continue racing towards the bathroom in an effort to get
a percentage of puke into the toilet with the rest falling
onto her clothes. Neither one was an acceptable alterna-
tive for the other, but it was all she had to choose from.
Aimee stopped and puked on the floor.

“Hey!” Brooke called from the couch. “You ok?”

“Fine.”

“You don’t sound fine.”

“I am though.”

Aimee took a great wad of toilet paper out of the
bathroom and wiped up the puke. There was too much
and in the end she had to use a towel. Aimee wrapped the
contents of her too-delicate stomach up in a fluffy white
towel. She gritted her teeth and tossed the once-lovely
towel into the trashcan rather than risk puking again
when she washed it.

He should be here to wipe up my puke and wash the
towels, Aimee thought, but that thought lead to other
more dangerous thoughts. Those kinds of thoughts had
to go out of her mind, or she would go out of her mind. It
was all a symptom of the way her life ended as soon as she
got pregnant.

Aimee brushed her teeth and put on clean granny
underwear. Her pregnancy was unfolding like a cross
between some horrific, destructive hurricane and kidney
stones, but in the end she would have a baby and that
thought made it bearable.

“Aimee, this is a great apartment,” Margot was saying
as Aimee returned to the living room.

“Thanks.”
“What do you pay?” Margot enquired.
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Such questions are considered rude everywhere in the
world except their city where affordable housing was a
problem for even a rich girl like Margot.

“Four thousand.”

“Mortgage and maintenance?”

“Rent.”

“Can you buy it?”

“When it was a reasonable price we didn’t have the
cash.”

“Wow, yep, me too. I've got a great two-bedroom that
I should have bought back in the early nineties. I had the
cash, but it just didn’t seem worth it back then.”

“Listen, thanks for the beer,” Brooke said as she gath-
ered up her coat and bag, “but I gotta catch a bus.”

“You should move into the city,” Aimee said.

“Yeah, I should,” said Brooke in a noncommittal way
that did not reveal how lazy Brooke had become or how
she could not imagine that a life that had been so wild in
the city at twenty would end up so quiet in the suburbs by
forty.

“Margot, how about a movie?” Aimee asked.

“I'm a gym rat every other night for at least two hours,”
Margot said. “It keeps me sane and thin. If you can wait
until the ten o’clock show, though, I'll see anything. I'm an
entertainment slut, any movie, anytime, anywhere.”

“Ten’s a little late for me to get started. I've been
conking out by eleven every night,” Aimee admitted.

“Another time, then,” Margot said. “What kind of
movies do you like?”

“Sci-fi, action adventures,” Aimee said, and the other
women laughed at the absurdity of her answer.
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The chitchat continued as the women walked to the
door and rang for the elevator. There were quick hugs and
promises to go to the theater together. On the way down
Margot and Brooke discussed throwing a baby shower for
Aimee. Margot thought a luncheon at a local restaurant
would be pleasant and appropriate.

“What’s her husband like?” Margot asked Brooke as
they reached the street.

“He’s a good guy. Obsessed with his work.
Handsome, tall. Used to drink too much but stopped.
Actually I haven't seen him since, gee, for a while. Gets a
lot of work shooting rock bands in Tokyo.”

“He’s a photographer?”

“No, Margot, he’s an assassin. Duh! Of course he’s a
photographer.”

Brooke gave Margot’s arm a quick shove at the shoul-
der. They laughed and hugged and promised each other
another evening of giggles and beer. Margot walked away
feeling good about her new friends.

Alone in the apartment, Aimee dialed his cell phone.
It rang and rang. “Listen, don’t come home, ok,” Aimee
said out loud to the ringing phone. “Why are you hang-
ing me up like this? Just tell me that we’re done and T'll
move on and...oh!”

His phone picked up and asked her to leave a mes-
sage.

“...ah, hi. It’s me, babe. Bunch of checks came yester-
day. I deposited them. That account’s getting kind of full.

Maybe when you come home we should clean it out and

buy an island. And, ah, I love you. Bye.”
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It was clearly a Lord of the Rings night. There was a
small theater that Aimee could walk to and catch a cab
back. It had been showing all three parts of the Lord of the
Rings trilogy, back-to-back, twenty-four hours a day for
almost two years straight. Aimee and her husband started
going last summer just to get out of the heat. Now that
she was alone, Aimee would go too often and escape into
Middle Earth.

She loved the enemies the best for they were so
clearly evil. The evil in Aimee’s life was like cancerous
tumors that couldn’t be killed without destroying some of
her own flesh too. She loved the glory of the battles; the
way the actors threw their full selves into smashing and
hacking at evil until major body parts were severed from
the whole. So much easier to hack and destroy than to
save or change. And so she went repeatedly and sat in a
dark theater for the vicarious thrill of watching unques-
tionable good destroy undeniable evil. She loved the
heroism of the characters and the great hunky actors. She
lamented that in the whole of the trilogy, only Frodo
removed his shirt.

I'm a geek, Aimee told herself as she always did when
she walked this familiar path into a funkier neighborhood
where the theater stood. I don’t know why I fixate on
these heroic boy-stories when the only person who ever
flew in to save me when I was in distress was my mother.
Passing a local bar, Aimee glanced through the plate glass
window. She was nauseated by the sight of two happy
patrons inside the bar making out like a couple of teenagers.

The woman, to Aimee’s suddenly prudish eye, was
practically licking the guy’s face. Aimee scowled at them
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and then returned to the scolding of her inner critic: I
should be celebrated by my society as a creator of life not
shuttling off to movies by myself. I should be home cata-
loging something, reading one of the arts journals that
come to the...Christ! Oh my god! What was that?

Aimee turned on her heel and walked back to the
plate glass window in front of the bar. She would recog-
nize those purple stockings and blue pumps anywhere.
She traveled up the entwined bodies, mentally separating
the parts into his and hers, and sure enough, home-dyed
auburn hair bobbled on top, tangling itself into some poor
old fucker’s thick head of gray hair. When’s she gonna
come up for air, Aimee wondered. Girls in their twenties
must just need less oxygen than normal women. They
probably store the extra air in the uplift of their pert bos-
oms the same way a camel stores water in its...Christ! Is
that Trevor?

She looked closely. It couldn’t be Trevor. Aimee took
a step forward. She'd worked with Trevor on several prob-
lematic briefs. He was low-key and kind of boring as far
as Aimee was concerned. The kissers were coming up for
a breath and a sip of their drinks. Aimee leaned in. The
guy’s hair was messed up like hed just dragged himself
out of bed. The Trevor Aimee knew always appeared well
pressed and prepared for work. This guy’s lips looked a
tad raw and swollen from having so much spit and lip-
stick rubbed across them. As the man looked over and
smiled at the girl who was probably Lux, Aimee had to
admit, this was definitely Trevor.

“Ew!” Aimee said out loud. “Trevor and Lux? Gross.”

Aimee turned on her heel and scurried all the way to
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the movie theater. She paid for her ticket and raced to the
bathroom where she washed her face like someone whose
eyes were on fire. She tried to put Lux’s troubles out of her
mind. It was none of her business if the girl wanted to ruin
her life. Aimee made sure she emptied every drop of liquid
from her poor cramped bladder, shoved as it was into the
shrinking space between the growing uterus and her spine.

Sitting on the toilet, Aimee laughed at Lux. Trevor
was at least fifty years old, not to mention a middle-level
cog who was never going to make partner.

“Stupid girl,” Aimee said out loud as she wiped and
wondered if they'd had sex.

Aimee left the bathroom and felt the full blast of the
theater’s excellent air-conditioning. The cool air was sat-
urated with the smell of cheap hot dogs and buttery pop-
corn. She swayed for a moment at the bathroom door.
She desperately craved a pop culture opiate, something to
wash away the day, but suddenly could not will herself to
enter the lovely old theater lobby. I've already got my
ticket, she coached herself. I just have to walk through the
lobby. After the lobby it’s a free fall and I've escaped my
life until I have to show up for work tomorrow at ten. I
already have the damn ticket! If I can just walk through
the lobby, I won't have to think about anything until
tomorrow morning. I could burn through a lot of time.

Aimee told herself it was just the smell as she turned
right and bolted for the big glass doors that lead to the
street. The smell of the hot dogs is too much. I wouldn’t
be able to concentrate. I need to go home right now. The
adventure in Middle Earth was over for Aimee, at least

for the night.
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Aimee’s chin was wiggling, spasming with tears that
she wanted to hold on to until she got back into her own
apartment. She sucked it all into herself and did her best
not to waddle as she ran from the theater.

She paid the taxi driver too much and sprinted into
her building where she sat on the couch and admitted to
herself that her husband had left. It all crashed in on her.

She wanted to get up and make something. That
always made her feel better. She wanted to write some-
thing tragic and cathartic about her present situation but
then shed have to read it in front of Lux. Her writers’
group had been ruined by some tarted-up, pert-breasted,
red-haired, twentysomething idiot. They'd have to get off
the erotic bent immediately. How could Aimee listen to
Lux go on about anything sensual while picturing her
wrapped around saggy old Trevor?

What the hell did Lux see in him? He was old and
not rich. And Lux! She was a dodo! Not exactly a trophy
with her loud wardrobe and her lowly status. It was all
wrong.

Aimee grabbed her knitting bag and tried to concen-
trate. It was so nice at the knitting store surrounded by
other clacking needles and charming conversation, but in
Aimee’s real life knitting was impossible. Still, Aimee
needed to make something. Since all passageways to the
comfort of creating were temporarily closed to her, Aimee
picked up the phone and started to make some mischief.

“Hey Brooke, Aimee here. You there? Call me back as
soon as possible! You will not believe who I saw sitting in
this bar around the corner. Kissing! Are you there,
Brooke? I'm at home. Call me as soon as you get in.”
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Aimee hung up the phone and sat quietly for a
moment, wondering if Margot Hillsboro might be inter-
ested in gossiping about Lux’s sex life.



ARLY SUNDAY MORNING, LUX extracted herself from
Trevor’s bed and let herself out of his apartment. He
planned to take her shopping later that morning, but
first she had a nagging errand that had to be run. She did
not, under any circumstances, want Trevor to join her, so she
slipped out before he awoke. She skipped down the front
steps of his apartment building. Her first stop of the day was
the bakery at the end of his street, then onto the subway.
Lux walked up the long hallway looking for the room
number the nurse had given her. She shifted the cake box
from one hand and to the other and worried that he
would cry because it was not chocolate. She tried not to
look into the rooms as she passed. The displays of human
weakness in blue hospital gowns juxtaposed against the
kindness of cheerful visitors started her head spinning
stories that she did not know how to purge.
She entered room 203 and, as the nurse said, found
him in bed C. He was sitting up, happily chatting at his
neighbor in B. When Lux entered she drew the green

curtain around his bed.
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“Is that cake?” he asked before hello.

“Yeah, Daddy,” Lux said, “the kind you like.”

“Black and whites?”

“No, Daddy, carrot cake. You love this kind.”

He lay back against his pillow and thought about it,
trying to remember when he had loved carrot cake. He
couldn’t find any notation of such a fact anywhere in his
brain, but then, there were so many holes that sort of
information could slide through.

As a young man, he had wanted to be anything other
than a fireman. Unfortunately, his own father insisted
that all males living in the Fitzpatrick home would grow
up to be firemen. His heart wasn't really in the job. One
afternoon his disregard and his hopeful, wandering mind
got him trapped under the wrong beam at the wrong
time. He lived through the collapse of the building, but a
broken back put him on permanent disability and pre-
scription painkillers.

In some ways he was a grand success. He was alive
and walking in spite of his injury. He was cheerful in spite
of multiple surgeries, constant pain, and limited mobility.
He had survived a sadistic, controlling father. A gentle
man, he broke the cycle of father-child violence that
stained his ancestors for generations prior. His disability
payments, combined with the illegal sale of some of his
more interesting prescriptions, had fed and sheltered his
tamily of six. He truly loved and cared about his children.
When her first grade teacher quietly suggested to him at a
parent-teacher conference that Lux might be retarded, Mr.
Fitzpatrick adamantly insisted that everyone immediately
stop smoking pot around his beloved daughter, at least on
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school nights.

In some ways he was a great dad. He was kind and
usually at home. He loved to play games and always
wanted to make brownies. He was open, available to talk
and happy to help his children through their problems.
Unfortunately, most of his advice was strained through the
colander that was his brain. When Lux was being bullied on
the schoolyard, he advised her that even if someone hits you
first, you can never, ever hit back. But spitting is ok.

He was currently hospitalized for a bleeding ulcer.
The prescription pills helped him with the pain in his legs
and back, but they ate out bits of his stomach. He tried to
compensate, experimenting with a combination of illicit
and prescribed marijuana. For years nothing worked. In
pain and despair he began to waste away. When Lux was
in third grade he finally solved the problem. In a linen
closet in their home, under specially ordered hot house
lights, he grew a small, but widely praised crop of
Cannabis, subspecies Indica. These highly hallucino-
genic buds eased his pain, but contributed to his fear
that Lux was in danger of swallowing her tongue. To
combat the latter, he kept her home from school for a
whole week, staying with her constantly and feeding
her soft foods that he insisted on preparing himself.
Lux remembered it fondly as one of the best weeks of
her life.

“How you feeling, Daddy?” Lux asked as she sat
down next to his bed.

“Good. You?” he replied.

“Aright,” Lux told him. “Job’s ok. And I got a
boyfriend.”
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“Sounds like you're heading straight for the stars.”

“Yeah well, why not, right?”

Lux’s father smiled and patted her hand.

“And how are my boys?”

“Ian’s still in Utah. Sean’s up for probation and they
let Joseph out early. He’s home now, which is really nice.
Mom’s so happy. You wouldnt believe it could happen,
but he got even more muscley this time,” Lux said.

“And how’s my little Patrick?” he asked with a soft
smile.

“Uh, well, his fur is growing back.”

Lux smiled and her beloved father beamed back his
great pleasure.

“All good news then,” he said.

“Yep,” she agreed. “Listen, Daddy, I came by cuz I
wanna ask you something about your sister.”

“Which one? The whore or the housewife? Or the
lesbian?”

M. Fitzpatrick only had two sisters.

“Estella.”

“Whore.”

“Howd she get to be that way?” Lux asked.

“It’s like when you hard-boil eggs. Some are hard to
get out of the shell and others just slide right out,” Lux’s
father pontificated from his hospital bed.

Lux thought about it for a while.

“Well, wuzzat mean? That she was just like that?”

“Yes. Because that was what she decided to do after
my father kicked her out of the house for having a baby
at sixteen with a guy who wouldn’t marry her. Navy fucker
just passing through town. She coulda scrubbed floors or
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picked a guy who woulda married her, like your mom did.
Decisions. Decisions.”

“She had a baby?” Lux asked. Lux had never heard
anything about Auntie Who-ah having a baby.

“Yeah. She gave it away. I used to like to pretend I
was her give-away baby cuz she would come bring me ice
cream and patch me up when your grandfather got crazy
on my head. I heard from the lesbo that she died with no
money and no friends.”

Lux knew that Auntie Who-ah had died with sub-
stantial money and property to her name. She had left
bequests to several charitable organizations and one
grateful niece. She gave good advice like, be strong and
true to yourself. Lux could imagine Auntie Who-ah
would bring ice cream and comfort to a frightened little
boy, but could not imagine Auntie Who-ah, who had
always told her to make sure she did the things that made
her happy, would have allowed a crappy family and an
unwanted pregnancy to force her into prostitution. Lux
told her semi-conscious father that she doubted his story.

“She wasn’t like that,” Lux said.

“Sure, when you met her she wasn’t like that no more.
It’s easier to tell the world to go to hell when you got lotsa
money,” he told Lux and then for his own amusement he
added, “or a permanent disability check.”

Lux waited until the giggles subsided. She wanted to
tell him about the house she had inherited from his sister.
He would not disapprove of it the way her mother would,
but he would take it away from her. Not all at once. A little
loan at a time would slowly bleed away her money. Still
she wondered if she should give him something when she
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sold the house. He was happy and kind and his body hurt
him most of the time. Lux sat quietly and wondered if she
could give him $1,000 in pain relief without raising the
suspicions and outstretched palms of her mother and
brothers.

While Lux tried to figure out how she could safely
encode her love and generosity, a nurse came in and
jabbed a syringe into the tube that lead into his arm.

“What'’s he getting?” Lux asked.

“Morphine,” said both the nurse and her father at the
same time. The nurse reported it as if it were a fact. Her
father mouthed the word as if it were a special dessert
topping and he a very good boy.

“Listen, Pumpkin,” her father said in a very serious
tone, “I been meaning to talk to you about something, but
I don’t know how to say it, so I'm just gonna say it. I don’t
like that boy, Carlos, you been seeing.”

“We broke up,” Lux said, and her father’s face broke
into a happy smile.

“Problem solved,” he mumbled and drifted away into
the sweet relief of chemical sleep.



FTER HAVING A BEER and a giggle with Aimee
and Margot, Brooke caught the 7:10 p.m. train
to Croton-on-Hudson, where she kept her stu-
dio. It was a beautiful room with old wooden floors and
big windows. It had been redesigned just for Brooke, to
her specifications. The light was perfect. Brooke had been
painting there for years and created some of her most sig-
nificant work under its roof. The only drawback of the
studio was that it used to be her parents’ pool house, and
therefore gently reminded her that most of her comforts
and independence came not from her work as an artist,
but from the successful investments of prior generations.
Brooke let herself into the main house, walked into
the kitchen, and opened the Sub-Zero fridge. She pulled
out the roast beef, the mustard, and yesterday’s focaccia
and started to make a sandwich.
“Oh! I didn’t see you there,” Brooke said to her
mother.
Her mother was sitting in the dark in the kitchen,
smoking a cigarette and thinking too much about Brooke.
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Like her mother, Brooke was beautiful, blond and natu-
rally thin, with long legs and porcelain skin. In low lights
they looked like twin sisters, although the mother did not
have a medieval dragon tattooed on her lower back with
claws that stretched over her buttocks and a tail that
curled into the inner thigh of her left leg.

“I'm glad you've come. Bill Simpson wants you to go
with him to the Muscular Dystrophy ball on Saturday.
You should call him tonight.”

“This Saturday?” Brooke asked.

“No, Bill Simpson’s ball is on the twenty-fifth,”
Brooke’s mother explained.

“Hmmm,” Brooke said, trying to picture her jam-
packed social calendar in her head, “did he say what time
it started?”

“Oh, he didn’t say at all. I heard about it from his
mother. You should call him tonight. Bill turned out to be
such a handsome man. And he seems to love you so
much.”

“Yes. He does.”

“Are you going to call him?”

“Of course.”

“Tonight?”

“T'll call him tomorrow, Mum.”

“You should have married him when he asked you.”

“I didn’t want to get married so young.”

“It’s amazing that he’s hung around so long.
Wiaiting.”

“Yes, Mummy, it is.”

“But I haven’t seen you two together in several
months.”
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“I know,” said Brooke.

“Have you two broken up?” her mother asked.

“No, just kind of slowed down,” Brooke said.

Brooke’s mother wanted to ask why. Ten years after
the fact she still didn’t understand what happened to the
big wedding she started planning the moment her beau-
tiful daughter, Brooke, began to date Eleanor Simpson’s
handsome son, Bill. The event was long past due, and
now Brooke was talking about slowing down. What is my
beautiful girl doing wrong? What is stopping her from
finding a good husband, Brooke’s mother thought.

“Carole will be coming around with the kids tomor-
row,” Brooke’s mother said, instead of saying what was
going on in her head. “Can you stay?”

“Yeah, sure.”

“It’s Emma’s birthday.”

“I know that.”

“Seventh.”

“Wow, that was fast.”

“You got Emma a blue plastic purse and a matching
belt. For Sally, you got her a Barbie. You know, a conso-
lation prize for it not being her birthday. I wrapped them
already, but since you're here you can sign the cards.”

“Thanks, Mum.”

Brooke’s mother waved her diamond-crusted hand to
indicate that it was nothing.

“Do you want to see the latest pictures of the girls?”

“No way! I'll see them tomorrow in person and give
them both a big hug.”

Her mother seemed disappointed.

“I mean,” Brooke said, “why don’t you give me the
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pictures and I'll take them into the studio to look at while
I prep.”

Brooke took an envelope of snapshots and a quick
kiss from her mother out with her to her studio. Brooke’s
cell phone rang. Aimee. But tonight Brooke wanted to
stay focused on her mission, so she turned the ringer off
and slipped it back into her purse.

“Aren’t you going to call Bill?” Brooke’s mother asked
again.

“I will, Mother,” Brooke promised.

It began when her mother called his mother because
Brooke’s date for some cousin’s debutante ball had gotten
ill at the last minute. As it turned out, Bill was also a
cousin of this cousin and already had his tux pressed in
anticipation of the event. Bill arrived at Brooke’s parents’
upper Fifth Avenue mansion modeling the perfect pic-
ture of a respectable, posh, New York teenage escort.
They were drunk and having sex while her corsage was
still perky. Throughout high school they were inseparable.
Both of their mothers assumed a wedding would follow
college, but that assumption became a hope as Bill fin-
ished law school.

“She’s too ‘arty’ for him,” some people gossiped.

“She’s too ‘old money’ for him,” others contradicted.

“I heard he offered to marry her ten years ago but she
was too interested in her career to bother with marriage
back then. Bet she’s sorry for that now,” ran the most
unpleasant of the stories.
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Brooke ate the roast beef sandwich while flipping
through photographs of Emma and Sally, her sweet and
pretty nieces. Darling blond girls, age seven and three,
caught in various poses of merrymaking with their
mother, Brooke’s younger sister. Tucked in with the pho-
tos was a check for $1,000 drawn on Brooke’s mother’s
account. The check was for no reason except that
Brooke’s mother thought that Brooke was failing to enjoy
life to its fullest. Brooke tucked the check into her pocket
and began to pull canvases from the rack.

She didn’t marry Bill after college because at twenty-
two he was the only man she had ever slept with, other
than her riding instructor. She told him that she still had
oats to sow. She figured if he really loved her they would
settle down together when they were both ready. At
thirty-seven, she was ripe and ready. She wanted children.
She wanted them with Bill, but by then Bill had other
things on his mind. He asked her to wait for him to fig-
ure a few things out. She waited in the way beautiful,
smart, rich, talented girls wait. She focused on her art and
saw other men. Still her heart, and, by extension, her
womb, waited for Bill.

Five years slipped away and by forty-two, Brooke fig-
ured that sweet, chubby babies would only be hers if she
got a commission to paint cherubs on a church ceiling.
There had once been plentiful tears about the children
she did not have, but Brooke had put aside that hope.

Sometimes she was sorry she did not marry Bill in
her twenties. Other times she would not have traded
those years of freedom and paint for anything. What
pained Brooke consistently was what would become of
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the children she had brought into the world: the unhung
canvases stacked in the pool house going bad from neglect.

She pulled one of her creations from the rack. Her
mother, sitting on a lawn chair near the pool on a too-hot
day, wielding a cocktail and a cigarette; the whole image
shimmered like an oasis-mirage in the desert. Brooke
looked long and hard at the canvas. Tonight was the
night, but that was not the painting to start with. A self-
portrait was likewise spared and returned to the rack. A
picture of her parents’ living room and the dog sleeping
on the couch. She would begin there.

Brooke pulled out a large tub of gesso and began
annihilating the dog and the living room and the moment
captured from another lifetime. Suddenly a wail sounded
from outside the window.

Her mother, holding a tray with two gin and tonics
stood outside the glass door shouting.

“No! Stop! I loved that dog! What are you doing?”

Brooke opened the door and let her in.

“Relax,” she said, grabbing a drink off the tray.

“I love that painting!”

“It’s a good one,” Brooke agreed as she continued to
white it out and send it back to oblivion.

“Why?” Brooke’s mother demanded, horrified and
with tears.

Brooke gestured to the rack behind her, full to over-
flowing with canvases. Good canvases. She had a keen eye
for character and each painting stared back as if it was
speaking, cut off in mid-sentence. She painted people,
dogs and trees, and other representative images.
Representative images had not been in fashion for many
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years. Brooke knew it going in but had followed her heart.

People liked her work. Over the years she'd sold many
canvases and received many commissions, but no one
wrote about her work, no one ever resold her paintings.
And so she had remained unimportant.

“Canvas is expensive,” Brooke explained to her
mother.

“I'll pay oft the rest of your debt,” Brooke’s mother
announced.

“It’s not the money, it’s the space,” Brooke said. “I
can’t stand to see them stacked up like this, like firewood.
Mum, I can’t add another beautiful baby to this stack of
shit we have hidden away here. I tried making really small
paintings but that wasn’t for me. And I don’t want to stop
painting, but I want to stop accumulating canvases that
no one sees. When I stop painting I feel all backed up, like
I desperately have to drain the spit-valve of my mind but
you know, then it comes back to the I'm-tired-of-creating-
things-no-one-sees, so I decided that I would paint over
the stuff I have. So I can keep making shit without having
to make piles of shit.”

“It’s not shit,” her mother whispered.

“Stuff,” Brooke corrected herself. “I don’t think it’s
shit either. No one thought it was shit. They just didnt
think it was gold. With no one looking at them, they’re
kind of dead, these things I made. You wouldn’t keep your
dead children stacked up like this and that’s how I'm
starting to feel about them. They’re great, big, dead,
unloved children that I made and at least this way I can
recycle them back into some kind of life. Jesus, Mummy,
don’t cry.”
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Brooke’s mother was sobbing into her gin and tonic.

“It’s my fault.”

“Yeah, ok, I mean, if you want it to be.”

It worked. She laughed.

“It’s not a question of fault, Mum. It’s just that I
picked a field with a very small winner’s circle. And I'm
not in it. I'm not even close to it anymore.”

They sat in silence, both suffering from Brooke’s fail-
ures. Brooke’s mother sat quietly while Brooke whited out
three or four canvases, scraped down the rough spots,
preparing them to take paint again.

“Thanks for the check,” Brooke said after a while.

“Buy yourself something nice,” her mother said
warmly. Brooke smiled although she knew that there was
nothing on a store shelf that would satisfy her. The way
her mother said that, the way her face caught the light
captivated Brooke and for a moment, filled with the
pleasure of a new adventure, she thought she would paint
her mother looking mournful and loving at the same
time. But Brooke hesitated. There were so many wonder-
tul paintings of her mother. The house and the rack were
filled with them. She would paint the little girls, the
nieces. She would give it to her sister as a gift. She would
make it beautiful and happy, knowing such a painting
would find a home on a wall of her sister’s house with lots
of lovely admirers to consider it and give it life. Brooke
tumbled for the packet of snapshots and began working.

Her mother disappeared. The room disappeared. The
yellow of a little niece’s dress started whispering gently to
Brooke like a lover, saying “More blue in me, more blue,
sweetheart. Let the shadows lay, perfect, perfect, I'm
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lovely.” Brooke worked until her legs started to hurt and
her stomach rumbled. Somewhere in the studio lay a
half-eaten sandwich and a bed waiting for Brooke to flop
into it, happily exhausted.

The painting was well on its way. The little nieces
looked as wonderful in paint as they did in life and her
sister would swell with the pleasure of seeing her babies
saved forever in their moment of loveliness. Carole would
hang the canvas somewhere where everyone would see it
first thing when they walked into the house. And when
Brooke and her sister and their mother were all dead and
long gone, maybe the two nieces would argue about who
would get the lovely painting of the two little girls they
had been.

The older one would win. She always won. And she
in turn would hang the beautiful painting of her lost
daffodil-yellow self somewhere where people could still
admire it. She would die. Everyone dies. She would will
the lovely yellow painting of the little girls to one of her
own grandchildren and on and on until the owner might
forget exactly who the two girls were, but he or she, this
fictitious progeny now only distantly related to Brooke,
would still love the way the yellow in the little girl’s dress
was making love to the blue. And then Brooke would live
forever.

“If that is what I have,” thought Brooke as she fell
asleep, “I'll have to make it be enough for me.”



TILL GLOWING FROM A two-hour workout,
argot waved to the doorman as she sashayed
into the elevator. At the last minute a stranger
jumped onto the elevator and so Margot rode all the way
up to the top floor and then back down to the lobby.
When she first signed the lease, Margot loved that the
elevator doors opened directly onto her apartment.
Twenty years later, it made her feel anxious and vulnerable.
Now, she would ride up and down the elevator until she
was the only person left in the car, and only then would she
put her special key in the slot that showed her initials.
Recently, she had wanted to build an additional door,
or interior vestibule, something that needed to be
unlocked between her private apartment and the public
elevator, but the owners would not allow it. That had
been a shock. In her heart Margot believed the apartment
belonged to her. All her things were there. In fact, the
actual ownership of the apartment had changed hands
four times in the twenty years Margot had been renting
it. She swore the next time the rent went up she would
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find someplace where she could have total control.

Finally alone in the elevator Margot slid her special
key into the slot marked “M.H.” and the elevator jerked
skyward. Once her key was in the door, the elevator
would not stop until it reached her apartment. On the
long ride up she rested her shopping bags on the floor and
flipped through her mail. Bills. Bills. Bullshit and bills.
And one large ivory envelope with Trevor’s last name
above an unfamiliar return address.

Margot dumped the junk mail into the trash, placed
the bills on the counter in the kitchen and then tore open
the large, ivory envelope.

You are cordially invited, the invitation began and after
lots of well-thought-out, old-fashioned words, it ended
by informing Margot that Trevor’s eldest son was getting
married at a Long Island synagogue at 8 p.m. on Saturday
in six weeks’ time. Very nice. An excellent excuse to buy a
new dress.

When their youngest child left for college, Trevor’s
wife dropped fifteen pounds and got a fashionable new
haircut. She chucked her old wardrobe right down the
incinerator. And then the swan flew away, taking with her
the summer cottage in the Catskills. Margot held Trevor’s
hand through the divorce.

Once, over Chinese take-out in his apartment, Trevor
had leaned over his mu shu chicken with the intention of
kissing Margot on the lips. She was just about to laugh at
something on the television and therefore at the same
moment he put his mouth on hers, she exhaled a huge,
garlicky guffaw. Their first moment of intimacy felt like

getting too-spicy mouth-to-mouth resuscitation.
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“Christ Margot, I think you may have popped my
lung,” he laughed.

“No, not popped,” she countered. “Just over-inflated.
But let me hold on to you because you're in danger of
spinning all around the room like a big balloon with the
lips suddenly untied.”

They flopped back on the couch and wiped the
laughter from their eyes and the kiss from their mouths.
Margot reached across and held his hand but Trevor did
not attempt the kiss again. There would be plenty of time
for that, Margot thought. Our friendship will find that
kiss again, soon.

But the invitations for take-out and videos dried up
after that evening. Margot was busy at work and they still
had lunch together. She hadn’t really noticed their dis-
tance until she, after registering the full meaning of the
word “peri-menopausal,” called him. She left some tears
and a request for company on his answering machine. She
got a response by email two days later. Sorry you're blue, he
wrote. By that time though blue was no longer her color.
She was black and red by then and so their friendship
burned up to a little ash. Maybe the wedding would
rekindle it.

Margot put her take-out dinner down on top of her
briefcase and looked at the ivory invitation. She thought
about weddings. In all her life, Margot had only received
one marriage proposal, from a boy named Bobby Albert.

Bobby Albert was blond and strong and probably stu-
pid, although in her youth and inexperience, Margot didn’t
recognize the latter. She planned to lose her virginity to
him, maybe even in the back of his father’s truck. As long
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as there was a clean blanket to lie on, she wanted him.
She didn’t, however, want him in the cornfield.

It would be hard for anyone meeting Margot
Hillsboro today to see her as a fuck-me-in-the-back-of-
a-pickup-truck girl, but in those days she was a small-
town girl named “Allie Hillcock” and the pickup truck
would have worked just fine.

Thirty-four years ago, before she changed her name,
Margot desperately wanted to have sex with Bobby Albert.
She couldn’t wait to pop the snaps on her cheerleader
bodysuit and feel him touch her body. She was making a
beeline for that pickup truck, but the feeling came over him
too quick and all her plans to make love in a way she could
paste into a scrapbook got lost in the corn. They were kiss-
ing and she was pulling him back to that truck, but he just
couldn’t move another step without having sex. So she lost
her virginity to Bobby Albert in a cornfield.

Not a high summer cornfield, either. It was an early
autumn cornfield and all the stalks had been cut. No corn
at all. No cover for anyone who might look out and see
Margot’s skinny legs splayed out or Bobby Albert’s white
ass pumping up and down. After he came, Bobby Albert
asked Margot Hillsboro, nee Allie Hillcock, to marry him.

Allie Hillcock said no. Hed ruined her deflowering
fantasy, trashy in hindsight but very important to her at
the time. She felt violated.

“Like he raped you?” her second therapist had asked
her.

“No. We were definitely on our way to having sex. In
the truck. He violated my idea of what that sex should be
like. My first taste of sex and it made me feel cheap and
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insignificant. I was discount, bargain-basement sex. Not
worth the extra few feet to the truck bed. I was devastated
at the time. I couldn’t bear to be myself anymore and so I
changed.”

“And do you think you changed for the better?”
Margot’s third therapist enquired.

“I think so,” said Margot, “but I still can’t understand
why anyone would ever want to get married.”

Margot had met Trevor’s son a few times while he
was at Yale, and then once again after she'd pulled a little
string to get him a good internship. Margot thought he
was a nice boy, cut from the same cloth as Trevor except
that the boy was still bursting with the beauty of—

Youth. Trevor hasn’t taken care of himself as well as I
have taken care of myself. That’s why the boy in his youth
is so remarkably more handsome than the father, Margot
told herself.

“Let’s take a look at what Mr. Ping put together for
dinner,” Margot said out loud to the take-out bag. She ate
asparagus and eggplant while flipping through a
Bergdorf’s catalogue looking for the perfect gown.

She ate her vegetables slowly, but dinner was still over
and done with too quickly. She wanted to eat more or
have a drink, wanted to go back to the gym, wanted to rot
in front of the TV set, but Margot was too controlled to
allow any of that to happen. Eating more would result in
her becoming too fat. Back to they gym? Too thin. TV
made you too stupid. Was it too late to go out to the
stores? In a department store or a boutique, Margot felt
calm and in control.



The Twesdoy Erotica Coub 85

Her unquenchable, unachievable desire to change her
skin caused her closets to literally burst their hinges. The
swollen closets in Margot’s apartment held an outfit for
every occasion. She had stunning eveningwear that actu-
ally got worn to company parties. When a black-tie char-
ity event came up, Margot could be counted on to buy a
whole table and invite her colleagues to join her partly
because she was truly charitable, partly because she
wanted an excuse to get a new dress. She had suits, both
formal and casual. She kept her cashmere sweaters
stacked in the zippered plastic bags that her linens had
come wrapped in. Amidst all this wonder and spectacle,
Margot owned only one pair of blue jeans and one pair of
flat shoes.

When the closet doors would no longer shut on the
great beast of her wardrobe, Margot culled and cleaned
and gave away, which put her on a first name basis with
the people at Goodwill. Recently, Margot discovered the
vacuum bags that would suck all the air out of the spaces
between the clothes she shoved into them. This reduced
the storage requirements of her wardrobe and Margot
hailed it as a miracle of modern science.

Margot stood in front of her magnificent closet. She
looked at her watch. It was not too late to go out shop-
ping, but even that pleasurable sedative was growing
oppressive.

There was always the briefcase, but Margot had already
sworn off using work as an opiate. After her landlord
refused to allow her to build that interior door, home
turnishing magazines turned sour and Margot gave up
the narcotic of redecorating her apartment. She wanted to
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work on something that was hers, something she could
own. But for all her money and pleasure, she didn’t own
anything real. Margot sat at the table and looked out the
window, waiting for a sign that told her she was ready to
begin creating her next life. Preparation, for Margot, was
everything.

A departing lover once screamed in her face, “You're
an anal-retentive control freak.” He might as well have
told her the color of her own eyes.

“Yes! I know!” Margot had raged back. “If you can't
deal with it, piss off!”

Preparation was good and he failed to understand
why she was not about to teach him. Kissing prepared her
for heavy petting, which lead to sex, in the same way high
school prepared her for college, which gave her the skills
to succeed in law school. At fifty, Margot was ready to
start creating something that would carry her through
years seventy to the end. It wouldnt do for Margot to
arrive at seventy and say, “Oh, golly, look where I am.
Now what?” Like everything else in her life, seventy
would flow gracefully from waves that had been gener-
ated at fifty.

She crossed to her computer and flipped it on.

As an attorney, words had been her bread and but-
ter. Words had lit the pathways of Margot the girl,
Margot the student, Margot the lawyer. It was only rea-
sonable to assume that words could light the way of
Margot the gracious old lady. Margot sat down and
began typing.

At 56 49 56 55 Trevor was still a hot, sexy stattrorn stwd

man and when he leaned over and kissed her..., Margot



The Tuesday Erotica Cub 87

paused, momentarily concerned about the name. She'd
use a universal replace to change it later.

...when Trevor leaned over and kissed her, the earth
moved, but that was just the beginning. Kissing her left an
open invitation for her to kiss him back. And kiss she would.
Oh how she was planning to kiss this man! Her obsession with
health food and aerobics paid off when she, even at fifty, could
drop her dress to the floor with the lights still on and not
worry about the best angle to approach his bed. Full on was
best for her, and she strode across the room, tossed aside the
covers and took his strong, rigid penis in her. ..

Penis? No, Margot thought, penis is too clinical.
What’s another good word for penis? Always a planner,
Margot opened a clean screen in her word processing
program and proceeded to make a list of synonyms for
“penis.” The list looked like this:

Penis, Pecker, Peter, Putz, Package, Pud,
Rod, Dong, Shlong, Ding dong, Thing,
Wang, Weiner, Weewee, Z-Z, Peenee, Wrench,
Sausage, Shmuck, Salami, Johnson, Joy stick,
Groove thing, Genitals, Cock, Club, Hammer,
Manhood, Harry and the Boys, Pipe, PP, Prick,
Raoul

She erased “Raoul” because it really only applied to a
specific weekend she had spent with a particular man in
Brazil. Then she had the computer sort the list into
alphabetical order and saved it in a file easily accessible
for later use. Pleased with her effort she made the same
list for “testicles,” “breasts,” and “vagina.” An hour later,
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and her homemade thesaurus in place, Margot felt pre-
pared to continue writing.

Trevor lay back on his couch and while her hands enter-
tained Harry and the Boys, Margot let her mouth find his. ..

Margot stopped writing again. It was ok to call him
Trevor but she felt too giddy writing about a character
named “Margot.” Maybe Ellen. Alma. Jennifer. Atlanta.
Margot erased everything she had written and started again.

Atlanta entered the room and Trevor’s heart stopped. She
watked strode leaped across the room and landed on top of him
where she began tearing at the bedclothes until she got to his. ..

I'm a frigging sex-lion, thought Margot. Sounds like
I'm going to doink him and then eat him. Sitting alone in
her apartment, Margot giggled out loud as she typed.

. until she got to his...skin and then Atlanta started
with one light finger to trace down the line of his chest. As she
got closer to the line of his belt the tension across his chest,
among other exciting things, was growing thicker and
Atlanta started to...

Wait. What about the name At/anta Jane, Margot
thought. Ooo! I like that. I'll make it a western when I
eventually add the story part to the sex part. This could
be good. Very good. Who do I know in publishing that
owes me a favor?

Margot erased the last few paragraphs. She consid-
ered what it might be like to be a woman named Atlanta
Jane and then she began again.

Atlanta Jane shid gracefully across the room. Trevor couldnt
keep his eyes off her beautiful, full breasts. As she got closer, his
hands followed his eyes. He touched everywhere, running his
hands down her back and over the muscled humps of her buttocks.
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Muscled humps? Yeah, why not, she thought as the
gray world slid away, replaced by whatever color she chose
to add to her story.

With his hands on her bu#t, wss, #sp, butt, Trevor pulled
Atlanta Jane into the warmth of his body. He rolled her onto
the bed and slipped the strap of her thin, silky camisole over
her shoulder, then down and off her body. He started kissing
those upturned nipples while she stroked his shoulders and
urged him lower.

The phone rang. Margot was lost in her creation but
her hand, after so many years on the job, automatically
flipped the phone up to her face.

“Margot Hillsboro,” Margot said instead of hello.

“Margot? Aimee. You are nof going to believe who I
just saw licking Trevor’s face in a bar downtown!”



Peeting

( ( LIKE RELIEF FROM PAIN, sensation was Sweeping across

his body and into mine.”

At the first sentence, Brooke looked up from her
magazine. Lux’s hands shook a little as she read.

“The gym doors, you could hear them opening but it was
too late to care. With Carlos moaning and hitting the wall
with his fist 1 just went crazy with him, under him, until it
was over. He hugged me and kissed my neck, which was a soft
thing to do and not like him at all. And as I started to pull
down my skirt, Mr. Andrews, who taught social studies, was
standing over me and Carlos, and he said to me something like
he wouldn’t tell on us if he could take a ride too. Which was
such a stupid thing to say, you just couldn’t believe how stupid
it was. Mr. Andrews was an idiot because we weren’t chil-
dren. As soon as he said something like that to us he sure as
Sfuck couldn’t report us to no one. Hed say hed seen us and wed
say what he said to us. I mean, what we were doing was
against the rules but what he said was worse. 1 told him 1
wouldn’t fuck his ugly ass if it came with a full guarantee of
graduation for me and all my friends. Couple of weeks later
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Carlos and his friends, they jumped him and beat the shit out
of him. Off campus, of course. And then he quit teaching. The
end.”

Lux slammed her notebook shut and hugged it to her
chest.

“It’s stupid, right?” she asked.

“It’s not,” Margot said quickly.

“It’s not stupid at all. I liked the part where Carlos
beat him up,” said Brooke. “It’s like chivalry is not dead.”

“How do you mean?” asked Lux.

“Carlos defended your honor.”

“Ah, no,” Lux said with an undertone of you're an
idiot. “Carlos likes to beat up people who won'’t report
him to the police.”

Lux was surprised to hear the laughter that greeted
the simply stated truth about her crazy ex-beau, Carlos.
Being with Carlos had been a real drag, and they were a
bunch of rich, well-protected, psycho-bitches if they
thought something like beating people up was funny.
Still, Lux had a need for these women so she tried to be
cool.

“Right. So, what’s so funny?” she asked.

“It wasn’t funny. Not at all. It’s horrible. But what you
said was surprising, so we laughed,” Brooke said.

Margot said nothing as she returned her carefully
typed index cards to the zippered portion of her handbag.
The western erotica of Atlanta Jane seemed stupid and
small compared to the life that Lux had lived. And, even
though she had instructed the computer to change the
name of Atlanta’s sexy, gray haired playmate from
“Trevor” to “Peter,” dressed him in buckskins, gave him a
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monstrously large phallus and a tattoo of a wolf, it was
still another fantasy about Trevor. No one would know,
but Margot could not read her erotic story about Trevor
out loud to the woman who sucked on the real thing.

“How can you be sure it was Trevor?” she’d cross
examined Aimee last night on the telephone.

“It looked like Trevor.”

“It may have looked like him, but are you one hun-
dred percent sure it was him?”

“Geez, you're tough,” Aimee laughed.

“And the girl?”

“The one licking his face?”

“Allegedly licking his face. You say it was Lux, but all

you really recognized was her skirt and stockings.”
“And shoes.”

“Ok, and shoes.”

“Blue shoes and purple stockings.”

“It could be a trend. You were in the Village, after all.”

“It was Lux and Trevor. I just know it.”

“But there’s no proof.”

“Gee, Margot, that old man-young bimbo thing
really rubs you the wrong way.”

“Why do they go for young women?” Margot had
asked Aimee the question but before Aimee could answer,
Margot went on about the suppleness of her own fifty year
old ass and the firmness of her never-suckled breasts. There
was a little hitch of plastic surgery here and there, Margot
admitted, but that made the whole package even better.

“And on top of it, I am a great lay!” Margot had roared
to Aimee. “And after the sex I make a mean conversation!
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And I can pay half the cost of any place youd like to go!”

All this time, Margot thought she was inches from
Trevor’s bed, when in fact that slot was already filled.

“I don’t know what you're so mad about,” Aimee had
laughed. “Didn’t he have a wife or something?”

“No, no they’re divorced, two kids, five years ago. Not
pretty, but done,” Margot informed Aimee.

“What should we do about it?”

“What do you mean?”

“About Lux and Trevor.”

“Well...nothing. I mean, well, what can we do about
it?”

The best revenge scenario Margot could conjure from
her own imagination was pulling Trevor aside and having
a heartfelt conversation about the dangers of sexual
harassment, real or perceived, that might follow a failed
office romance. Don't shit where you eat, dance with the
girls who carry the coffee, and so forth. She composed a
quick email to Trevor while on the phone with Aimee.

“Should I send it?” she asked Aimee.

“You owe it to him as his friend.”

Aimee sounded so sure that invasive intervention was
a good idea, but as soon as Margot hung up the phone the
email, which read Aave lunch with me to discuss ramifica-
tions of social interactions with subordinates, suddenly
sounded like sour grapes from a neglected vine. Margot
wished she could get it back. Still, such an email was sure
to get a rise out of him. And Margot wanted to have
lunch with Trevor again, even if the meal started out with
an apology.

“Look, Trev, I have no proof it was Lux. I have no
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proof that it was even you,” she planned to begin the con-
versation, “but a man in your position has to protect him-
self from these crazy girls. And what better protection
could you possible have than a skilled, mature, strong,
naked attorney such as myself?”

He would laugh. She would laugh too and the ice
that had formed over the top of their relationship would
break. Trevor would never choose a girl like Lux over her.
Although this Lux, the Lux standing in front of Margot
right now, trembling a little as she read a handwritten
story, looked kind of beautiful if you could see past the
overlay of her poor choices. She was certainly interesting,
and aggressive, and maybe even smart.

“So, um, what'd you think of my, like, story,” Lux
asked.

“It wasn't like a story,” Brooke said. “It was a story. A
real story.”

“Really?”

“It was a really good start,” Margot told Lux.

“Really?” Lux beamed with pleasure. Her face posi-
tively glowed with the warm blood that was rushing to
her cheeks.

“Yeah,” Margot said looking at the manuscript in
Lux’s hands. It was torn, scribbled over and punctuation
was an optional condiment sprinkled in here and there.
Still, an interesting story.

“Who’s this Carlos?” Brooke asked.

“Old boyfriend.”

“Trevor know about him?” Aimee asked casually.

Lux giggled, then turned worried. Margot’s heart sank
at Lux’s reaction. It wasn't Aimee’s crazy imagination or
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bad eyesight or any of the other reasonable excuses she
had told herself. The girl in Lux’s stockings and shoes was
Lux. Trevor had found someone else.

“How do you know about Trevor? We're really, you
know, discreet and shit.”

“Saw you at Bar Six on Grove Street Thursday
night.”

“Oh.”

“You didn’t look particularly discreet with your lips
wrapped around his face,” Aimee pointed out.

“Well, I mean, discreet in like the office. I mean, he’s
got all these friggin’ rules of how to behave to each other.
No eye contact in the hall. No personal email messages,
except in code. I'm a like, sex spy. It’s kind of fun, though,
you know.”

“Lux, he’s gotta be thirty years older than you,”
Aimee interrupted.

“No way. Just twenty. I'm twenty-three, he’s like,
forty-three. He said, I think forty-five or something.”

“He’s got an adult son who’s getting married next
month. Trevor’s youngest kid is at least twenty-five.”

“Oh. So? Ok, duh, so he’s older than me. So what?”

“A lot older,” Aimee insisted. “Margot, how old is
Trevor.”

“Fifty-four in August,” Margot said quietly.

“Wow. He looks good,” said Brooke, wishing it would
stop being the Tuesday Gossipy Stupid Club so she could
read the next installment of her latest creative obsession
entitled Enrique Rings the Back Door.

“So listen, is it my turn to read?” Brooke asked.

“Go ahead,” Margot said. “I don’t have anything.”
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Brooke pulled her manuscript out from under her art
kit and started to get all tingly at the thought of Enrique
and the carnal delights his medium-sized penis was about
to deliver to his favorite postal customer.

“If he’s fifty-four when you're twenty-three,” Aimee
couldn’t help showing off her math skills, “that means
when you're forty-three, he’ll be seventy-four. And wrin-
kled and old, old, old.”

“Yeah. So?” Lux said.

“I'm just saying, he’s too old for you,” Aimee said. She
had helpful, concerned woman painted all over her face
and “nice” dripped off her words.

What the hell does she care who I bop, Lux won-
dered. In the eleventh grade, Lux got in a fistfight with
her best friend, Jonella, over the attentions of that same
Carlos who one year later would become Jonella’s baby’s
daddy. She'd broken Jonella’s nose without denting their
friendship, and since then Lux moved bravely through
the world without worrying about some hurt feelings
between girlfriends. Busted feelings and noses could heal.
It’s best to say what you think.

“Whassup Aimee? You want to fuck Trevor?” Lux
demanded.

This is much better than Enrigue, thought Brooke as
she choked on a laugh. Brooke loved that Aimee posi-
tively recoiled from Lux’s attack, looking both amazed
and insulted.

“NO! I'm just saying that there’s a bigger price you
pay for hooking up with an old man. I mean, the money
and the lifestyle may seem great to a girl like you; may
seem worth closing your eyes to the wrinkles and the
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softness, but in the end you gotta be careful not to get tied
down to an old man lover.”

A girl like me, thought Lux. Of all Aimee said, that
was the one phrase that stuck hard and drew blood. The
rest was bullshit.

“Trevor is a great lay,” Lux said.

“Why do I find that hard to believe,” Aimee replied.

“Umm, because you're dried up and ugly maybe? I
heard your stories, girl. Sexy stories about your feet? Why
you ain’t got no man in your story? I see this all the time,
you know. Girl get pregnant; girl get dumped. You're not
so far from my neighborhood,” Lux told her.

The words shot out, causing the muscles in Aimee’s
neck to bunch into painful knots.

“The big difference between me and you, Lux, is 1
won't do it for money.”

When Lux brought her hand back, Aimee’s preg-
nancy, in equal measure with the distance across the con-
ference room table, stopped her from slapping Aimee
hard across the face. Instead Lux lunged across the table,
throwing her body down on top of it and traveling far
enough across the table’s surface to reach up and grab a
hunk of Aimee’s curly hair. Then she pulled.

“Ah! Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,”
Aimee wailed.

In her twenty-three years of life, Lux often had
motive, opportunity, and need to sell herself. It was a mat-
ter of deep personal pride that she had only taken money
once and for something that, at the time, had seemed like
a very good reason. (Prom dress.) To say the experience
left her feeling empty could not describe the great void
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that had howled through her sixteen-year-old body. She'd
never done it again.

Here was this Aimee girl in her clean, small world
accusing Lux of sleeping with Trevor for money. Lux
knew she was taking something from him but it wasn’t
cash, never cash.

Aimee did not know what kind of line she had
crossed, but clearly she had sent a barb too close to an
ugly welt that had not healed on Lux. No one called Lux
a whore because she had made a great effort and sacrifice
not to allow herself to become such.

Aimee’s curls wrapped tight around Lux’s thin fin-
gers. Lux had intended to give a yank and let go. It was to
be a warning shot, not a full engagement, but she hadn’t
counted on the texture of those corkscrew black curls.
Even when she let go the angry fist, Aimee’s hair stayed
locked around Lux’s fingers. Lux started to shake her
hand trying to free herself from Aimee’s curls. The more
she shook, the more Aimee screamed.

“Ok, ok,” Margot said and tried to sound soothing.
She jumped up and grabbed Lux and tried to hold her
still. She didn’t realize how small Lux really was across
the back until she wrapped her arms around her upper
body. Margot could feel Lux’s heart pounding underneath
well-defined ribs more like a caged tiger than a trapped
bird. Margot tried to keep her quiet while Brooke jumped
in and did her best to quickly unravel Aimee’s heavy curls.
The last bit of hair was still caught on the cheap silver
ring Lux wore on her right hand.

“Ok, ok, almost there,” Brooke said as she unwound
the hair from the ring. Lux was shaking with rage.
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“You can let go of me now,” Lux told Margot. Even
though she knew Margot had yet to do anything hateful
to her, she could not stop herself from spitting the words.
She wanted to say sorry when Margot jumped back,
embarrassed to have held onto Lux’s body for a little
longer than necessary. But while she was thinking of the
words to form that apology, Brooke twisted the last bit of
hair free. Lux bolted for the door.

“Bitch,” Lux said as she grabbed her notebook off the
table and swung open the door. “Stupid, stupid bitch!”

With a bang, Lux was gone. Aimee was furious.

“Did you see what she did to me?” Aimee asked.

Margot grabbed for a tissue although Aimee was not
crying.

“Psycho! Idiot! Fucking crazy girl! She pulled my
hair! Do I have a bald spot, Brooke?”

“No, no,” Brooke said calmly. “I think the shock of it
was the worst part.”

“And I don't think she intended to pull that hard,”
Margot said.

“Why? Why would she do that to me?”

“Well, honey, you shouldn’t have called her that,”
Brooke said.

“Yes, I think you went too far,” Margot clucked an
agreement.

“WHAT? Called her what? What did I call her?”

“A prostitute.”

“Never!”

“You accused her of selling it,” Margot agreed.

“I did not!”

“You did.”
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“So what if I did? Clearly it hit a soft spot! Whore.
Fucking-psycho-slut-tramp.”

Among her duties as supervisor of the Word
Processing Department at the law firm of Warwick &
Warwick, LLP, Brooke was responsible for making sure
the correct spacing followed every period on every piece
of paper produced by the firm during the hours of her
shift. She did this for spending money and to ensure she
did not drift too far away from the real world. Sometimes
on the weekends she put on a very short rubber skirt with
very high shiny heels and went out to play psycho-slut-
tramp in the city. She had never played prostitute.

“Well,” Brooke said, “I'm gonna guess that ‘whore’ is
a kind of verbal line in the sand of Lux that one does not
cross and still keep one’s hairdo intact.”

“She attacked me.”

“She pulled your hair,” Brooke said.

“I want her fired.”

“And when the managing partner asks ‘What were
you ladies doing in the conference room,” what are you
going to answer?” Margot asked. “Oh gosh right, we were
reading dirty stories in the conference room during our
lunch hour. It gets a little messy.”

In the silence that followed, Aimee thought, it must
be terrible to live in fear of the suggestion that one might
become a whore.

“T used to be nicer,” Aimee said.

“You're still nice,” Brooke tried to comfort her.

“I used to be kind and flexible and generous. What'’s
happened to me?” Aimee asked, hoping her friends would
help her make up an excuse for her bad behavior. She
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would accept any reason except the truth. Her man had
dumped her while she was pregnant. The pain had turned
her brittle and cruel. Her friends offered no sweet lies to
soften the moment. In fact, they all turned away from her,
and each woman focused on her own thoughts.

“You know,” Brooke said, even though she knew it
would make Aimee mad, “if Lux could turn that rage into
words instead of gestures, she could transform into some-
thing amazing.”

Having said that, Brooke and Margot spent the little
bit that was left of their lunch time consoling Aimee and
agreeing with her that Lux was crazy and what she did
was way out of bounds, totally wrong, and unacceptable.

“Thanks,” Aimee said. “I'm sorry. I never should have
let her into the group.”

She assumed they were on her side, but the room was
silent as Brooke and Margot failed to heartily agree with
Aimee’s assessment of the situation.

“Brooke, you coming? I'll walk you to your office,”
Aimee offered.

“No, I'm going to sit for a minute,” Brooke said. She
was moved by the image of Lux’s rage and wanted a quiet
minute to figure a sketch that might someday become a
painting. She did not want to lose the way the red hair
had flown back and Lux’s mouth became wet and hard
with anger. Margot was perfectly polite in a business-
friend way as she said a quick good-bye at the door.

“Should we set another meeting?” Aimee asked.
“Same time next Tuesday?”

“Mm, send me an email,” Brooke murmured into her

sketchbook.
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“Call me when I'm sitting at my calendar,” Margot
said as she disappeared down the hall, high heels clicking
against the fine marble flooring.

Aimee got up and wandered down the hallway. She
wondered if they would come back next week. Margot
seemed personally offended by the whole event. Brooke
would always be her friend. Theyd been naked together
too many times for that to ever end, but Aimee was sorry
to lose Margot. She assumed their relationship would
diminish into one of those business friendships that have
no real loyalty or even affection. They would smile at each
other and make some jokes to pass the day at the office,
but that’s all.

Aimee walked back to her office, feeling like she had
allowed her pain to ruin a really good thing.



ARGOT GRABBED HER MESSAGES and
mreturned to her office, feeling sorry that The
Tuesday Erotica Club was falling apart so

spectacularly. This is why women can’t be friends, she said
to herself as she sat down at her desk. We get catty. We
get mean. We pull hair, literally and figuratively. We have
no boundaries. This is why I never had women friends.
They’re scary. I don’t need them. In her big stack of mes-
sages, she saw that there was one from her little brother,
Amos. How strange, Margot thought.

“Mosy?” she said when he answered his phone. She
could hear the tractor in the background and figured he
was right in the middle of harvesting something or other.
“Everything ok?”

“Nope,” he said in the monotone he used to indicate
joy, sorrow, and all points in between. “I got some trouble
and it’s heading your way.”

Amos, like all of Margot’s younger brothers, was star-
tlingly handsome until he spoke. It wasn’t just the mono-
tone. His obsession with the health of his cows and crops
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and the second coming of Jesus all managed to dull the
blue of his eyes and the cut of his washboard stomach.
Still, he was a good man and as long as he stayed outside
her apartment, Margot loved him very much.

“Ohmygod! Is Pop ok?” Margot asked as panic rose.

“He’s fine. It’s me,” Amos intoned.

“Oh, Mosy! What happened? Are you ill? You can’t
be ill. You're never ill.”

“Oh Allie, I'm about to die!”

When her brother said “Oh Allie,” he was referring
to Margot herself. Her brothers had never accepted her
name change and “Allie” had a way of transporting her
back home, very quickly. Those same syllables also made
her hit the brakes on the ride, not wanting to get sucked
back into all the things she had already escaped from. Her
brother’s monotone declaration of impending doom
made her wish she had not returned his urgent phone
call.

“You can't believe what happened. Adele left me,” he
said.

“Oh, you poor thing,” Margot said, picturing the
bright and pretty little sexpot Amos had married fleeing
the confines of her brother’s farm. “And right in the mid-
dle of summer too.”

“And she took the kids.”

“Oh dear.”

“And she got on a train.”

“Poor Mosy.”

“And she’s headed to New York,” her brother said and
let that last fact hang in the air until Margot got the full
effect of her sister-in-law’s sudden travel plans.
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“FUCK!” Margot said.

“Miss Allie Potty Mouth! I do NOT want you talk-
ing that way around my kids.”

“Kids!”

“Right.”

“She’s coming with the kids?”

More was said, much of it potty mouth on the part of
Margot. And yet, the fact that her sister-in-law was, even
as they argued, bulleting her way straight to New York
City with her young children in tow could not be denied.

“When will she get here?”

“Four hours.”

“FUCK!” Margot said again as she hung up the
phone. There was a weekend sale at Henri Bendel’s and a
by-invitation-only sample sale at one of the design colleges.
She’'d worked hard to wrangle that invite to the college.
And she had a ticket for the ballet. She flew out of her
office and interrupted her assistant.

“I know when you started here I promised there
would be no personal business, but I find I have an emer-
gency personal favor that’s easy to execute, and I would so
appreciate it if you would do it for me,” Margot said to
her assistant.

“Whatever you need, Margot,” her assistant said as
he looked up from the novel he was reading. For a
minute, Margot wondered if she could impose on this
nice young man, an actor, to entertain her family this
weekend. She wondered if she would be more willing to
impose on him if he was a woman and she was a man.
Could she at least ask him to go collect her kin from the
train station, as they were coming in unexpected and in
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the middle of her business day?

“Could you,” Margot began, paused and then contin-
ued with, “see if you can get me four more of these ballet
tickets. The four new ones should be together, but they
don’t have to be anywhere near this one I already have.”

“Sure. No problem.”

“And I guess I'm gone for the rest of the day. Errands
and then the train station, but don’t hesitate to call me on
my cell for any reason whatsoever. Ok?”

“You got it,” he said and, sliding a bookmark into his
novel, started to work on her tickets.

Margot raced to the grocery store to fill her empty
refrigerator with the kinds of foods she thought her sis-
ter-in-law and the kids might like, such as mayonnaise
and cheese that came in individually wrapped slices. Then
she grabbed a taxi to the station and got there before their
train pulled in. She stood on the platform and tried to
remember the names of her nephews, three interchange-
able faces with an identical river of green and yellow
boogers rolling between nose and upper lip. Her sister-in-
law, Adele, had been a beautiful, lusty virgin on her wed-
ding day. Then within the first four years of her marriage,
she gave birth to three children. She must be huge by
now, Margot thought, with breasts like watermelons.
Margot kept her eyes peeled for a woman the size of a
house, towing three small snot machines.

“Aunt Allie?” asked the little boy standing right in
front of her.

“Oh!” Margot gasped at the angelic face that was a
perfect replica of her brother at his most beautiful. She
looked around for Adele, but all she saw was little boys.
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For a moment Margot panicked that Adele had sent the
boys alone.

“She goes by Margot now,” said the tallest of the boys
in a high, tired woman’s voice. Margot looked twice
before she had to admit that the dull, skinny thing in the
blue jeans standing behind the three healthy, glowing
boys was her once bodacious sister-in-law, Adele. It
looked to Margot like Adele’s life force had been sucked
into her children.

“How are you, Margot?” Adele began wearily. “I'm so
sorry to impose on you like this. I just got up too early
this morning and started looking through a magazine
while I was cooking breakfast and the next thing you
know I was, I was, was, was.”

Adele couldn’t say it, but clearly the next thing she
was, was on her way to the station with her children.
Given that Margot was probably the only person Adele
knew on the other end of any train line, Margot became
her destination.

“Come on. Let’s get a cab. You tell me all about it
back at the apartment.”

In the taxi back to the apartment, all three boys kept
their noses pressed against the windows, looking in awe
at the city and occasionally glancing at their Aunt
Margot, as if they could not believe someone they knew
lived here. Clean and snot-free, they were quite charm-
ing.

“They’re so well-behaved,” Margot marveled as her
three nephews hunkered down in front of her big TV set.

“Well, the television is on. And they're shell-shocked
from the trip,” Adele said. “It’s a little scary for them.”
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“And for you?”

Adele’s silence seemed like a good point for Margot
to jump in.

“So, Adele, why are you here?”

That morning, Adele woke up early. She set out a fine
breakfast of coffee, milk, toast, bacon, and eggs for all of
her responsibilities. While they ate, she began leafing
through a woman’s magazine that made it seem, to her at
least, like every other woman on the planet was living in
search of the perfect orgasm. In comparison, Adele sud-
denly believed her life was cow poop molded into a con-
stant cycle of laundry, cooking, and cleaning. In Adele’s
world, a woman fell exhausted into bed every night,
sometimes in her clothes, sometimes without even scrap-
ing the debris of three small boys and a blithe husband off
her blouse. In some other place in the world, women were
rating their orgasms on a scale of one to ten and suffering
to wear high-heeled sandals studded with rhinestones.
And so that morning, instead of driving carpool, Adele
decided to escape her life, taking with her only the few
things she absolutely needed to live. Those few things
were named Harry, Eric, and Amos Jr.

“I dunno, Margot,” Adele said dully. “I'm usually fine
as long as I stay away from women’s magazines. You
know, the glossy ones where everyone’s getting more than
you ever will. Amos says they’re an agent of the devil and
today I'm thinking he might be right.”

“Oh dear,” Margot said as she opened a bag of cook-
ies and placed them on a plate. Adele reached out to take
one, but before her hand reached the plate three small
boys swarmed the kitchen and gobbled up all the cookies.
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They were hunkered down back in front of the TV before
Margot could blink.

“They’re growing boys,” said Adele, the shrinking
woman.

Margot suddenly began to think in magazine ads.
The sidebar that would best apply to Adele might read:
What To Do When Your Clitoris Has Fallen Off:

“I hope you'll let me and the boys take you out to
lunch,” Adele said sweetly, “and then we’ll be on our way
back home.”

Margot thought of her weekend plans, the lovely
sales and shops she could visit if she agreed with Adele’s
plan and set her on her way right now.

“Actually, I was planning on shopping,” Margot
began, “at the toy store this very afternoon. And I can’t
imagine what I would buy without some children there to
point out the good things.”

Adele looked relieved. And exhausted. And small and
sexless.

“Im thinking lunch and a nap for you, while me and
my nephews take a walk.”

“Oh, I don’t think you can handle three on your
own,” Adele said wearily, “especially not in a toy store.”

“Of course I can,” said Margot with a glance to the
three angels on the couch. “Let’s get you set up for a lit-
tle rest and rejuvenation while the boys and I tear up the
town.”

Margot had used the phrase “tear up the town” as a
metaphor. Standing with three small boys in the middle
of a large toy store, she felt it literally. Adele was right.
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She needed reinforcements. She couldn’t call one of her
many business colleagues. This would be an inappropriate
imposition. She needed to call a friend, and since Margot
only had two to choose from, which number to dial wasn't
a hard decision.

“Aimee,” Margot wailed into her little cell phone,
hoping the crumbs and smear of chocolate that now cov-
ered the mouthpiece would not interfere with reception.
She explained the situation, promised it would be good
practice for Aimee’s own future and then tried not to beg
when she added, “can you come help me now?”

“Of course I will,” Aimee said, really glad that
Margot had called her. She put her phone down, forgot
her own troubles, and dialed Brooke’s extension.

“Margot’s in deep doo-doo with three boys in Times
Square,” she told Brooke, using a tone she hoped sounded
tun-filled and not at all urgent. “She needs our help.”

“Margot’s in a bar in Times Square?” Brooke asked.

“No. Toy store.”

“What the heck’s she doing in a toy store?”

“Let’s go find out.”

‘“Mmmmmmmm, ok,” Brooke said, game for any
adventure that had three boys in it. Aimee waited to
explain to Brooke the true nature of Margot’s crisis until
they were already on the subway and Brooke was, in some
way, already committed to going.

“What the heck,” Brooke said, and then with a warm
squeeze of Aimee’s hand added, “let’s go save Margot.”

The little one was weeping over a hand-held elec-
tronic toy that cost more than a medium-sized television
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set. It wasn’t so much the cost of one, for Margot, but
their insistence that if the little one got it, the other two
had to have it too. Margot was going to just give in and
drop $700 more than she had intended to spend that day
when the older boy let it slip that Daddy didn’t approve
and would not be pleased if they came home with even
one of this particular toy.

When Aimee and Brooke arrived, they saw the three
boys crowded around Margot, each explaining their sep-
arate, urgent needs. They stopped a few feet away and
watched the disaster unfold.

“But! But! It’s so cool!” the little boy squealed again.
“Im sure Daddy will like it once he sees it!”

“I really gotta pee!” the middle boy said for the fourth
or possibly tenth time.

“What do you mean you don’t have any breakfast bars
in your purse?” the eldest inquired, loudly and clearly
insulted by the thought.

“I don’t think we should separate,” Margot said. “If
one of us has to pee we all need to head over to the ladies’
room.”

“I'm NOT going into the ladies’ room,” the eldest boy
informed her.

“Well, you guys can’t be in the store alone, and they’ll
arrest me if I go into the men’s room, so I think we’re
going into the ladies’ room all together,” Margot told
him.

“I'd rather sit in the barnyard and eat shit than go into
a ladies’ room,” the boy screamed at her.

“Potty mouth! Potty mouth,” the other two boys
started shouting and pointing at their eldest brother like
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Donald Sutherland in the final scene of Invasion of the
Body Snatchers.

“So, this is motherhood,” Aimee said to Brooke.

“Don’t be frightened, honey,” Brooke said. “This is
like sneaking into a horror movie at the grisliest scene.”

“I'm up for the challenge. Let’s rescue Margot before
she loses a body part.”

Smiling broadly, Aimee and Brooke strolled over to
Margot and her darling demons.

“Hey there, why don’t you let me take you to the
bathroom,” Aimee said, kneeling down and using her
most gentle voice.

“Stranger! Stranger!” the little one screamed as he
clung to Margot’s leg, nearly tripping her.

“No, no, Eric, this is my friend Aimee. She can take
you to the bathroom. It’s ok,” Margot promised.

“I don’t want to go to the bathroom with her,” the
middle boy said. “I want to go to the bathroom with
HER!”

Margot and Aimee turned to where the boy was
pointing. Brooke, surprised, smiled brightly.

“Ok, who needs to pee?” Brooke offered.

All three boys raised their hands.

“I thought you wouldn’t go into a ladies’ room,”
Margot asked the eldest of her nephews.

“Well, not with you, Aunt Allie,” he said, smiling at
Brooke.

“Who is Aunt Allie?” Aimee asked.

“Me. I'll explain later,” Margot sighed.

“Well then,” Brooke said as if it were the most excit-

ing destination in the city, “let’s go to the bathroom!”
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They traveled as a large, cumbersome crowd across
the toy store. Even though the destination had been
agreed upon, and even though they sought it with some
urgency, it still took twenty minutes to cross the floor to
the ladies’ room. On the way, they picked up and put
down three teddy bears, a stack of Yu-Gi-Oh! cards,
(“incomprehensible,” Margot declared), a bag of balls that
lit up when they bounced, and one lone clothes hanger
that the middle boy used to pretend he was Captain
Hook, until he accidentally hooked it into the mouth of
his elder brother.

“Break it up! Break it up!” Aimee called as they began
a fistfight in front of the ladies’ room. She had lost the sil-
very sweetness of her first greeting and was now talking
in the sort of voice that might belong to a harried teacher,
a hockey coach, or maybe an arresting officer. She was
pleasantly surprised when the boys responded quickly and
respectfully to her growled command. They stopped try-
ing to kill each other and waited silently for their next
orders. Cool, Aimee thought.

“Now, who has to pee?” Margot asked.

No one answered.

“Didn’t you have to pee, Eric?” Margot asked the
middle nephew.

“Im Eric,” said the youngest.

“Im so sorry,” Margot said. “Harry, you said you have
to pee.”

“Yeah, I did, but I don’t have to anymore.”

“Did you wet your pants?” Margot asked her voice
filled with deep dread.

“I am NOT a baby,” Harry said, offended to his core.
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“Then you still have to pee,” Margot informed him.
“Pee doesn’t just disappear.”

“No, I don’t have to go anymore.”

“Yes, you do,” Margot explained. “The urine is still in
your body. You have to get it out.”

“Maybe later,” he said.

“Later you will be in a panic and we won'’t be any-
where near a bathroom. After all the work we put into
getting across the store and over to the bathroom, I think
youre going to pee now,” Margot informed him, but he
stubbornly dug his heels in and would not enter the bath-
room. Margot looked up at her friends, pleading for aid.

“If you don’t pee,” Aimee told Harry, “no toy.”

Harry quickly entered the ladies’ room, followed by
his two brothers.

The other women already in the bathroom were
unaffected by the arrival of three little boys and their
female escorts. This was a toy store, after all, full of
bleary-eyed parents trying desperately not to lose the
bodies and souls of their media-saturated children.
Margot crossed to the sink. It came up to her knees. She
bent down and washed her hands, surprised by how dirty
they were. Still, she felt that a crisis had been averted.

“I need help,” Eric informed her.

“Doing what, dear?” Margot asked as she looked
down at the boy.

“Peeing,” Eric said as if the situation was obvious and
Margot stupid.

“Ah,” Margot replied thoughtfully, “and exactly what
would that entail?”

“I can’t get it started,” Eric said and Margot felt a
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cold, wet sweat start to creep across her body.

“And, and how, how am I supposed to, ah facilitate
that?” Margot stuttered.

“You mean you don’t know how to do it either?” Eric
asked, his voice rising into panic.

“Well, I ah, well, I usually sit there and it just hap-
pens,” Margot said worried that the boy has some strange
urinary tract condition that no one had thought to men-
tion.

“But before that. I can’t do the part before that!” he
wailed.

Margot racked her brains trying to think what came
before peeing in the act of peeing. And then: Aimee to
the rescue.

“He probably can’t get his pants undone,” Aimee
intervened and Eric nodded. “Come, I'll help you.”

“You’re a natural, Aims,” Brooke said as Aimee
helped Eric undo his button.

Mission accomplished, bladders emptied, the boys
filed out of the ladies’ room. Margot felt a deep sense of
triumph. Everyone peed. Everyone washed. She had
successfully maneuvered her nephews in and out of a
bathroom in a toy store; although without the help of two
other women, the whole event would have been a disaster.

“All right now,” Aimee said when they regained the
glittery, pulsating floor of the store. “You have fifteen min-
utes to pick out a toy. If you haven't picked out a toy in fif-
teen minutes, a toy will be picked out for you, understand?”

“And there’s a $100 total limit on whatever you pick
out,” Margot added.

“On your mark,” Brooke said, “get set, go.”
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“I'll take the little one,” Aimee shouted as the chil-
dren suddenly scattered in different directions.

“I got the middle,” said Margot as she ran off after
Harry.

In a time frame that reasonably resembled fifteen
minutes, all the children had picked out their toys and
Margot was on her way to the register, ready to drop
about $350. Eric, the youngest, had managed to exceed
his hundred-dollar limit but the other children had not
yet noticed. The extra fifty bucks was well worth the fact
that they were now on their way out of the store.

“This would break me of shopping,” Margot declared
to Brooke as she signed her credit card slip.

“What are you planning to do with them tonight?”
Aimee asked.

“Ballet,” Margot said.

“Are you crazy?” Brooke almost shouted.

“No. Why? You don't think they’ll like it?”

“Well, maybe their mother has better control of
them,” Aimee said.

“Well, actually, I'm sending her to a masseuse and
facial while I take the boys to the, oh Christ, you're right,”
Margot said, “I'm dead.”

“T'll come with you,” Aimee offered and then she
looked at Brooke.

“Yeah, why not. I'll come too.”

Adele was asleep when they arrived. With the help of
her friends, Margot got her nephews washed, brushed,

and changed for dinner.

“How does she do this all by herself?” Margot
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whispered before she woke Adele to inform her that a car
would arrive within the hour to take her, alone, across
town for an evening at a spa and salon.

“Really?” Adele asked as tears came to her eyes.

“Really,” Margot said. “And then tomorrow we’ll look
through my closet and see what fits you.”

“God bless you, Allie,” Adele said. “How were the
boys?”

“Perfect,” Margot said, “as soon as I got two addi-
tional adults to come help me, everything was under con-
trol.”

While Adele went off to rediscover herself and her
body, Margot directed her party of nephews and girl-
friends down the elevator. She led them into an Italian
restaurant that was within walking distance. It was a place
she often went for a quick, simple meal. The waiters made
much of the boys and suggested dishes they had never
heard of. In the end, after several sour faces, plain pasta
with butter was specially prepared for Harry and Amos.
Eric, the youngest, was excited when Brooke read “Squid
Ink Linguini” on the menu and insisted on ordering it,
even after Brooke informed him it was like thick, black
spaghetti. When it arrived, Eric ate all of it and declared
it the most delicious meal he had ever chewed. At the bal-
let, Harry and Amos quickly fell asleep, but Eric, thrilled
with the dancing and an opportunity to see girls in their
underwear, sat wide-eyed and at the edge of his seat.

“That was really cool. Thank you very much, Auntie
Margot,” he sighed contentedly as he fought sleep in the
cab ride back to Margot’s house. “And thank you also,
Auntie Margot’s friends.”
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“Ok,” Aimee whispered over Eric’s sleeping head,
“Im in love. I could do this. It was hard but really, I could
do it every day. I can’t wait to do it every day. How about
you, Brooke?”

“I had fun,” Brooke said wistfully. “If I'd played my
cards differently with Bill I would have had at least two
kids, I think, maybe three. I suppose I could do it alone,
but it’s just too hard to do alone, even with lots of money.
Well, it’s not going to happen for me, so I'm not going to
worry about it.”

“I had a great day,” Margot whispered to her friends.
“I'm glad that we did it but I'm glad that it’s over, and I
would not do it again for a million dollars. Tomorrow I'm
going to work, a place where no one asks for my help in
the potty. And on Saturday, I'm getting a facial, a mas-
sage, and a manicure, and I'm having my legs waxed.
Then I'm going shopping. For me, whatever I might have
missed, the occasional visiting nephew more than makes
up for it.”

Margot, Aimee, and Brooke rode on in silence until
Margot said a very quiet “Thanks for your help.” Brooke
and Aimee smiled back, glad of the company and the
adventure.

Arriving at Margot’s apartment, they realized the
sleeping children were far too large and heavy to be car-
ried by women in high heels. Grumbling and growling,
the boys awoke and made their way into Margot’s elevator.
They tumbled into the apartment, where a fairy princess
who looked vaguely familiar greeted them warmly.

The sleepy boys could not be bothered to notice that
their mother had, temporarily, regained the sheen of the
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head cheerleader/prom queen she had once been. Adele
wiped down the boys’ faces with a wet cloth, handed a
toothbrush to the elder boys and actually moved the
brush over and across the teeth of the youngest. Margot,
Aimee, and Brooke were amazed to see little Adele actu-
ally lift each one of the sleeping boys and carry them from
the bathroom to the couch, where she stripped them of
their slacks and shirts and shoved them into pajamas.
Then she assembled their lank bodies on the couch for
sleeping.

“Oh, hi Mommy,” one of them murmured before
falling back to sleep.

“How were they?” Adele asked.

“Sweet as pie,” said Brooke, and Adele beamed.

“It’s all over so quickly,” Adele said, and Margot,
assuming Adele meant the pleasure of her afternoon
alone, responded, “Well, Adele, you come back anytime
you want.”

Adele meant that her beautiful boys were growing up
too fast, but she didn’t want to hurt poor, lonely, barren
Aunt Allie’s feelings, especially since she had been so kind
to her and her children. So instead Adele just smiled at
her sister-in-law.

“Thank you, Allie. I just might do that,” Adele said.



11.P

ARLY THAT MORNING, BROOKE stopped by her

parents’ house to pick up the dress Bill Simpson

bought her to wear to the Muscular Dystrophy
ball. It was a hideous ivory-lace concoction with a high
neck and a low back. Lately all the dresses had been ivory
or blush or white.

“I think he wants to marry you,” Brooke’s mother said
as she regarded the ugly dress on the hanger.

“He wants someone to be a bride,” Brooke said. “I'm
not sure it’s me.”

“How do you know it’s not you?” Brooke’s mother
asked.

“Well mother, I was naked in bed with him last night
and I rubbed and I danced and I sucked but nothing came
up. Aren’t you glad you asked,” Brooke said.

“You girls put too much emphasis on S-E-X,” her
mother told her. “He probably drank too much.”

“It’s possible,” admitted Brooke. Although sex with
Bill, drunk or sober, used to be an amazing thing. He was
long, thick, passionate, and perfectly matched for her
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body. In the past few years, though, an occasional prob-
lem with premature ejaculation had morphed slowly from
disinterest to impotence. Their passion had fallen away
like the continental shelf—Atlantic, not Pacific. Like the
beach that lay in the backyard of her parents’ estate in
Florida, Brooke had luxuriated in the warm ocean of sex
with Bill for quite a distance. Then, suddenly it was over,
and she was out to sea.

And yet he still loved her. He called her almost every
day. He still sent ugly dresses for her to wear to charity balls.

“Maybe he has a blockage in his plumbing,” her
mother suggested. “Daddy went to a cracker-jack urolo-
gist and...”

“If I hear a single detail of Daddy’s urological issues I
will fall on the floor and blood will spurt from my ears,”
Brooke warned.

“Well then, I'll just give you the doctor’s name and
phone number. I'll even print it with my left hand so you
can’t recognize my handwriting. This way you can pre-
tend you got the information from someone else if you
like.”

Her mother flipped open her address book searching
for that last urologist who had done such good work for
them.

“So you think Viagra is an appropriate gift for the
man who has everything?” Brooke asked her mother.

“Beats another cashmere sweater,” her mum
answered casually.

While her mother scribbled down the doctor’s name,
Brooke took the dress out of the bag and spread it out
over the couch.
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“Well, you should at least try it on,” her mother said,
handing her the slip of paper. Brooke stared at the doc-
tor’s phone number, wondering how she would broach
the subject of diminished sex drive to Bill without insult-
ing him.

Brooke followed her mother up the stairs and into
her private bedroom. Brooke had never thought it odd
that her parents had separate bedrooms. She had always
considered it an issue of decorating. Her mother’s bed-
room, with the floral peach wallpaper in the same pattern
as the floral peach bedspread would certainly cause her
father to drop his masculinity at the door. Her father’s
bedroom was brown with lots of leather. On Christmas
mornings or when they were sick in the middle of the
night, Brooke and her sister went there first, knowing
that they would probably find both mom and dad asleep
underneath his brown plaid comforter. And yet her
mother felt she needed this separate bedroom to make
her own for the days and nights that his presence in her
house and life was just too overbearing.

Brooke closed the door in case one of the maids wan-
dered by. Then she flipped the dress off the hanger and
slid it over her head. Brooke’s lucky genes gave her an
ultra-fashionable body without even trying. She was as
long, thin, and straight as a girl could be without actually
being a boy. Bill’s latest purchase flowed down and settled
in on her body, making her look even more flat chested
while showing off her well-muscled back. Brooke did a
half-hearted twirl around her mother’s flowered bedroom
then plunked down on the bench at the end of the bed.

“At least he always includes a gift receipt,” Brooke’s



The Tuesday Enotica Coub 123

mother drawled from her comfy spot on the bed pillows.
And then, “Your darling boyfriend has no taste at all.”

Brooke’s mother’s impish little giggle began to swell
into a big fat, unladylike laugh. The laugh grew louder
and Brooke noticed that her mother had started to cry.

“Poor Eleanor,” Brooke’s mother whimpered.

“Poor Eleanor? I thought you didn’t like Bill’s mom.”

“I don’t. What I actually meant, darling, when I said
‘poor Eleanor’ is that I'm fucking furious that her perfect
son has ruined my daughter’s life.”

With that, Brooke’s mother downed her G&T,
slipped off the bed and sashayed down to the library for a
refill from her husband’s bar.

“Im sorry, dear,” she began when Brooke entered the
room. “It’s none of my business how you ruin your life.”

“Mummy,” Brooke began, but her mother refused to
turn around and look at her. Her mother was suddenly
entranced by the light as it refracted across the cuts in her
glass, so Brooke strode across the large room until she was
standing right in front of her mother, blocking the sun-
light as it came through the window. Her mother tried to
continue to avoid Brooke’s gaze by taking a long, deep sip
of her fresh drink.

“Look here, Mother,” Brooke said with some force
and authority, “Bill Simpson did not ruin my life. The tat-
toos did.”

Gin and tonic squirted through her mother’s nose.

“I love you, Brooke,” she laughed. “God, how I love
you. And I always wanted the very, very best for you. I'm
so sorry your life is shit.”

Brooke stood there for a while, her jaw dropped and



124 Lisa Beth Kovety

her eyes blinking. Her mother looked like a cat caught
peeing on the good rug.

“My life isn’t shit,” Brooke finally said.

“Well, I didn’t really mean shit. You know, dear, I
shouldn’t touch gin. It makes me too honest. I mean, not
honest, but well, you know what I mean,” her mother
slammed and then backpedaled and slammed again. “It’s
just that I'm so sorry so many things didn’t work out for
you. The painting thing and the marriage thing. You're so
alone. I'm just so sad that you have nothing to show for
your life.”

“I'm very happy, Mother.”

“Don’t try to fool me, Brooke,” her mother said gen-
tly. “Why won’t you take Granny’s apartment on Fifth?
You live in that horrible one-bedroom thing you call an
apartment. You don’t even have cable!”

“Cable!” Brooke exclaimed. “Mummy, I don't even have
a'TV. And when did you become so, so...American.”

It was an odd choice of adjectives. Brooke’s mother
reacted to it by jutting her head forward and throwing her
hands up in the air. The woman could trace her ancestors
back to the Mayflower. Any more American and she
would be native.

“Maybe ‘American’ is not the right word,” Brooke
conceded. “When did you become so acquisitive?”

Again, the hands shot into the air, this time indicat-
ing the three-acre mansion filled with more crystal than
the White House.

“Not exactly what I mean either,” Brooke agreed.
“Aren’t you the woman who told me ‘Prozac is for women
who can't afford to travel’? I'm not saying I got everything
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I wanted. Sure, my life would have been different if I had
married Bill the first time he asked me. We would have
kids by now, and I would need the space and so I'd prob-
ably move back into Fifth Avenue. I wish my paintings
were getting written up in journals and magazines. I wish
people were watching me, so I could feel like I was creat-
ing for an audience. I'm sorry I don’t have children. I'm
sorry 'm not famous, but all the rest is pretty fucking good.
My life is a great time. It hurts me, Mother, that you insist
on mourning the loss of things I never really wanted.”

“Do I?”

“Oh yeah. So I didn’t marry Bill in my twenties. It
was the right choice for me. I just wasn’t ready for
monogamy.”

“Darling, I'm not talking about monogamy,” said
Brooke’s mother. “I'm talking about marriage. A pledge of
love and support from a man. I'm not a particularly
monogamous girl either, dear.”

“Mummy, I don’t need that kind of support. I have a
trust fund. I love to paint.”

“But don’t you want this?” Brooke’s mother made an
expansive gesture with her glass, indicating all that was
under the roof of her own house.

“Are you kidding? I want this at least once a month,
which is why I come to visit you so often. And when you
die it will be very nice if you and daddy leave me the greater
percentage of it since you think my life is such shit without
it. Until then, none of it will fit into my comfortable little
single-girl apartment. Until then, I travel and play and
fuck and eat and paint and play and work just a little and
have a really good time. So quit crying for me.”
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“Are you happy?”

“Wouldn’t you be?”

Brooke’s mom killed another gin and tonic. The hon-
est answer was no. She would be terribly unhappy with
Brooke’s life. It had been a long time since she had really
loved her husband and yet could not imagine divorcing
him. She loved her house and her children and her posi-
tion. She lived in dread that one of his flings might turn
his head away from the security of their détente and cause
him to seek a divorce. Although much of the old money
was hers, she believed all would crumble if he left her;
that in spite of her own substantial address book, without
her husband she would be alone in the wide world. She
could not imagine where her daughter found the strength
to face life without a formal contract with a man.

She stood on the good rug and regarded her daugh-
ter. The sting of “Your life is shit, dear” was starting to
dissipate, and Brooke looked peaceful.

“Everything’s fine with me, Mummy,” Brooke said.

Brooke’s mother was certain Brooke was lying in an
attempt to keep her from worrying too much. Bill is
probably having an affair, she thought. All the signs are
there. Well, if Brooke can't talk about it yet, I shouldn’t
push her. Then she found a decent smile that she could
bring to the surface of her face. Once it was in place, she
gave it to Brooke.

“Well then, for goodness sake, let’s return that horri-
ble dress to whatever matronly shop Bill found it and go
into the city and find something decent for you to wear.”

“He does have the worst taste, doesn’t he?”

Bill’s bad taste had a price tag of over $5,000. Cash in
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hand, Brooke and her mother had themselves chauf-
feured into the city. Brooke directed the driver to drop
them on a corner in a fashionable shopping district full of
darling boutiques. They started up the street fondling
fabrics and being fawned on by stylishly malnourished
men and women working for a small percentage of sales.

They blew in and out of the little shops that pre-
sented T-shirts like priceless museum artifacts. They were
looking for a gown that could be pulled off the rack and
onto the dance floor without alterations. It would be
impossible for most women, but Brooke had the just
barely female body all those just barely male designers
created for.

She looked great in everything, but a ruby Lanvin
ready-to-wear gown with a daring plunge made her look
like both a girl and a goddess. The shopkeeper promised
to press it, wrap it, and send it on to Bill’s house. Brooke
and her mom continued down the other side of the street,
spelunking for the perfect pair of shoes and matching
evening bag.

“Too glittery,” her mom declared when Brooke dis-
covered a gorgeous pair of ruby pumps. “And the satin
slingbacks go better with that dress.”

The shoes Brooke really wanted, plus the Lanvin cre-
ation, left her only $20 for the matching bag that cost
$625.

“Get the slingbacks, and I'll pick up the bag,” her
mother offered, pouting a little at the thought that
Brooke might pick the glittery pumps in spite of her offer
to pay. The scene had played out hundreds of times in
Brooke’s teenage years, with her mother holding the
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power of the credit card over her daughter’s desire to look
different from every other white-gloved debutante.
Brooke lost the battle so many times that one more pair
of slingbacks when she really wanted pumps didn’t seem
too terribly important. Still, a little frown of disappoint-
ment wriggled over Brooke’s mouth. Before she could
give into the slingbacks, Brooke’s mom felt a great rush of
pity and guilt for her daughter.

“What am [ saying,” Brooke’s mother suddenly said.
“You want the pumps. And glitter is so right now. And I
love the bag. And you should have what you want. Come,
let’s ring them up quick and we’ll still have time for a cof-
tee. I'll phone the driver to pick us up at the café and then
he’ll drop you at Bill’s when we’re done.”

The perfect ruby pumps and the matching crystal
purse were paid for, wrapped, and deposited in a shopping
bag. Brooke and her mother dished their neighbors as
they sat around a tiny table and sipped tiny ten-dollar
coffees and shared a $6 blueberry scone.

“Call me and tell me what everyone wore,” her
mother sang as Brooke got out of the backseat. She
called, “Have a great time” as the car pulled away. Brooke
swung her packages across the sidewalk and into the cool,

dark lobby of Bill's Fifth Avenue digs.
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Betweery Two-
Workds

HE GIRLS WERE OUT. The roof was fixed. The old,

used condoms that once littered the backyard were

dug in under the new landscaping. Hopefully the
new owners wouldn’t have a dog. Lux hired Carlos to
paint the inside, telling him a friend of a friend from work
owned the house and needed a good painter for money
under the table. She paid him decently and felt good
about it. Then she sold the house.

The realtor had named a ridiculously large amount of
money as the initial asking price. Lux dropped it by
$20,000 and the place sold for $60,000 over asking price
after only sixteen hours on the market. She turned around
and bought a two-bedroom apartment in Manhattan that
needed serious work.

“Yeah, hey,” Carlos said on the phone with the baby
crying in the background, “it’s me. If, like, you know,
those bozos from work ever need ah, you know, someone
to lift and shove stuff for them again, call me ok. Under
the table, right?”

“Yeah, different people,” Lux said as she traced her
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finger up and down the chipped paint in Trevor’s kitchen,
“but they got a place in Manhattan that needs a little
work and they want to let me, you know, be in charge of
it. Decorate and stuft.”

“You gonna paint the whole place purple?”

Her realtor instructed her to paint the walls “Irish
Linen” which are fancy words that mean beige.

“You want the job or no?” Lux said in a hurried voice,
worried that Trevor might emerge from his shower while
she was on the phone with her ex-boyfriend talking real
estate and paint.

“Yeah, yeah. When and where?”

The kitchen was trashed. Lux ordered new cabinets
and Carlos hung them. She saved the old sink and
planned to scrub it and have him reset it into the new
counter. Carlos had a smooth hand with the plaster and
patched up every last one of the holes in the ceiling and
walls in just one day. They rolled up the carpet and found
bugs and a hardwood floor. Carlos had a buddy who
worked for a guy who had a sander, and the buddy wasn’t
opposed to borrowing the sander and the varnish and
coming in and redoing the floors on a Sunday for an all-
cash price. Carlos worked like a dog with Lux coming in
on the weekends to sweat it out with him.

“No, no, see, last week my mom was sick,” she told
Trevor. “This weekend my girlfriend from high school’s
got it and I'm watching her baby so she can, you know,
rest.”

It took six weeks for the flu to make its way through
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all of Lux’s old friends and family. On the last weekend,
Jonella came in and helped Lux clean up.

“I woulda painted it purple,” Jonella said while they
rested.

“Yeah, me too,” Lux agreed as she watched the mus-
cles on Carlos’ back twitch and flex under his shirt.

“Take your shirt off,” Jonella instructed him.

“I ain’t that hot,” he replied.

“Yeah, but we are,” Jonella laughed.

He laughed like a gorilla grunt and dropped the
sweaty T-shirt on Lux’s head.

“Now the pants,” Jonella said.

“No.”

“Aw, come on, baby.”

“I got work to do.”

“So?”

“I ain’t got no underwears on.”

“Oh,” said Jonella.

“Show’s over then?” asked Lux.

“Yeah, he don’t wanna get no paint on his dick.”

“I don’t blame him.”

“Fuck off the both of you crazy sluts trying to get into
my pants.”

He pushed the roller up the wall, covering over all the
dirt and stains, leaving a blank canvas for some tenant to
make their own.

“How’s work?” Jonella asked as she scrubbed out the
sink.

“Sucks,” Lux said, wiping down the refrigerator.
“How’s motherhood?”

“Sucks,” Jonella reported, “but the baby’s good.
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Carlos went back living with his mom which is ok, cuz,
GOD, is he an asshole, or what?”

“Oh yeah, Carlos is an asshole.”

They laughed and Jonella punched Lux in the shoul-
der in a friendly fashion that would leave a bruise.

“When you gonna have one?”

“Baby?”

“Yeah.”

“Nah, not me.”

“I'm gonna have another one.”

“You pregnant again?”

“Nabh, just planning.”

“With Carlos.”

“Carlos the Asshole? No way.”

“With who then?”

“Someone I ain’t met yet.”

“What’s Carlos gonna say to that?” Lux asked and, by
way of reminder, held up her own mangled little pinky
finger, four years healed but still looking kind of bent and
broken.

“Carlos loves the kid, but he don’t want to love no
more babies cuz ah the money. So when I get pregnant I'll
let him think it’s his until he’s ready to piss his pants and
when it turns out to be not, he’ll have a fucking celebra-
tion and fall down and kiss my big ass.”

The plan seemed reasonable to Lux. Still she feared
for her friend.

“What if it goes different and he gets mad?”

“It won't.”

Carlos wasn't so tall, but he was very strong and wiry.
He didn’t have much that you could take from him. He
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was as comfortable in jail as he was in Queens. There was
no civilization, no restraining order to hold him back
once he got it in his head to make something happen. In
the tenth grade Lux had been his best girl and Jonella had
been his second-choice girl. He kept his harem in line
with punches and slaps, but only once had he broken a
bone, the little bones in Lux’s pinky. He twisted it until it
fractured.

Soon after she graduated from high school, Joseph,
Lux’s biggest brother, was also released from prison. After
inspecting his baby sister’s crippled little finger, Joseph
invited Carlos over to the house and informed Carlos that
Lux was now free to do what she liked. There had been lots
of shouting, hitting, and blood, most of it falling out of
Carlos” head. Although the fighting went on for a long time,
Carlos and Joseph were friends, so it ended fairly amiably.

“Yeah, well fuck you then,” Carlos had shouted.

“Yeah, fuck you too,” Joseph shouted back. “And don’t
forget I need a ride tomorrow.”

“Yeah right. I'll be there.”

“You better.”

Joseph let the screen door slam behind him as he
walked back into the house. Lux was sitting at the kitchen
table, her palms pressed close to her ears. She had been
listening to the rumbled ocean sounds echoing in her
head from the pressure of her hand, drowning out the
crunching sounds that she knew were either Carlos hit-
ting her brother or Joseph hitting her lover. Joseph smiled
at her, sitting there at the kitchen table looking like a
trightened mouse. He pushed his finger into the new
bruise on Lux’s cheek and said, “He ain’t gonna fuck wit
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you no more.” Then he sat down on the couch to drink
beer with their mother. With Lux out of the picture,
Jonella had Carlos all to herself.

“I think next time I want to have a girl,” Jonella was
musing, a funny smile caught in the corner of her mouth.
“You don't have any money,” Lux reminded her.

“So?”

Lux didn’t say anything.

“Money comes,” Jonella continued smiling as she
thought about the full and good way pregnancy made her
teel and the sweet, wet smell of her baby’s skin. She wasn’t
going to be stupid and have six or eight babies like some
of the girls she knew. But one, or maybe even two more
wouldn’t make much difference in her mother’s house.

“We ain’t never gonna be rich, so why not have what
I want,” Jonella announced.

Jonella surveyed the kitchen. The parts she'd worked
on were sparkling clean; other parts weren’t so good.
Jonella redid the work Lux had attempted.

“Good thing youre doinking that rich guy. You'd
never keep a job in the real world.”

Lux excused herself to the living room where she
rolled up the tarps and pulled the painter’s tape. When
the last of the work debris was cleaned up, the apartment
suddenly transformed into something real. Lux’s future.

Jonella swept the floor, telling Lux about this old
friend or describing something the baby did, who got fat,
who got troubles. By the time they got to the bedroom,
the old friends had run out of things to say. The two
women sat on the radiator, watching their ex-lover roll
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paint onto the walls.

Carlos was a good, clean painter. He'd never have
done it—not for all the money in the world—if he knew
the apartment was Lux’s. If he found out he'd probably
track her down and break her other fingers. It was
unlikely he would ever discover that Lux owned the prop-
erty because Auntie Who-ah’s almost-dead attorney had
set up an S corporation to avoid paying income tax. Her
new apartment was in the name of a company she had
dubbed “Trevor Holdings.” The only way Carlos would
know she was the real owner is if she told him.

Carlos finished the last stroke of clean beige paint.
He carefully laid the roller down on a piece of newspaper
and stepped back to consider his work. Pleased, he unbut-
toned his pants, turned to the women, and stepped naked
out of the pants.

“Ok, now I'm ready,” he said.

The girls’ giggles were throaty and not at all high-
pitched.

There were hard, raised red keloid scars across Carlos’
arms and torso, some accidental, some intentional. On his
bicep was a tattoo, well-drawn and executed with extreme
detail, depicting a rooster hanging dead by a noose.
Carlos, who was not completely lacking in humor, liked
to rub his hand over the tattoo and tell people he had a
well-hung cock. His body was rock hard and one time, on
a hot day, Lux had kissed him while he was eating a
peach. That was the kiss that stayed with her, the sweet
taste of fresh fruit mixed with his lips and sweat, the kiss
that came back to her when he stood there laughing at
them, daring Jonella and Lux to come get it.



136  Lisa Beth Kovets

Jonella jumped and Carlos caught her. They had no
doubt that sex was good and bodies were fun. Lux held
back.

“Wassup, baby?”

“It’s you, Carlos, she don’t like you no more.”

“No I think it’s you, cause you got fat or maybe she
done gave up the dyke.”

The rhythm was coming from within and Lux
watched as Jonella and Carlos danced it into each other.

“Girl, don’t listen to him, you ain’t fat at all,” Lux
called by way of encouragement when Jonella dropped
her overalls. Jonella, her lips lingering on Carlos’ nipple
on their way to his crotch, waved at Lux, her fingers beck-
oning, arm dancing like an entranced cobra to a sweet
beat.

I'll come up behind her and rub my breasts on her
back until she goes down on him and then I'll have
Carlos’ hands and mouth all to myself until she mounts
him. Lux was choreographing in her head. In front of her
Jonella had already pressed Carlos to the floor and was
pushing herself on top of him. Lux’s entry ramp was com-
ing up soon. She had to jump off the radiator fast or she
was gonna miss it. When Carlos flips her over and comes
at her from behind, Lux planned, then I'll come up and
just shove my boobs in his face. Lux stood up and the
moaning started.

“Baby, baby, baby. Oh baby. Yeah baby.”

“Oh bayyybe.”

“Mmmmbaby”

The ship was sailing on without her but Lux still
couldn’t move. Lux, hanging between two worlds,
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watched Carlos’ golden back turn shiny with sweat, and
joy turn Jonella’s face beautiful. Her head fell back and
twisted as Jonella started to lick the air like she was look-
ing for something to roll around in her mouth. Lux
thought of that peach-sweetened kiss.

Lux watched her friend’s face change from thought-
tul to blissful and back again. It was as if she was in turn
wowed by a terribly deep thought and a moment later,
conversing with God, then back to a math problem, then
pure religion, then complex geometry as her brow fur-
rowed and relaxed in shorter and shorter cycles each ris-
ing in intensity. Math/God; Math/God; Math/God. And
as Carlos pumped her harder and harder: God, God,
God, God.

Lux knew Carlos, out of a desire to control and not
out of generosity, would make sure Jonella came first. The
things that made him an amazing lover were the same
things that made him a terrifying boyfriend. Carlos took
deep pleasure in controlling women.

“No, no no nononon.”

Jonella always denied the pleasure at first. Carlos
loved that about her. She tried to escape the wave. It was
too big, it was too much, but Carlos chased her, flicking
his thumbs over her breasts, sucking on the nipples.
Between denial and acceptance came confusion.

“No baby, yes yes baybee no! oh no!”

Carlos looked up for a moment and saw Lux, cling-
ing to the radiator, her mouth slightly slack and one hand
wrapped around her own breast. He winked at her.

When they were finished, Lux knew, when the room
came back into focus and the buttons that connected
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them came undone, they were going to ask her questions
about why and make fun of her for watching them.
Carlos would assume she was waiting for him, waiting to
have him all to herself like old times. It was in his wink.
He told her he was saving something just for her.

Lux slid off the radiator. She clicked the locks and
ran all the way to the subway. She arrived at Trevor’s
apartment breathing hard. She found him sitting on the
couch in his bathrobe, talking on the phone. She imme-
diately ruined his plans to catch a movie with an old

friend.
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ARGOT KNEW HER DRESS for the wedding had
mto be perfect. And turquoise. Margot looked

great in turquoise. In the end she found a
slinky sheath, cut on the bias to drape in that amazing
way that bias-cut fabric drapes. Spaghetti straps and
clingy fabric would require the perfect underwear, which
was really a girdle, though the salesgirl called it
Supportive Panties.

“It keeps you all tucked in,” the salesgirl at Macy’s
told her. Margot judged the girl to be about twenty-three
years old and two hundred and thirty pounds.

“I'm wearing one now,” the girl announced proudly.
“Takes a good ten pounds off my hips.”

“Oh,” Margot said, finally filling the space left open
after such a remark, “good for you.”

Margot bought the girdle in spite of the shocking
sales pitch. On the evening of the wedding she tried to
slip into it after the shower but found that the latex fabric
would not slide up if her skin were even the slightest bit
damp. That was all right. There were other things to do.
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Margot put on her makeup and shoes and was doing
her hair when the phone rang.

“What are you wearing?” Brooke asked.

“Right now just my shoes,” Margot told her.

“Hmm, you'll be cold tonight in the air-conditioning.”

They laughed.

“Do you know what Lux is wearing?” Margot asked.

“Haven't talked to her since the hair pulling debacle
in the writers’ group,” Brooke said. “Whatever it is, I'm
sure it will be startling.”

More laughter as they concocted possible Lux com-
binations in fuchsia and purple with bits and bobs of
cheap, fake jewelry. Margot, sitting naked on her living
room couch waiting for her nails to dry, drew a scene for
Brooke’s amusement that featured Lux, at this very
moment also getting ready for Trevor’s son’s wedding,
hair dryer in one hand and a can of extra-glue hair spray
in the other.

Margot planned to stand next to Lux as often as pos-
sible. She planned to speak wittily and clearly and jut out
her hip at seductive angles while her bold yet tasteful
turquoise dress promised a sensual body beneath. Trevor
didn’t have to know anything about the girdle.

Makeup applied, hair coiffed, nails done, shoes on—
there was nothing left to do but get the girdle on.

“I gotta go, Brooke,” she said. “I'll see you at the
wedding.”

It was time for Supportive Panties. In her hand it
looked tiny. Like a little girl’s summer short set except the
tube top was attached to the pants. Margot took off her
shoes and slipped her feet into the legs. The fabric
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stretched up her hips and then stopped. As Margot
jumped around the room, tugging and praying, her
turquoise dress, which she had thrown across the bed,
slipped to the floor. Margot pulled, Margot swore and
still the rubbery girdle, which might be useful next
Halloween as a dominatrix costume or in the summer if
Margot went scuba diving, would not slide up her skin.

Margot hopped into the bathroom and looked for
something to make it slide. Body oil would smell nice but
might bleed through to the silk of her dress. Hand cream?
Margot considered her magnificent array of products.
Creams, gels, scents, soaps, none of it would do. Then she
saw it. An inexpensive bottle of the perfect solution! A
tull body dusting of baby powder finally got the latex
flowing up the hips and over the breasts.

“Thank the goddess!” Margot gasped.

She breathed out and then could not breathe in.

“Oh my,” Margot said, having second thoughts about
her new underwear. It was slimming, but terribly uncom-
fortable. Still, breathing aside, Margot felt wonderful and
packed tight. As she leaned over to snatch the dress where
it had fallen to the floor she realized there would be no
sitting down tonight. The fabric would bend and flex eas-
ily but all the extras of Margot’s body (internal organs and
such) had no room to shift as her body bent. Her posture
would be perfect all night, her back ramrod straight, her
stomach sucked, and her breasts at attention because
Margot risked passing out or damaging a kidney if she
attempted the very tricky sitting down maneuver.

Who needs to sit at a party? I'll just dance all night,
she told herself. She was going to look fabulous, if she
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could figure out how to bend low enough get the
turquoise dress off the floor. In the end, in a modern
dance maneuver that might be described as “Worm
Burrowing Across Carpet,” Margot slid into the
turquoise dress. She managed to limbo herself back onto
her feet, and then headed out to conquer the world.

“I'm going to Long Island. I'd prefer to take the FDR
to the Triborough,” Margot told the taxi driver, and was
pleased with his grunt of third-world macho disgust at
her bossy tone and wanton appearance. He did as she
instructed and turned the cab towards the FDR.

“What are you doing, lady?” the cab driver asked
when he could not see her head in the rearview mirror.

“Nothing,” Margot said, stretched out across the
backseat of his cab so that she could continue to breathe.

The night was warm and she carried only the
thinnest shawl and a small clutch bag set with real
turquoise stones. If it got chilly she would borrow Trevor’s
jacket. The cab drove up to the address in the invitation.

“Are you getting out?” the cabbie asked.

“Of course I am. Just give me a minute.”

Margot waited until the car in front of her unloaded
and drove off.

“T’ll need you to open the door for me, please.”

The driver looked in his rearview mirror and saw no
one. Crazy half-naked lady, he thought but he got out of
the car and opened the door for her. Margot slid herself
like a body on a slab, feet first out of the cab. She tipped
the cab driver extra because, although his eyes had
bulged, he did not laugh.
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There were drinks and hors d’oeuvres before the cer-
emony. Margot, looking around for Lux, bumped into
Brooke and Aimee just as Brooke was tipping a bottle of
vodka into her glass.

“This is fabulous!” Brooke announced loudly. Clearly
it was not her first tip. The vodka was frozen in a block of
ice that had been carved into a bucket. The bucket had
small metal pivots on either side that were set into a
stand, allowing even the most inebriated guest to con-
tinue pouring frozen vodka into a glass by just putting a
tew fingers of pressure on the neck of the bottle. All
around the ice, penguins fashioned of hardboiled eggs
and olives cavorted on a mountain of Crisco and slid into
an ocean of caviar.

“What’s Lux wearing?” Margot wanted to know.

“Haven't seen her yet,” Aimee said.

Trevor’s ex-wife waltzed by.

“Hey Candice!” Margot waved and got a glare in
return.

“What was zhat about?”

“About enough evil energy to fry her eyeballs,”
Brooke laughed.

“Margot, I think that woman hates you.”

Good, thought Margot, let her hate me. I hope she
has reason to.

“Lot of people from work,” Brooke commented as
they filed into the hall for the ceremony.

“Oh god, is that Lux?” Margot asked suddenly.

“Rabbi’s secretary,” Brooke said.

“I didn’t know Trevor was Jewish,” Aimee said.

“He’s not,” Margot informed them. “The bride is.”
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“The ceremony’s starting,” Brooke said as she helped
herself to a little more of the penguin’s stash of frozen
vodka.

“Well, let’s go in,” Aimee said.

“Hold on, one more dip in the caviar,” Brooke
begged.

“You've got a black smudge of it on your mouth and,
oh god, Brooke, look at your teeth,” Aimee said, digging
in her purse for a pocket mirror.

Brooke wiped her face and did a quick swish around
her mouth with the last bit of her frozen vodka.

“Where’s the ceremony going to be?” Brooke asked.

“In there,” Margot said.

They spoke in lower tones as they entered the fes-
tooned sanctuary.

“So, where’s the reception?” Aimee whispered.

“Right here,” Margot said. “There’s another room
over there.”

Margot pointed to the back of the synagogue, to a
wall with accordion pleats.

“Bar mitzvah room. Wall pulls back. Full bandstand.
Rotating disco ball and everything,” Margot said.

“Cool religion to keep a rotating disco ball on hand
for significant events,” Brooke said.

They quietly took their seats on the groom’s side. The
synagogue had been decorated with long ropes of Pepto-
Bismol-pink garlands of over-dyed roses and ribbons that
made it impossible to enter the pews from the inside aisle.
You had to go around to the outside or be strangled by
flowers.

“It’s very Long Island Jewish Princess,” Aimee
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whispered to Brooke and Brooke said “Shush!” with a
slight giggle.

Brooke and Aimee and Margot sashayed to the cen-
ter and found seats close to the flower garlands. The
music began and the hall grew quiet. The flower girl
entered, eyeing the guests suspiciously and dropping a
single petal from her large basket of flowers every ten
feet. An aunt and an uncle passed by, and then a slightly
bewildered old lady, looking lovely in a lavender gown,
stopped in the middle of her trip down the aisle as if she
had suddenly forgotten where she was going. The pink
chain-link of roses on either row of seats afforded her
only one destination, the rabbi smiling at her, waiting to
marry someone.

“But I'm not Jewish,” the old lady said to Margot who
was standing at the end of the row.

“No dear, Teddy is marrying a Jewish girl. This is
Teddy’s wedding,” Margot replied.

“Teddy?”

“Trevor’s son.”

She looked at Margot blankly and reached for her
hand. As Margot struggled to get to the other side of the
roses, Trevor suddenly appeared and led his mother down
the aisle. Thank you, he nodded to Margot over his
shoulder, and her eyes filled up with tears.

“Wow,” Brooke whispered. “Put me down before 1
get there.”

“Shush!” Aimee and Margot ordered at the same
time.

Trevor managed to anchor his mother to something
and make it back in time to walk his son down the aisle.
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Teddy’s look of nervous excitement was nothing com-
pared to the pained looks on the faces of his parents. Too
much family all in one place put the happy event on over-

load.

Teddy, Trevor had confided to Margot, would never
settle down. Certainly would never marry. He'd been liv-
ing with a graffiti artist when his parents’ marriage fell
apart. Suddenly he was in an MBA program and then
engaged to this very traditional girl from Long Island.

“I don’t like it,” Trevor told Margot when she asked
about the wedding. “She’s too ordinary for him.”

Trevor looked brave, and Margot wanted to reach out
and touch the sleeve of his tux as he walked by, but those
enormous pink roses put a stop to any contact. When all
were assembled, the lights got a little lower and the
strains of the bride’s processional began. Then suddenly
the lights went out. A moment later a sharp spotlight hit
the back of the synagogue, revealing the bride standing
there alone dressed in blinding white. Trevor’s mother
gasped.

“Christ on a crutch!” Brooke whispered. “It’s
Wedding Gown Barbie.”

Still overwhelmed by the effect of the spotlight and
the as-if-by-magic appearance of the bride, neither
Margot nor Aimee criticized Brooke’s outburst. If the
bride heard, she wasn’t showing it through her dazzling
smile, freshly bleached for the occasion.

The bride’s dress, a bright white bias-cut sheath with
spaghetti straps, fell all the way to the floor. Still, the
bride had insisted on getting a full leg and deep bikini
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wax which had stripped her bare all the way from the tiny
hairs on her big toes to the thick and curly hairs that grew
in the cleft between her vagina and thigh. She should
have gone to the salon the day before but Teddy had
dragged her to some art show in the city. She'd resched-
uled a full wax for 8 a.m. but slept through it. Canceling
her meeting with the rabbi, the bride raced out at the last
minute to the salon for the total hair-ripping treatment.

It was a mistake. She was horrified by the little, raised
red pinpricks that covered her legs, toe to vagina, wher-
ever a hair had been yanked out. She had intended to be
sexier than hell that day but ended up looking like a
plucked chicken. As the hour of her wedding grew closer,
the red welts faded, but a slight burning sensation kept
her from putting on pantyhose. Therefore, under her daz-
zling white bias-cut sheath with spaghetti straps, the
bride was barely wearing a simple white thong.

Margot noticed first but Aimee said it.

“My god, Margot, she’s wearing the same dress as
you,” Aimee observed after the ceremony as they strolled
into the bar mitzvah room for dinner and dancing.

“Who?” asked Margot, as if she didn’t know.

“The bride.”

“No way. Hers is...”

“White,” Brooke informed her.

“What can I say? She has excellent taste.”

Brooke, Margot and Aimee were seated at Table 11,
with other friends from the office. There was no little
vory card with Lux’s name spelled out in calligraphy on
the table.

“I think I'll just take a lap around the party before I
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sit down,” Margot told her friends as they made them-
selves comfortable at the table.

The room, which may not have been so beautiful in
daylight, looked elegant in the darkness. There was, as
Margot had predicted, a slowly spinning, mirrored disco
ball in the center of the room that splattered jeweled pat-
terns of light across smiling faces of well-wishers. Margot
stood. She would stand all night. She was pretending to
listen to the band when Trevor came up from behind and
hugged her.

“Thank you.”

“Oh!” she exclaimed at his warmth. “Thank you for
what?”

“My mother.”

“Oh yes. Of course. I would have done more but—*

“—the flowers.”

“Yes,” she said

“Very sturdy roses.”

“Ridiculously sturdy. You all right?”

“Ah. Sure. My ex-wife is as angry at me now as she
was when we were married. 'm not sure why we bothered
to get a divorce.”

“Dance with me,” Margot said, not caring that it was
a non sequitur.

“Oh yes, please,” Trevor answered, and took her in his
arms.

He put his arms around her waist. She nestled a hand
in the collar of his tux as they swept out onto the floor.
Margot wore high heels almost every day of her life, so
she could glide gracefully in the spiked shoes that brought
her almost up to his height. He felt a warm, strong body
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beneath his hands and did not know that a fraction of the
effect was created with spandex and rubber. For a
moment they roamed the dance floor like a single tiger
stalking the jungle. The father of the groom has limited
responsibilities on the night of the wedding, but Trevor
and Margot danced right into one of them.

“May I cut in?” the bride asked. For a moment
Margot looked at her blankly, hiding her outrage at being
bumped out of heaven by some twenty-three-year-old
vixen in a bias-cut sheath. Then Margot graciously
stepped back and watched Trevor sweep away this young
girl and her nearly identical dress. Margot smiled and
looked relaxed while planning her escape.

Brooke and Aimee waived her back to the table but
she couldn’t go sit down with the girls and start drinking
because she couldn’t sit down. Watching Trevor dance
away, Margot’s smile grew a little rigid, and she stepped
out of the hall. She looked around the synagogue, search-
ing for the bathroom.

The ladies’ room was filled with cousins and flower
girls and young bridesmaids. No one was pissing, they
were just lounging by the mirrors, gossiping about boys
and twirling their hair. One girl was smoking and show-
ing off a new earring that was stuck through her eyebrow.
Margot thought about making her way through the
crowd in the ladies’ lounge and hiding in a toilet stall, but
there too, she would have to sit down. There would be no
solace in the toilet tonight.

Margot prowled through the synagogue, smiling a
frozen smile at friends and strangers alike. She looked

through the window into the locked Hadassah Gift Shop,
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pretending to be interested in cups and candlesticks and
books about Hanukkah. I would buy the candlesticks
because they’re pretty, thought Margot shopping in her
head. And I like those braided candles. Everything else
was a little too fifteenth century retro to really interest
her. Then her eye fell on a door behind the gift shop that
looked like it lead to a different bathroom. Margot tried
the door and found it unlocked.

A dressing table with a mirror was the focal point of
the room. The mirror was surrounded by a ribbon of
lights, like those in a backstage dressing room. The bride’s
street clothes were thrown around the room and Margot
noticed that the bride, like Margot, wore size four slim,
Gap jeans. Margot looked at herself in the mirror and
wondered at the difference between twenty-three and
fifty.

Nothing. More money, more power, more peace.
What have I lost? Margot made a list in her head.

1) Giddiness.

2) Poverty.

3) Inexperience.

4) The ability to make the wrong choice quickly.

5) A wide-open playing field full of bad options,
dead ends, and heartaches that obscure the right paths.

6) An inability to focus.

7) The possibility of wasting fifteen years discover-
ing that one has married the wrong man.

Nothing worth keeping on that list, Margot thought.
I'm at least twenty-five years older than this woman that
Teddy is marrying. In those years I've gained so much;
surely I've lost something too. Margot looked at herself in



The Tuesday Erotica Coub 151

the lighted mirror. She had to twist and lean to see her
face, but declared to herself that there was very little dif-
terence between the flashing white of the bride and the
deep mature turquoise of her guest. She pulled out the
chair and tried to sit in it, but the bondage of spandex was
stronger than Margot’s will. She just couldn’t bend it.

There was a door at the other end of the room,
slightly ajar with something shiny on the other side. A
larger mirror, Margot hoped, full-length and well-lit.
Opening the door, she flipped on the lights and found a
small private toilet, with a door leading to another room.
Margot entered the bathroom and poked her head into
the room beyond. The rabbi’s private study. And this must
be the rabbi’s private bathroom, Margot thought. Well,
semi-private bathroom, as he obviously shares it with the
brides during their weddings.

Clearly the brides dominated the décor, as the tiny
room was wallpapered pink and one whole wall was taken
up with a floor-to-ceiling mirror. Margot stood there and
looked at her whole self. She thought she looked fabulous
and young. Still she was unsure. Of late, Margot had
grown increasingly farsighted and she had not brought
her glasses. She stepped back to get a more focused look.
And then another step brought the toilet up under her
knees. She stepped up onto the toilet to get the full effect
and scrutinized her loveliness for signs of decay.

The body is perfect, Margot declared. The face,
unlined after an excellent facelift. Her plastic surgeon had
recommended she gain a little weight, that at fifty she
had to choose between a tiny tush or a fuller, younger
looking face. Her dermatologist suggested the same,
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telling her that the creams he could recommend or pre-
scribe needed to be augmented by better, if not simply
more, nutrition. But after so many years of dieting,
Margot found food hard to swallow. When her primary
care physician gave her the lecture about brittle bones and
a potential dowager’s hump, Margot managed to slide an
extra pound or two onto her frame. The effect on her face
had been lovely.

So what is the big deal about young flesh, Margot
asked the mirror. Why would Trevor want Lux when he
could have me? The physical difference is in millimeters,
Margot told herself as she pictured the bride’s thin arms
stretching out of her spaghetti straps. The skin on those
arms had a tiny fraction of an inch more fat in the skin
and less on the muscle. The bride’s freckles are a few mil-
limeters smaller than mine and a few shades browner. Ok,
so she has girlish freckles and I'm starting to have the
spreading stain of age spots. Her hair is longer (no big
deal) and shinier. Margot covered the gray of her hair well
but could do nothing about the thick, wiry texture that
had replaced her own once-glossy mane. But that was just
hair. Everything else was totally camouflaged. And the
twenty-three-year-old bride had a little pouch of a belly
sticking out, while Margot’s belly was flat as spandex.

Suddenly Margot pulled the turquoise bias-cut
sheath off her body and dropped it to the bathroom door.
She stood on the rabbi’s toilet in her modified dominatrix
girdle and started to shake just a little. She suddenly felt
stuffed and fake. If she took a lover home tonight they’d
have to go in separate cabs so he wouldn't see her laid out
on the back seat like a dead fish because she could not
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bend enough to sit down. And hed have to give her at
least a half an hour head start so she could strip her gir-
dle off before he got there. Either that or make spandex
tug-of-war into sexual foreplay.

Margot started to wiggle and shake and tug the gir-
dle off her breasts. The right boob popped out like a
rounded hunk of Styrofoam bobbing up to the surface of
a lake. Struggling to free the left mammary, she started to
slip off the toilet, the spikes of her shoes unable to balance
on the curve of the toilet seat cover. As her legs flew out
from underneath her, the left breast popped out, sporting
red ribs where the spandex had dug in. Margot cried out
when her tailbone, unprotected by fat, hit hard on the
seat.

“You ok in there?” a girl’s cheerful voice cried out
from the bride’s room.

“Fine!” Margot called back as she locked both the
doors into the room. Sitting was better anyway. She could
slide the rest of her bondage down her body. The waist
rolled off easily and, although the tush required a bit of
bump and grind, it was Margot’s feet that clung hardest
to the girdle. It finally came off, turned totally inside out
with both her shoes trapped inside it.

Breathing and sitting comfortably for the first time
all night, Margot smiled. She snatched her dress off the
floor and flung it over her head, glad of the tousle it made
of her hair. No more hair spray, Margot told herself. Let
it fly and be free. Margot reapplied her lipstick and put on
her shoes. She was ready to get out there, sit down and
have a good time. She stepped back onto the toilet to look
at the full effect of her transformation and began to weep.
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(( ‘§O, WHAT ARE YOU wearing?’ David asks.

Nothing,” Grace says even though she has on jeans and a
T=shirt.

On the couch, Grace reaches down the front of her jeans.

So2 What are you doing to me now?’ she wants to know.

I'm pulling your body into mine, and I'm tracing my
hand along your inner thigh. Do you like it2’ he asks

T love it. 'Tell me about my breasts,” Grace says.”

“I thought the group decided to move away from erot-
ica and was writing about technology,” Aimee interrupted.

“It is about technology,” Brooke answered, looking up
from her manuscript.

“How is it about technology?”

“They’re having sex on the phone.”

“Oh. I get it. I didn’t get that, Brooke. You have to
make it clearer in the first paragraph or I'm just con-
tused,” Margot said.

“Confused? Really? About what?”

“Well, I'm wondering why he’s not touching her,”
Margot said.
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“Didn’t I make that clear?” Brooke asked.

“Not to me. Aimee, did you get that it was phone
sex?”

“No. Not at the beginning,” Aimee agreed, although
that wasn’t the point she was trying to make.

“I mean,” Margot continued, “I thought it might be
something, some barrier between them, because he was
touching his penis and she was looking out the window.”

“Actually,” Aimee said, “I liked that part.”

“He’s holding his penis and she’s looking out the win-
dow doesn’t just scream phone sex?” Brooke asked.

“Nope. Not for me,” Margot said.

“I thought when he said, ‘What are you wearing,” that
it was such a classic phone sex line that the situation was
understood,” Brooke said.

“Oh yeah, that’s a phone sex line,” Margot said,
thinking about it. “But you know, Aimee and I still both
missed it, so maybe it’s not enough of a clue. I think we
would enjoy the whole piece more if the phone sex thing
was clear from the beginning. Although I like the idea of
burning desire at odds with physical limitations yet they
manage to get themselves off with what they have at
hand, no pun intended.”

“I guess I could spell it out.”

“I think you should.”

“Can you really get off on phone sex?” Aimee asked,
wondering if there was some possibility of reaching across
her belly and the miles to Tokyo. Sex had held them
together through poverty; maybe sex could work its magic
against his sudden prosperity.

“Yeah. I mean it’s not the best. I suggested phone sex
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to this guy I had in Paris and he answered ‘ma sex n'est pas
si long,” or roughly translated, ‘my penis isn’t long enough,’
you know I mean to cross the Atlantic. It was funny at the
time. Why is everyone so quiet?”

Lux did not stand apologetically at the door and wait
to be invited in. She opened the conference room door,
entered, and sat down.

“Sorry I'm late.”

They had not spoken to Lux since the hair-pulling
episode. She called in sick the Tuesday prior (and had, in
fact, been looking very run-down and tired lately). She
never did show up for the wedding, according to Brooke,
who had stayed drinking and dancing as late as the syna-
gogue would allow. Aimee had grown tired and split
around 11 p.m. Margot disappeared before dinner.

Lux sat down at the conference table and took out
her notebook and a pencil.

“Good to see you,” Brooke said.

Aimee glared at Brooke. Aimee had said she didn’t
want Lux in the writers’ group anymore. She thought it
was too dangerous. Lux was too dangerous. Lux didn’t
know how to behave. And so they decided to stop invit-
ing Lux. They would continue to meet, but not tell Lux
when and where. And yet, here was Lux taking her
place at the head of the table. Brooke looked very
pleased.

“Um,” Lux said, “thanks. I, ah, haven’t had a chance
to write anything cuz I've been busy with something and
Brooke said youd switched to writing about technology
so I'm gonna have to think about that for a while but I,
you know, I'm gonna listen if that’s ok.”
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“Why didn’t you come to the wedding?” Brooke
asked Lux.

“What wedding?” Lux replied, looking at them
blankly.

“Saturday night. Teddy’s wedding,” Brooke pressed.

“I don’t know anyone named Teddy.”

“Trevor’s son, Teddy,” Margot said it a little too loud,
as if Lux should know. And a second later Lux under-
stood. Trevor had a son named Teddy and Teddy had got-
ten married over the weekend and everyone in the room,
except Lux, had been invited.

“Oh right, Teddy,” Lux said with unusual composure.
“Why would I be invited to Teddy’s wedding?”

Well you're fucking his dad, aren’t you, was the
thought Margot did not share with the group.

“Don’t feel bad,” Aimee said.

“Why should I feel bad?”

“I mean, it’s just the way it goes.” Aimee kept talking
even though she had nothing to add.

“Just the way what goes?”

“Just the way men are,” Aimee said flatly, although
the words were thick with meaning. Lux wondered if
Aimee was doing that thing called “irony” that she'd been
reading about. Irony was a tricky thing, and Lux was
struggling to understand it.

“Ok, so who’s presenting today?” Lux said, also flat,
but devoid of irony. She just wanted to get on with it.

“Brooke,” Margot informed her. “Something about
Grace and David and they’re about to have sex.”

“I thought we moved on to technology,” Lux said.

“Phone sex,” Margot and Brooke said at the same time.
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“Ok, I'm just not quite ready to give up the previous
topic,” Brooke said defensively.

“It’s all right by me,” Lux said.

“You're barely a human being.”

Aimee said it and, although it seemed like a non
sequitur to the rest of the women, it flowed perfectly from
the line of thoughts in Aimee’s head that went from (a)
she doesn’t belong here, to (b) she never once apologized
for what she did to me, to (c) Trevor’s fucking her but
didn’t invite her to his son’s wedding and she doesn’t even
care.

Lux sighed. She looked out the window and won-
dered if this writers’ group, which had been so full of
promise, was going to fall apart or become a stupid waste
of time, just like everything else. Aimee’s furious com-
ment bounced off Lux because Lux did not doubt that
she was, in fact, a human being. She immediately under-
stood that Aimee hated her (but who cares), wanted her
to leave the room (which she would do when she was
good and ready), and that there was no danger of physi-
cal violence. That meant, to Lux, that she could do as she
pleased. So Lux sat in her chair and stared blankly at
Aimee, waiting for her to say something interesting,
something that had meaning.

“You're an idiot!” Aimee started. “How can you let
him use you like that? How can you have so little concern
tor yourself, for your body. He’s just using you for sex.”

“You think?” Lux said laughing. Of course Trevor
wanted her for sex. Every man she'd ever known wanted
her for sex. What did Aimee think she and Trevor were
doing together? Washing windows? And suddenly the
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ball dropped for her, but on another subject entirely. Is
this what was meant by irony?

“No, I think he loves you,” Aimee answered, using
irony too subtle for Lux to understand. “Yeah. I think he’s
so lonely after his divorce that all he wants is to get mar-
ried again and you're the perfect wife number two because
you're so young and beautiful and full of life. You can give
him that second family that he’s longed for now that his
children are grown up and out of the nest. He loves you
because you're so special, Lux, and all he wants is to make
you his very own.”

Lux’s blood ran a little cold at the very thought of
it. Belonging to someone was slavery as far as Lux
knew, and she was doing everything possible to own
herself. Just yesterday morning Trevor had grilled her
about where she’'d been all weekend, wanting to come
help her take care of her sick but fictional friend. He
wanted to know why she was so tired when she came
back to him on Sunday night, who she'd been with,
what she'd done.

“Aimee,” Brooke said, cautioning her old friend
against pushing Lux too hard.

“Yeah, that’s enough. Let’s call it. Maybe we’ll get
together again next week,” Margot said.

“Im sorry,” Aimee reflected. “I'm just being honest.
So the poor girl doesn’t waste her time.”

Margot, planning a quick exit, gathered up her
things. She didn’t want to look at anyone so she kept her
eyes glued to the table where they raced over Lux’s open
notebook. There she saw a list of words written in Lux’s

childish scrawl:
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Louis the 14th—some french king

pat-ay—some kind of food? or drink???

To throw caution to the wind—not giving a fuck

brazeer—a fancy word for bra

la-siv-ee-us—(sexy? dirty?)

Ha! thought Margot, she’s using us for vocabulary
insights. She’ll never find the meanings of those words
until she learns how to spell them. Someone should help
her with the spelling.

Aimee pushed passed Margot on her way out the
door, leaving Brooke and Lux alone in the conference
room. Brooke smiled at Lux.

“Sorry,” Brooke said. “She’ll get over it. I'll have a talk
with her.”

“Forget about it. It’s not important.”

“Yes, it 15.”

“What? That some girl don’t like me? I got my own
road.”

Brooke looked at Lux and decided to do whatever she
could to become Lux’s friend. Not because she thought
she could help Lux, but because Lux was so damn inter-
esting. Because Brooke visualized everything in the world
as graphics that might lead to paintings, she imagined
Lux’s naked body in the lower right-hand corner of a
large canvas, her skin glowing against the long red rib-
bons of stories that flowed freely and luxuriously from her
head, becoming everything else in the painting, from the
red couch that she reclined on to the roses in a glass vase
on a table.

“You, ah,” Lux started, “do you want to read your
thing to me?”
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“Nah.” Brooke sighed. “The mood’s gone.”

“Yeah.”

“Im sorry about Aimee,” Brooke said.

“Yeah, whatever. I crashed her club, her personal art
party and she’s pissed. Whatever, I needed to hear the
words.”

“Our words?”

“The stories.”

“Why don’t you just read a book?” Brooke asked.

“Cuz books don’t have any mistakes in them. They’re
so cleaned up but when, like, when, you know you’re read-
ing and it’s something you just wrote and you're excited
about it and you're reading it out loud for maybe the first
time and the good parts are really good and, let’s say you
get to like, a dull part, something you didn’t know was
going to be dull, and as you're reading it you know it just
don’t work, and we know that it don’t work and you're like
embarrassed because it’s happening right now and we'’re
listening and wow, there’s like all this drama going on in
the room, and that...”

Lux stopped speaking so she could think for a
minute.

“I need that drama,” she continued. “I like it. I need
that kind of contact and human stuft to live. And I don’t
care if you guys don't like me. It’s not like youre gonna
break my fingers or anything.”

Brooke laughed at the absurdity of breaking Lux’s
fingers.

“No,” Brooke agreed, “your fingers are safe with us.”

“Yeah. Well. Thanks. I gotta go. If the club meets

next week I'm gonna be here and fuck Aimee. And I
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mean that last part metaphorical, not literal.”

“Metaphorical/y. Literal/y. Theyre adverbs, not
adjectives. They describe how you mean, or rather how
you don’t mean to fuck Aimee. Respectively.”

Lux opened her notebook and added a new thought
about adverbs to her list of discoveries she didn’t fully
understand and needed to consider further. She also
added the word “respectively.”

“Thanks,” she said, slamming her book shut. Brooke
gathered up her things and wanted to ask Lux if she
would come model for her. It would mean traveling and
giving up several evenings or weekends to sit in the stu-
dio. Brooke decided to start out with something kind to
make Lux feel good before she invited her to come out to
the studio.

“Listen, don’t worry, Lux,” Brooke earnestly said.
“You're a special girl. 'm sure Trevor really loves you very
much and he does want you all for his own.”

“You think?” Lux asked, fear replacing irony.

Brooke was trying to be kind and so she warmly said,
“Oh yeah, honey, I'm absolutely sure of it.”

The women gathered their things and walked
together towards the door. Pulling the handle, Lux swung
too hard and it banged against the opposite wall, leaving
a deep gouge in the drywall the size of the doorknob.
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IT WAS JUST SO damn sweet,” Aimee said to Brooke as
she waddled out of her apartment building into the
warmth of the summer day.

“Honey, don’t think about it,” Brooke said, but Aimee
could not stop her brain from rerunning the episode again
and again. They stepped onto the street and Brooke slid
her sunglasses onto her nose to escape the great, bright,
golden sunshine. Aimee fumbled in her purse looking for
glasses that would hide the dampness of her eyes. As they
walked, Aimee retold the tale.

“I mean, he actually fainted,” Aimee said. “Not right
away, but after in the waiting room, and practically at my
feet. He said it was because he saw the needle come so
close to the baby on the monitor screen and he just pan-
icked. Even though his wife and their baby were perfectly
safe.”

“Some husbands are just more, I don’t know, Aimee.
All husbands are different. That woman’s husband prob-
ably faints a lot.”

“Yes, but not all husbands take a call in the middle of
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the amniocentesis,” Aimee said as she shoved her sun-
glasses aside and blew her nose.

“He didn’t!” Brooke said and stopped in the middle of
the sidewalk to turn to her friend.

“As the needle was going in,” Aimee admitted.

“What did you do?”

“Well, I started to cry. And he asked me if the needle
hurt me! Can you believe it?”

“Did it?”

“What?”

“Hurt?”

“Well, some. I mean it’s a huge, fat needle. But not
enough to make you cry.”

“So what did you do?”

“I told him to get the hell off the phone.”

“Did he?”

“He did. T gotta go, Sheila-darling,” he says. T'll call
you back later.”

“Who is Sheila-darling?” Brooke asked suspiciously.

“His agent. She’s a tall, older lesbian. Steel gray buzz
cut. Horn-rimmed glasses. Barks when she talks. Not that
it matters who it was.”

“I'm so sorry, Aimee.”

“I called a divorce lawyer,” Aimee admitted.

“Can you divorce a guy for talking too much on his
cell phone?” Brooke asked. And then, “What'd he say?”

“He gave me some idea of what I can expect in terms
of child support, alimony.”

“No, I meant, what did your husband say,” Brooke
asked.

“My husband got on a plane last night for Ecuador to
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shoot girls in bikinis. From there he’s going on to
Bucharest for a car commercial and then back to Tokyo
for more rock bands.”

“Did you tell him you wanted a divorce?” asked
Brooke.

Brooke stopped in front of a small, charming Italian
café on Cherry Lane. She opened the door and motioned
Aimee inside.

“Come on, the party is in the back,” Brooke said.

“I told him I was thinking about it. That I'd had
enough and that he had to be here for me during the
pregnancy,” Aimee said as she walked to the back of the
café, keeping an eye out for pastel streamers and paper
cutouts of storks. “So he hands me this check for
$26,000.”

“That’s a lot of money,” Brooke said.

“That’s just one paycheck for the last month he
worked in Tokyo. Gives me a speech about how expensive
it is to raise a kid. He says how can I chuck seven years of
good times when he’s trying to be responsible. He says
he’s inches away from being famous and that’s why he has
to be on it all the time. I'm glad he’s doing well. I mean,
$26,000 is a lot for one month. Still, the test took all of
twenty minutes. He could have turned off his frigging
phone.”

Aimee stopped when she saw Margot waving at her
from a booth in the back of the restaurant. The table was
set for three. There were no pastel streamers and no paper
cutouts on the table. Not that Aimee wanted streamers
and decorations; she just expected something more than a
back booth set for three.



166  Lisa Beth Kovets

“Is this it?” she said to Brooke, trying to look happy
about the minute attendance at her baby shower.

“Uh-huh,” Brooke grunted and sat down.

“We ordered for you already,” Margot said. “We’re all
having pasta.”

Aimee stood there, wondering where her mother was.
Her mother offered constant love and support. She once
drove from north Jersey to lower Manhattan in the mid-
dle of the night because Aimee’s purse, along with her
house keys and home address, had been stolen and Aimee
was afraid to stay alone in the apartment. Certainly she
would show up for Aimee’s baby shower. Had Brooke
forgotten to invite her? Where was Brooke’s mother?
Where were the friends from college whom she just
assumed would be flying in from the Midwest? This was
her baby shower? Where was the celebration?

“Come sit down,” Brooke said, and eventually, Aimee
took a seat in the booth, opposite Margot.

“My mother said she was coming,” Aimee murmured
as she looked about the restaurant, hoping to see a famil-
iar face.

“She’s stuck in traffic,” Margot said as she slid a piece
of paper across the table to Aimee.

“This is my gift,” Margot said.

Aimee unfolded the thin piece of glossy paper to
reveal an advertisement for an electronic baby monitor
torn from a magazine.

“Top of the line,” Margot assured her. “I had it deliv-
ered to your apartment. Less to carry.”

“Thanks,” Aimee said. She just assumed when

Brooke said “baby shower” that she would spend the day
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as the center of attention, opening too many beautifully
wrapped gifts. She would have liked to be awed by the
generosity and care that her friends put into picking out
things for her baby. She even wanted to wear a silly hat
made of bows stuck on a paper plate.

“I was telling Margot about that photo you wanted to
shoot,” Brooke said, interrupting Aimee’s well-deserved
moment of internal self-pity.

“What photo was that?” Aimee asked.

“Yesterday on the phone. You started to tell me you
wanted to shoot a pair of lovers, but we got interrupted
and you didn’t tell me the rest of it.”

“Oh, right. Well. I mean, maybe after the baby, I
guess, I had this idea to shoot a man and a woman,
embraced, kissing, touching, but I want the camera to be
placed somewhere almost between them, as it were,”
Aimee said, happy to be distracted away from everything
her baby shower lacked.

“Well, how would you do that?” Margot asked.
“Would you put the camera between their bodies and
then I don’t know, set a timer? That’s how Brooke
thought you might do it.”

“No, no. I'd build a platform out of Lucite.”

“Oh! Wow, sure. That would work. How would you
build it?” Brooke asked.

“Well, um, I suppose if I had a carpenter at my dis-
posal I would build a proper platform, except the floor of
the platform would be see-through. But if it was just me,
it could be just a couple of cinderblocks with a piece of
clear, heavy plastic lying across it. The models would lie
on the plastic, and I'd be underneath them.”
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“So, it would have to be at least three feet high, right
Aimee?” Brooke asked. “So you could get that belly under
it.”

“Well, yeah. I mean, if I were going to do it now. But
it’s really just a fantasy,” Aimee admitted.

“It would have to be good quality. Very clear, clean
plastic,” Margot said to Brooke.

“And what kind of camera?”

“Gee, I like my 35mm. It’s fast. But, I mean, if we’re
talking about the fantasy shoot, I think I'd like to try out
a digital camera. One of those huge mega-pixel cameras,
so you could blow the image up really big.”

“Nikon?” Brooke asked.

“Well, I am a Nikon girl,” Aimee said, laughing, try-
ing to make the most of her afternoon with girlfriends.

“Excuse me, I need to use the restroom,” Margot
announced abruptly. Aimee watched Margot head over to
the toilets. She saw her whip out her cell phone and start
dialing long before she got to the bathroom door.

“What’s with her?” Aimee asked Brooke.

“She’s got a bladder the size of a peanut, I guess,”
Brooke said, laughing. “Not me, I can hold it all day. I'm
a camel-bladder.”

“I used to be a camel, now I'm a peanut. So I know
how it is,” Aimee said, sympathetic to Margot’s toilet-
ward flight.

The waiter came with salads and Margot returned
from the restroom looking very pleased with herself.

“Shouldn’t we wait for my mom?” Aimee asked as her
friends dug into their lunch.

“She’s gonna meet us back at the...” Brooke began.
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“At your apartment,” Margot interrupted. “She called
while I was in the washroom. Traffic’s so bad she’s going
right to your apartment.”

“Oh,” said Aimee, “that’s too bad.”

Aimee picked at her salad, but polished off the pasta
and a piece of cake. Margot took several more calls on her
cell phone during their lunch. Although she was polite
enough to rise up from the table and take the call pri-
vately, Aimee wished she would shut the damn thing off.
Brooke tried to cover for Margot with charming conver-
sations and gossip about old friends. It still stung though,
that Toby and Ellen and Connie had not come out for her
party. Even Brooke’s mother could have gotten into the
car and made it into the city. All too quickly Aimee’s baby
shower was over. Margot and Brooke split the check and
then hurried her out of the restaurant.

“T'll see you guys later,” Margot said as she jumped
into a cab.

“Well then, see you later,” Aimee said to the disap-
pearing red taillights of Margot’s taxi. It was then that
Aimee realized Margot was wearing blue jeans and flat
shoes. That’s odd, Aimee thought as she turned and
headed for home. Margot never wore blue jeans. Brooke
was already hanging an arm out for her own cab.

“T'll see you, Brooke,” Aimee said. “Thanks for
lunch.”

“No, no,” Brooke insisted, “your mom called. She’s in
Soho. Wants us to meet her there.”

“My mother doesn’t know anyone in Soho.”

“Really? Well, she called from a place on Wooster

Street. Says she wants us to meet her there, ok?”
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“My mother is on Wooster?” Aimee asked.

“Yeah.”

Aimee tried to imagine her suburban mother with
her A-line skirt and tucked-under hairdo standing on
Wooster Street in Soho, staring at the upscale freaky peo-
ple as they walked by.

“Uh, could you ask her to meet me at my apartment?
I'm kind of tired,” Aimee said. And then she didn’t say,
and I'm really disappointed in your idea of a baby shower
and I want to go home and get into bed.

“Well, you can rest your eyes in the cab,” Brooke told
her. “We gotta get over to Wooster Street and meet your
mother.”

“Fine,” Aimee said as she heaved her belly into the
open door of the taxi. She sat there and did not move.
Did not slide herself down the seat so Brooke could get
in too. In the end, Brooke had to run around to the other
side of the taxi to get in.

“Sixty-four Wooster,” Brooke told the driver as she
slammed the door shut.

They arrived in Soho and found Aimee’s mother
standing on the sidewalk in her denim A-line skirt and
comfortable shoes. She had a big black camera bag on her
shoulder and a cell phone stuck to her ear.

“This is Mama Bird, the Eagle has landed,” Aimee
thought she heard her mother say into the little phone
before snapping it shut.

“Hi Mom,” Aimee said as she threw her belly out of
the cab. “Why weren't you at my lunch?”

“I needed to pick up a few things—" Aimee’s mother
began, and when a panicked Brooke frantically mimed
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turning a steering wheel behind Aimee’s back, added,
“and the traffic was really bad across the bridge.”

“Oh,” said Aimee, who had not seen Brooke’s bad
acting, “well, what do you want to do?”

“I need a cup of coffee.”

“Ok,” Aimee said, “but a quick one. I'm a little tired.”

“Come this way,” Brooke said and ushered Aimee
into a doorway on the street. While Aimee chatted with
her mother, Brooke’s finger leaned towards the third floor
buzzer. Before she could hit it though, a well-muscled
man opened the door. He was carrying a carpenter’s tool-
box and he nodded to Brooke as he let them into the
building.

“It’s all set,” the carpenter said as he left the building.

Brooke looked away and Aimee assumed the carpen-
ter was either schizophrenic or talking into a really, really
small cell phone.

“Where are we going?” Aimee asked.

“Third floor,” her mother said.

“It’s a private café that just opened,” Brooke said as
she swung open the door.

“Oh, that’s interesting,” Aimee said. At another time
she might have been more curious, more suspicious as to
what her friend was planning, but the pregnancy and the
disappointing baby shower and her general fatigue com-
bined to allow her to focus on only one thing at a time.
At the moment, Aimee was looking at Brooke’s shoes.

“I don’t think I've ever seen you wear sneakers before,
Brooke.”

“Really?”

“Really.”
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“I wear them. Sometimes.”

Aimee allowed herself to be ushered into the door-
way of 64 Wooster Street. She didn’t ask “What the heck
are we doing?” or “Are private café’s legal?” as they rode
the elevator up to the third floor.

“What are those?” Aimee asked still fixating on
Brooke’s shoes. “Are those Tretorns?”

“Keds,” Brooke said with a smile.

“Wow, Keds,” Aimee said suddenly filled with mis-
placed emotion for Brooke’s sneakers. “That’s so sweet.”

“You ok, baby?” her mother asked as they got off the
elevator.

“Just tired,” Aimee said. She planned to spill the
whole story to her mother later, when they were alone in
her apartment. She would tell her about his blasé attitude
at the amniocentesis, about the second-rate baby shower,
about how joy, like a bad boyfriend who didn’t know how
to return a phone call, seemed to be avoiding her lately.

“This way,” Brooke instructed as she lead them to a
door marked 3F. She opened the door and entered.
Aimee and her mother followed.

Shuffle, whisper, shuffle and then the lights jumped
on.

“Surprise,” shouted a chorus of friends. Margot was
there, and Ellen from college, and Toby from high school.
Surrounded by a band of smiling girlfriends and her
mother, Aimee, for a moment, felt the love she had been
longing for.

“Oh! Oh!” Aimee gasped. “Here you are! Toby! Oh
my gosh, you lost so much weight! Ellen! How are you?”

Aimee hugged and kissed all of them, except the two



The Tuesday Erotica Coub 173

people she didn’t know, a man and a woman, sitting on
stools, dressed in bathrobes. They chatted with each other
near the window.

“Why didn’t you all just come to the restaurant?”
Aimee asked. “We could have had lunch there.”

“This 1sn’t lunch, Aimee,” Brooke said.

“This is work,” Margot said as she handed her a dig-
ital camera.

“These are a little dusty,” Aimee’s mother scolded as
she swung Aimee’s camera bag off her shoulder.

“I got the Nikon D70,” Margot said. “I don’t know if
it’s good, or what you want, but when you added that
thing about wanting to try out a digital, we were a little
unprepared so I had to take whatever they had at the
rental place.”

Aimee turned the beautiful camera over in her hands.

“When did I say I wanted to try out a digital cam-
era?” Aimee said, almost whispering.

“Today at lunch. Two lovers, entwined, shot from
somewhere within their tangle of bodies,” Brooke rattled
off as if it were a menu item and not an aesthetic descrip-
tion. It was then that Aimee looked around and realized
she was not in just any loft on Wooster Street. It was a
photo studio. One of the white walls on the far side of the
room folded gently into the white floor giving the illusion
of endless space. There were scrims and lighting trees all
around waiting for her to call them to action. And her
friends were there, all standing around in jeans and T-
shirts and comfortable shoes, happy to assist her in mak-
ing some pictures.

“We figured this would be more fun for you than



174 Lisa Beth Kovety

lunch and a bunch of pastel-wrapped presents,” Brooke
said when Aimee stood there, staring at them. And then
the tears started.

“Oh my god! Oh my god! You guys are so great. Oh!
This is wonderful! Oh wow!” Aimee gushed and cried the
skin cream right off her face. Everybody had to be hugged
and kissed and told how wonderful they were all over
again before Aimee was ready to get to work. The sight of
the Lucite platform, built to Aimee’s specifications,
elicited more tears and sniffles.

“There’s another shoot coming in at seven,” Margot
warned, “so you better not start crying again.”

The models at the window stopped chatting and shed
their bathrobes, revealing two beautiful naked bodies.

“Ok, ok, let’s go then,” Aimee began and her mind
began to click in that oh so pleasant way. “I want the soft
box over here, and Toby, if you could get me a card to
bounce some light. Margot, stand by with the digital. I'm
going to start with my own camera. Ellen, will you load
for me?”

“What do you want us to do?” the naked model asked
Aimee.

“Onto the platform and we’ll start with some kiss-
ing,” Aimee instructed.

Lying underneath two naked strangers in a plastic
box made Aimee feel sweaty, young, and strong. The old
groove came back and she clicked and shouted instruc-
tions and encouragement. She was looking for an image
that described what it was like to be inside passion. The
models, who did not know each other before entering the

studio, straddled and squatted and licked each other. The
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man had a nipple ring and the woman was pierced in an
even wider variety of places. They started off being rough,
and even a little cold with each other. Aimee went with it
for a while, but that wasn't where she wanted to end up.

“What’s your name?” Aimee asked the naked, pierced
woman.

“Enid,” she said.

“Ok, Enid, this is Brock. Is that your real name,
Brock?”

“Uh, no. It’s my professional name,” he said.

“What’s your real name?”
“Tom.”

“Ok. Tom, this is Enid. Be kind to her.”

Aimee’s simple instruction relaxed the models. With
an eye on the clock, Aimee found the moments she was
looking for as the hands swept from 4:30 to 7 p.m.

“I gotta call it,” Brooke said. “The next booking is
coming up the elevator.”

Aimee smiled. She wrapped her arms around Brooke
and hugged her.

“Thanks,” she said. “This was great.”

“Ok, guys,” Brooke called to their friends. “That’s a
wrap. Come on back to Aimee’s and we’ll look at what we
shot today.”

Back at Aimee’s, Margot, with some help from
Aimee’ mother, plugged the digital Nikon directly into
Aimee’s big TV. The images of Aimee’s creation flicked
by, showing a hard woman growing soft.

“That one,” Aimee shouted, pointing to the image on
the screen. “That’s the one I want. What number is it?

Could someone mark it down for me, please?”



176  ZLisa Beth Kovets

“I like the way she’s kind of stretching her body to
find where he’s touching her,” Toby said.

“And the shadow of him falling across her is terrific,”
Brooke commented.

Only Aimee’s mother seemed disturbed about the day.
She had separated herself from the black-clad mass of
Aimee’s friends, fixed herself a plate of food and wandered
over to inspect the pile of pastel-colored baby presents.

“You alright, Mrs. C.?” Brooke asked.

“Yes, I'm fine.”

“You seem upset.”

“Well, it’s just that. Well. I just can’t understand why
a woman would want that,” Aimee’s mother said.

“You mean a photo shoot instead of a baby shower?”
Brooke asked.

“No, I mean a pierced earring on her woo-woo,”
Aimee’s mother said with a nod to Enid, who was sitting
in a quiet corner of Aimee’s apartment chatting inti-
mately with Tom.

“Well,” Brooke began and then paused as if she were
actually considering the full spectrum of psychological
impulses that would cause a woman to pierce the lips of
her vagina, “I think a clip-on would just hurt too much.”

Aimee’s mother laughed.

“And besides, you know, clip-ons can be so gaudy,”
Brooke added, causing Aimee’s mother to guffaw again.

“Do you think Aimee’s happy with the baby shower?”
Aimee’s mother asked.

“Let’s go find out,” Brooke said as she walked
Aimee’s mother across the apartment and joined the
chattering on the couch.
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“Are you happy with what you shot?” Brooke asked
Aimee.

“Oh yes. There’s one in particular that I'm going to
blow up huge,” Aimee said. “Thank you for the day. It was
perfect.”

“Come get something to eat,” Brooke said.

“Oh, like I haven't been shoving it in all day long,”
Aimee said.

Aimee sat on the couch with her friends and ate and
opened presents. They oohed and ahhed over the little
clothes and toys, and one by one they left the apartment.
Toby had a train to catch and Ellen was only passing
through the city on her way to Europe. In the end, after
kissing her mother and hugging Brooke and Margot,
Aimee was left alone in her big apartment with her belly
and her gifts and the fantastic photographs she created
that day. It was, Aimee would tell her mother on the
phone later that night, the best day ever.
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UX’S PENCIL STOPPED DEAD on her notebook. If

I wasn’t so afraid of bugs and mice, I would run

through the woods with the dog in the night. I could
break bones breaking chains that bind my arms to my side
and...And? The pencil tap-tapped on the word “and.”
She didn’t know what else to write after “and.” The word
seemed to hang there. Sometimes she wrote “but” instead
of “and.” Still the next phrase would not materialize in
brain or on paper. The images had been chasing her for
weeks and she had come to believe that when she found
the rest of the words she would know what to do about
her life, at least for a little while.

Trevor entered from the bedroom in a bathrobe, half
his face still showing the pillow marks. He padded sleep-
ily around his kitchen, poured himself a glass of juice, and
stared at Lux while he drank it.

“Where have you been lately, sweetheart?”

Lux kept her eyes on her notebook. It all starts out so
good until you come to “where you been, bitch?” Trevor

spoke softly, used the proper helping verb (“have”), a
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gentle endearment (“sweetheart”) and the extra word
(“lately”), which implied a more random request for
information. But that didn’t make it any better for Lux. In
Lux’s experience, any conversation that starts with
“Where you been” ends with a bruise on the arm or a bite
on the ass.

“I told you already, I was helping Jonella with the
baby cuz she’s been sick.”

“Yes, but...”

“That’s what happened,” Lux said so firmly he knew
she was hiding something.

“I understand but, um, is everything ok?”

“Yes,” Lux said.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Trevor, everything is ok, why the fuck didn’t you
invite me to your son’s wedding?”

Trevor stopped as guilt hit him square in the face. I
didn’t invite her to the wedding and now the little bunny
is angry with me, he thought as he misunderstood what
she was saying. Trevor believed that because Lux was
shouting at him about being left out of the party that she
was angry at him about being left out of the party. It was
not true. Lux couldn’t give a rat’s ass about Teddy’s wed-
ding. Lux was afraid and she was doing her best to avoid
getting hit, or even worse, bitten.

“Parry” was one of the vocabulary words on Lux’s list
of concepts and phrases that she wished to own and oper-
ate. Once she got the right spelling and found a diction-
ary, she learned that it means 1) to ward off weapon or
attack; 2) to avoid answering a question directly. Every
fight Lux ever had, even the battles she won, ended with
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a new bruise on her body because she had never heard the
word “to parry” and therefore did not understand that she
could also defend herself by moving away. She liked the
concept and was working on perfecting it. Her inquiry as
to the location of her wayward wedding invitation was a
defense disguised as an attack. This was far too compli-
cated for Trevor to understand. Nor should he be
expected to.

“The wedding. Yes. Damn, Lux, I'm sorry. That was
a horrible mistake. Is that why you're angry? The invita-
tions went out weeks and weeks ago and my wife wrote
up the guest list and, oh bunny, it was an awful night. You
would have had a terrible time. I had a terrible time. But
I should have brought you.”

“T wouldn’t have come, Trevor. I don’t want to meet
your ex-wife or your kids or any of those kinda of people
in your life. Do you understand? I don’t want to meet
them.”

“Oh. I see.”

He didn’t see. All he saw was Lux pushing away from
him. He assumed she was disappointed with the realiza-
tion of his limitations. She'd obviously seen the reality of
his age and the smallness of his status in the world.

She appeared at his door last night looking tired and
sweaty. Her hands were chapped and raw, as if she'd been
swimming for too long or washing something in harsh
detergents. He'd rubbed cream on her palms and fingers
before he took her out to dinner. Over burgers and beer
she quizzed him, first about compound interest, then
Mozart, then how the stock market worked. What did
the word “respectively” mean and how did you spell it. He
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knew all the answers and delighted in telling her how
smart he was. Then they came home and made love in his
bed. He fell asleep blissful.

At 9 a.m., she had jumped up out of his bed and
made several calls to Carlos. They discussed paint and the
location of keys. Trevor burned, knowing that Carlos was
an old lover, an old, younger lover. He rolled over and
tried to forget it. He closed his eyes and searched for her
in his bed, but she was already gone. Up and about and
getting ready for the day.

When he finally dragged himself out of bed, Trevor
found his little bunny sitting at the table in the dining
room, in love with her notebook, rereading the same
page. She sat, comfortable in a panties and T-shirt as only
a young woman could be, scratching her pencil around
the page, half-naked and not paying any attention to him.
And now this fight about the wedding. He wished hed
just invited her.

Trevor put down his glass of orange juice and crossed
the apartment in three steps. He kneeled down on the
floor next to Lux and grabbed her hand a little too hard.
She pulled it away.

“What did you say to Carlos today?”

“Nothing much.”

“Why did you have to call him so early.”

“He’s, ah, painting something for...my mom. I was
supposed to let him into the...her house so he needs to
know where keys are.”

“Why don’t I take you shopping today,” Trevor said,
employing his own awkward parry in response to her hes-
itant answer.
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“No. I don’t wanna,” she said, not really looking at
him. “I got stuff to do. And I still gotta get there and
make sure Carlos doesn’t fuck it up.”

Lux went back to her notebook, reading the first two
lines of her thoughts again, willing herself to find the
third line that would certainly set her free. Trevor stood
up, slowly as the floor had been hard on his knee. He had
to have her, had to keep her. He wanted to remind her of
how good it had been between them. He lifted up her
hair, still wet from the shower and kissed her neck.

“Trev...”

“What?”

“Don’t.”

“Why not?”

“Cuz.”

He slid his fingers down her hand and pulled the
pencil out of her fingers. He stood her up, turned her
around to face him and kissed her lips. He slid his hand
into the waistband of the panties as he licked her neck
and breasts, then her navel. He pulled off the lacy little
thong.

The possibility of finding the third, perfect line evap-
orated. Lux stared at the top of his head, knowing she was
meat. She didn’t have enough words yet to express the
nuances of what she was feeling at the moment so instead
she just mooed like a cow.

“Moo,” she said again as if the word meant some-
thing.

Trevor laughed, wondered if she was crazy. He took
her moo as a signal to proceed because that’s what he
wanted to do.
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Without the right words she could not hold or share
the feelings that were raging around in her head. Without
the right words the feelings couldn’t even become
thoughts that she could turn over and examine from any
angle other than desperation. Brooke had said that Trevor
loved her and wanted her for his own. But Carlos had
once owned her and it took a beat down from her brother
to get her freedom back. She did not want to be owned
by Trevor, did not want to be owned by anyone ever again.
Lux did not understand that the word “own” could be
used to both to describe a possession and to imply a sin-
gular love and so she could only assume they were both
equal to her experience of the word “own” when applied
to her understanding of “love.” That was a dark and ugly
place to be, something to be avoided at all costs. She
stood quietly and waited for Trevor’s love to end.

Trevor was the king of cunnilingus. He was sure his
wife had stayed with him several years longer than she
wanted to because of it. She hated him but wanted cus-
tody of his tongue. No judge was going to order him to
give it to his ex-wife every other weekend and so she had
hung on as long as she could. He would make desperate,
panicked love to her, hoping she would love his tongue
enough to overlook the rest of his faults. It was happen-
ing all over again as Trevor used everything he had in an
attempt to bind Lux to him to no avail.

She'd been here before. Not really in the mood. Other
things on her mind. Sometimes Carlos could get her
going, even when she didn’t want to be revved up and
turned over like a motor in his wrench. She stood there,

waiting. Maybe Trevor had that magic too. Maybe when
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it was over she'd be glad he had insisted, but for now she
was just mad. The thoughts and feeling were stuck in her
chest like food that goes down the wrong pipe. She stood
there letting him put his mouth in her crotch, waiting for
Trevor to do something interesting.

She’s a fucking mannequin, Trevor thought. When is
she going to touch me, even lightly? He ran his tongue
around the lips of her vagina and reaching the clitoris,
believed he felt a spark of interest lighting up in Lux. She
put her hands on his head at least and he took it as a sign
to go further and deeper. When she finally started mak-
ing some noise he pushed her back and entered her
quickly. She rocked and moaned but when he looked in
her eye the image reflecting back to Trevor was that of a
thief, a bore, a brute, and Trevor lost his erection imme-
diately.

Well, Lux thought, Mom said that happens a lot with
older guys.

“Sorry,” Lux said cautiously. She'd seen this part in a
couple of different movies, the part where the guy can't
get it up and so the girl gets killed. Trevor didn’t seem the
type, but wasn’t Diane Keaton surprised when Mr.
Goodbar started to beat her. Carlos could be really sweet
too when he wasn’t being a fucking asshole. You never
could tell with guys. Best to play it safe.

Lux slid out from under Trevor.

“That was great, really,” she said trying to sound
upbeat and satisfied. Trevor sat down hard on one of his
kitchen chairs. His naked body seemed to gray and lose
animation as it sank into the vivid blue vinyl of the seat.

Lux grabbed a quick shower, and then her keys.



The Tuesday Enotica Club. 185

“Tll call you later, Trevor,” she promised and bolted
for the door, heading out to meet Carlos and talk about
paint.



((ARE YOU OK?” MARGOT hissed at Aimee in the
darkness.

“Fine, yeah, fine,” Aimee whispered back as she
found her seat in the theater again. She was puking about
every four hours now, well up from last month’s record of
once or twice a day. The nausea was usually followed by
thirst and an irrational hunger for protein that gave
Aimee deep insight to all those vampire movies. She
glared at hot dogs with the lust of Dracula’s newly raised
bride. She finished chewing the slice of sugared ginger
that had been recommended by the health food store to
settle her stomach and then started on the strips of roast
beef she had smuggled with her into the movie theater.

“This is the best part,” she whispered to Margot as
Merry and Pippin set oft a burst of stolen fireworks and
Frodo, fearing the dragon had come to the shire to claim his
beloved uncle, sheltered the older hobbit as best he could.

“But, didn’t we just see these same characters come
back here from a long journey? And didn’t that short,
white-haired man...”
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“Hobbit.”

“What?”

“Bilbo is a hobbit.”

“Right. I knew that,” Margot said. “The Bilbo hob-
bitman, didn’t he just sail away with all those elves and
Frodo and the Gandalf guy? Why is he back?”

“Because,” Aimee whispered, “that was part three.
This is part one.”

Brooke’s head rolled too far forward and she woke
with a startled snort.

“Huh? Oh. Hey, remember I wanna party with every-
one on the island,” Brooke said and then fell right back to
sleep wedged between Aimee and Margot like the
Dormouse between the Mad Hatter and the March
Hare. Margot laughed and pushed Brooke’s mouth closed
so she would not snore.

“See, we came in at the tail end of part three and now
we're back to part one,” explained Aimee. “Now we get to
watch the whole thing from the beginning.”

“And that’s a good thing?” Margot asked, unsure of
the cost/benefit of such a time commitment.

Aimee nodded merrily and turned back to the screen.

Oh, why not, thought Margot as she dug into the
goodie bag she had smuggled into the theater.

Earlier that morning, Margot had been sitting at
home alone, feeling trapped, when she decided to call
Aimee.

“Help me!” she giggled when Aimee answered the
phone.

“What's up girl?” Aimee asked, glad to be of service
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to Margot.

“Im trapped in a circle, and I've got to get out before
I bankrupt myself!” Margot wailed, laughing at the same
time so Aimee wouldn’t be too freaked out by her need.

“What happened?” Aimee asked.

“Well, usually it’s not a problem but this month I just
could not pay off my entire credit card bill and so I
thought I would try to distance myself from my one true
love,” Margot began.

“And your one true love is who?” Aimee asked.

“Henri Bendel,” Margot said as if it were obvious.
“And so I made, not a spiritual choice, but an economic
one and decided to spend the morning in my own
kitchen, working on a new adventure for Atlanta Jane.”

“Excellent choice.”

“You'd think. So I start to make a very un-Margot-
like list of all the possible things my Atlanta Jane could
do. I start to type stuff like ride horses, save the town,
make love to Peter, confront a crooked sheriff, go shop-
ping.”

“Go shopping?” Aimee asked.

“Exactly. I'm sitting there, staring at the blinking
curser at the end of that delicious word ‘shopping.’
Atlanta Jane doesn’t go shopping. I go shopping. And the
thought whirled around in my brain in such a confusing
way that I got right up from my desk, put on my sandals
and went shopping.”

“What'd you get?” Aimee laughed.

“Something good, but something kind of disturbing
happened when I got to the store.”

“What?”
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“Ok, please don’t think I'm silly but it was like this
peace settled upon me as soon as I got out into the shops.
I was making good decisions, narrowing the field, creat-
ing a terrific outfit and the annoying work of being a full
human being kind of fell away.”

“That’s a problem?”

“Well, I'm not sure if I want shopping to be my best
and only friend. It was like the pleasure centers of my
brain were all ignited over a new pair of earrings. I bought
a fabulous gray-green suit with this green-gray blouse to
match.”

“That’ll go great with that string of peacock Tahitian
pearls you got last week.”

“Exactly. And then the sales girl scurried off to find
some shoe/purse ensembles that they had not even
unpacked yet.”

“I love when they scurry,” Aimee admitted.

“Oh god, yes! It makes me feel important, if only for
a moment or two. So I buy the whole outfit and race
home to try it on with the pearls. And here I am pranc-
ing around my apartment, and these thin elegant fabrics
teel like protective armor, like a new, better skin. And I'm
so happy and the problem of the day has been solved and
then guess what happens.”

“What?” Aimee asked and she really wanted to know.

“Atlanta Jane suddenly appears in my living room.”

“You're kidding.”

“No!”

“What was she wearing?”

“Her dusty buckskins and she was carrying a rifle.
She looked good. She immediately began telling me oftf.”
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“Margot, you tell the best stories!” Aimee laughed.
“So what'd the fictitious Miss Atlanta Jane have to say to
you?”

“What did you do today? What did you make today?
Who did you talk to? Where are your friends? What
about me?’ She’s scolding me in this flat twang. ‘What are
you doing with your life? That mismatched girl, Lux, she
needs to be taken shopping. You need to have a human

)

experience.”

“She said that?”

“She did.”

“So how are you going to make that happen?”

“Im doing it right now, Aims. I'm calling you! Let’s
go do something today.”

“Great!” Aimee sang, happy to be included in
Margot’s personal epiphany. “I was planning to spend the
afternoon looking at