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For the incomparable Mr. Jones





If you bring forth what is within you, what you bring forth will save you. If you do not bring forth what is within you, what you do not bring forth will destroy you.

—THE GNOSTIC GOSPELS
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Author’s Note

The story that follows is entirely true, much to the author’s amazement, amusement, and occasional chagrin. In an effort to safeguard the privacy of the individuals whose lives touched mine and are in any way represented herein, I have changed their names and identifying details. This policy applies to those who were very good and those who were very naughty; no favoritism was applied. In some instances, it was necessary to rearrange and/or compress events and time periods to further the narrative, preserve the aforementioned’s anonymity, or because my own mind-altering activities as related in this book left me no choice. Finally, the dialogue in this book was re-created to the best of my abilities, and if not verbatim, it matches what was said to the best of my recollection. If the words are not exact, the spirit in which they were said and the content as I remember them are represented as accurately as possible.
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ARE YOU READY TO ROCK?

And so it was that, by the time I was on the doorstep of thirty, I was in a job I’d grown to hate and had been married for four steady, if plodding, years to my college boyfriend Andrew. Sweet, predictable Andrew. While he had once been a wildly hilarious partier up for any crazy scheme at a moment’s notice, now he loved nothing more than a night spent at home reading quietly and turning in early. I tried my best to be equally content with his vision of a cozy and homely pas de deux, but inevitably, at least once a year, I would wind up running into the night to kick up my heels. Andrew thought these outbursts of mine were amusing and they barely registered with him as he flicked through the latest Grisham novel before turning in for the night.

The job I’d grown to detest was a high-level position at a dot-com that, like so many others of its ilk, had managed to burn through close to one hundred million dollars in just over two years without actually producing anything. The New York Silicon Alley era had been fun while it lasted, but it was drawing to an obvious close and I was burned-out, unmotivated to figure out what my next move would be, and feeling dull as dirt. Gone were the days of three-hour steak lunches at Les Halles, the weeklong sales meetings in Vegas, and exorbitant expense accounts. Knowing that our days were numbered, everyone had basically just stopped working; instead of the hustle and bustle we had all experienced in the early days, going to work now consisted of sitting at your desk and waiting for the phone to ring. That ring had become the inevitable death knell from human resources announcing that the gravy train had dried up.

I occasionally considered going back to work as a lawyer, but I had hated law school, it took several tries to pass the bar, I had worked for sadists, and the day I left that world was one of the happiest of my life. I detested the legal profession and it seemed the feeling was mutual. So there I sat, sliding into thirty, with an unused law degree, soon to be unemployed, and in a mildly geriatric marriage that had become as predictable as my morning oatmeal.

I shared an office at beenz.com with an old friend, the very person who had roped me into this job in the first place. Brynne was the head of Web development and I was the director of business development, and we shared an office mostly because nobody else liked playing Jerky Boys tapes at top volume as much as we did. Brynne was also struggling with what her next steps in life would be and like me marveled daily that she’d made it to thirty and hadn’t yet figured out who or what she wanted to be when she grew up. We were both young but feeling old in our newfound adulthood and filled to the brim with the tedium being heaped upon us daily at the office.

On a lazy Thursday in January filled with Web surfing and vending machine abuse, we were both killing time by reading Salon.com to each other from our laptops, nestled deep inside the beanbags our company had thoughtfully scattered around the office. Why were these oversized bean-filled hacky sacks the only available seating other than our desk chairs? Because our company was called beenz.com.

“I can’t take this anymore. We have to do something so we don’t go insane. What should we do?” Brynne asked from the depths of her vinyl cocoon.

I had no idea what to do. The rigors of killing time had robbed me of my ability to make plans. Was my inertia the warning sign of an oncoming clinical depression? At that point even a descent into madness would have been an interesting change of pace.

“Go for a drink?”

That had become my answer to just about everything. Brynne was unimpressed. “No, I don’t mean that. I mean, we don’t have anything to do. Let’s take up a hobby. Some activity that we would never do under normal circumstances. Let’s just go nuts!”

Going nuts seemed like a fine idea, but I had long ago lost any sense of what that really meant. During my college years, that might have meant spending almost every summer night staying out until dawn, going to drag clubs, and doing ecstasy. Now, except for the very occasional party, “going nuts” meant buying the deluxe edition of Scrabble for a rousing weekend at home.

“Sure, let’s do it. But how?” I rolled out of my beanbag and onto the floor, which still smelled slightly of stale beer from last week’s intraoffice beer-pong tournament. Staring up at the acoustic tile, I said, “Well, I always thought it might be fun to learn how to play mah-jongg.”

Brynne gagged on a mouthful of Skittles. “What are you? Ninety?! Next stop orthopedic shoes! Vomit.”

“Jesus, okay, fine. Remain calm! Just pretend I didn’t say anything. What do you think we should do?”

Brynne remained silent as she carefully arranged the Beanie Babies on her desk into lewd positions. “I think that we need to get our groove on.”

I dug deep and really tried to conjure up an image of what getting my groove on would look like. Try as I might, all I had to work with was a blank wall of fuzzy white static glowing like a broken TV set in my mind’s eye. Shit. I had no clue. My life was so fucking lame.

Brynne lowered the boom. She had already cooked up the perfect plan. Brynnie explained that there was a guitar store across the street from her place in Chelsea and that the guys who sold guitars there also gave lessons. She had popped in a few days earlier, sussed the scene out, and was happy to report that lessons were affordable and readily available. The store had enough guys working there to make it possible to basically call up anytime for next-day service. Before I could fully process what she was talking about, Brynne snatched up her phone and called right then and there from our office. She booked lessons for both of us from the same guy. Hers would be the following Wednesday and mine would be the day after that. I didn’t want to rain on her parade, but the speed with which Brynne was changing our routine was making me uneasy. It wasn’t much, but the little foxhole of ennui that I had dug for myself was, well, mine. I didn’t like it, but I knew its parameters and how to operate in it. I had grown to rely on my discomfort zone to steer me through my days, and losing it seemed just as scary as staying put.

From that moment on, all Brynne could talk about was our guitar lessons. I was still trying to wrap my head around the idea of doing something new; was I really ready and willing to change up my familiar if stultifying routine? While Brynne prattled on, I concentrated on embracing the unknown. Slowly, my anxiety loosened its grip and excitement about our project, as well as possibly rediscovering some of my old audacity, crept in. I had to admit that Brynne was on to something. We hadn’t even learned how to play a C chord yet but the spell of boredom and lassitude that had held us in its grip for the previous year was breaking down. We were suddenly as sure as we had ever been about anything that we were going to take the East Village rock scene by storm with our searing riffs and bad attitudes. We discussed the pros and cons of dyeing our hair.

Wednesday night rolled around and Brynne headed off to her lesson, while I hurried home to have one of my Martha Stewart OCD meltdowns of after-work bread baking. I baked bread for two reasons: the manual labor helped to keep me calm and focused, and it allowed me to indulge my need to always go the extra mile, be perfect, and do everything right all the time. I couldn’t get close to being comfortable unless the apartment was immaculate, I was a great cook but still as thin as possible, and my job was prestigious. In the grand scope of things, baking bread was one of my healthier obsessions.

I was halfway through the second kneading and my dear, sweet, patient husband was watching Celebrity Deathmatch on MTV in the other room. A few words about my husband, Andrew. He was an absolute saint. Since our freshman year of college he had been my biggest cheerleader and best friend. No one was funnier, smarter, or more understanding of all the weird neurotic bullshit that I could manufacture than him. Back in college we’d been partners in lunacy (like entering a dance contest in Columbus, Ohio, at a drag bar and winning) but that part of Andrew and our relationship had died down to almost nothing. I missed that part of him. Now, despite the angel on my shoulder telling me to be nice and behave myself, the devil on my other shoulder would tempt me to do something bananas just to get a rise out of him. I’d fantasize about making him go dancing with me and then ripping my top off while standing on the bar. Or, if public nudity wasn’t appealing to me at that moment, I’d picture myself just starting a plain old bar fight that he’d have to leap into. Anything to mix things up. I never actually did any of this stuff but even if during one of my nights out I had one drink too many and acted like an idiot, Andrew was always so very good and so very kind and so very understanding. Which could be so very boring.

Just as I was checking to see if my dough was doing well with its second rise, the phone rang. It had to be Brynne! I wiped my hands off on my apron and grabbed the phone off the counter. Without even confirming it was her, I started questioning whoever it was on the other end of the call. “How was it? Was it awesome? Did you have the most fun ever? Can you rock? More to the point, do you think I’ll be able to?”

There was a pause on the line. Which was weird. I was expecting a torrent of crazed excitement to flow through the receiver and knock me back against the wall of the kitchen. But no. There was a big, hanging, flabby pause. Oh God, maybe it wasn’t her. Maybe I had just verbally accosted a telemarketer from Bangalor. But then Brynne cleared her throat and I knew it was her. And then she said the one thing I didn’t expect her to say in a zillion years.

“I think you should cancel your lesson tomorrow.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?”

“No, seriously, dude, I don’t think it’s a good idea for you to take lessons from this guy.”

I was immediately worried for Brynne. All of my worst, and most frequently obsessed over, paranoid fantasies rose up to choke me. What could have happened? Had the teacher done something untoward? Was he weirdly pervy? Did he try to steal from her? Had he insulted her? Was he unkempt, or even worse, unwashed? Did he try to teach her Air Supply? What could possibly have gone wrong?

I replied slowly, trying not to sound hysterical. “Why? Are you okay? Did he do something to you? What happened?”

“Oh please, no, nothing like that. I liked him and he can definitely teach. It’s just that, well, I don’t think he’s right for you. I think we should just call someone else from the store to teach us.”

Her obfuscation was driving me off the deep end. “Brynnie, cut the shit. What’s the deal?”

She finally blurted it out. “Dude. He’s totally cute. He’s an obvious sex machine and potential lothario. Complete with winking, tight pants, shooting finger guns, big blue eyes, the whole nine yards. You’re going to think he’s totally insanely delicious. He’ll probably think you’re cute too, or at least flirt shamelessly. I just don’t think it’s a good idea.”

Let me interject here to say that there had been an episode a few years earlier when I had enjoyed an unconsummated but still notably hot and heavy flirtation with a friend of a friend who had recently moved to the city. Nothing irreparable had happened, but my attraction to the guy had been unmistakable. Even so, I’d been pleased that all zippers had remained zipped and everyone had remained unschtupped. So I was amazed at Brynne’s reaction. I had lived through temptation before; why on earth would she think it would be a problem now?

“Okay, Brynne, I appreciate your concern, but I don’t think there’s any danger here. He’s just some guy who’s going to remind me what the circle of fifths is and teach me how to bang out three chords and the truth. No problemo here.”

“It’s the banging I’m worried about.” She snickered on the other end of the line.

I was getting irritated. This was clearly all about her fantasy life and not about me in the slightest. “Dude. Stop it. I’m not banging anyone. Is it possible that you’re attracted to him? Maybe? Feeling unsatisfied at home? Stirring up a little trouble, my love?”

“No. Not one bit. All is well in my world. I’m telling you, dude, be prepared for major trouble.”

There was no question in my mind that Brynnie was hot for the guitar guy. No woman on the face of the earth calls her friend to warn her of an imminent boning if she is not secretly hoping to be on the receiving end of that boning herself. That is a fact. It didn’t help Brynne’s case that she was dating a lawyer at the time who, at the age of thirty-two, was still wearing braces. I secretly believed that he had Star Wars sheets lurking in the back of his linen closet. So now, despite Brynne’s best efforts, I was completely desperate to meet Guitar Boy because I had to know what would make her have this bizarre sexual meltdown.

The next day passed with the usual insanity of firings and recriminations at work. I got in a little before noon and Brynnie was already there, working on her résumé and chatting with a bunch of her programming minions. When I walked into our office she gave me the hairy eyeball and dismissed her coterie of flunkies so we could pull our beanbags together and gossip. Brynne refreshed her Cassandra-like warnings, but they continued to fall on deaf ears. Realizing there was nothing she could do to reverse the wheels she had set in motion, Brynne switched gears and turned on the Jerky Boys for a while so we could listen to the ranting of the Egyptian Magician and forget about our bizarre standoff. We made feeble attempts at doing our jobs and by four thirty I was on my way downtown to prepare for my guitar lesson.

“Preparing” meant getting home in time to change into jeans and a T-shirt, picking up some beer, calling Andrew at the office to say hi before one of his rare nights out with the other attorneys on his team, and relaxing for just a few minutes before the big event. None of that happened. I was running late as usual. My upstairs neighbor, an old friend from law school, had waylaid me in the grocery store. Halfway through chatting, I realized I had ten minutes to get home and get myself squared away before the teacher showed up. I grabbed a six-pack of Stella and bolted. The second I got into the apartment, the doorman buzzed to say that Gideon was on his way up. Gideon? Oddly, I hadn’t even thought of the teacher having a name until that moment. Brynne and I had referred to him exclusively as Guitar Boy. In a panicked rush, I threw my coat on the bed; tossed the beer in the fridge; and still wearing the semicorporate heels, skirt, and blouse combo I had worn to work, reached for the doorknob just as the doorbell gave its halfhearted little cough of a ring.

I opened the door.

For some reason, probably because of all the buildup and drama that Brynne had concocted for what I had assumed was her own entertainment, I became instantly flustered when I swung the door open. I felt disoriented and anxious. I couldn’t look the guy in the face. I was totally derailed, which never, ever happens to me. I’m an extrovert. I’m the one who usually can’t stop talking. But there I was, mute and shuffling in my own doorway. I dropped my eyes to the floor. An internal monologue of totally unhinged dementia began:

Oh my God, what’s wrong with me? I have poise and aplomb to spare! I had etiquette lessons, for Christ’s sake! Pull it together and greet this guy so he doesn’t think he’s arrived at some adult day-care facility! Do it, Jones. Now!

As I forced myself to drag my gaze upward from Guitar Boy’s feet before I could look him in the face, I took in a pair of scuffed motorcycle boots and a worn-out pair of light brown corduroys that had bald patches in a few places and frayed hems. They could not have been tighter. There was no way. This guy had to lube up to get into his pants, because I could see clear as day that he wasn’t wearing any underwear. At. All. He had one of those tall skinny boy bodies (he must have been about six foot two)—not quite heroin-strung-out looking, but it definitely begged the question of whether or not food was part of his lifestyle choice. Tight body. Tight pants. Giant belt buckle. Of course. It was brass and looked old and kind of seventies-ish, but God help me if it registered, because I was already on to the perfectly draped and soft Led Zeppelin concert T and faded denim jacket. I would have laughed out loud at this extra from Dazed and Confused if it hadn’t all been just so raw and hot. By the time I got to his face I knew I was dead. Crooked smile; perfect teeth, but a little yellowed from the Marlboros I could see poking out of the jacket pocket. Pale skin and the bluest blue eyes I had ever seen, ice blue. Thick black lashes. A long, aquiline nose with a sculpted tip and a very slight bump at the bridge that immediately identified him as being a member of my tribe. And black hair in a perfect, parted-down-the-middle seventies flip. He was ridiculous. It was like a Jewish Vinnie Barbarino had landed on my doorstep. But it didn’t matter, because what was even more ridiculous was that Brynne had been right. Righter than rain. Of course she was right. She knew me like the back of her hand. Fuck.

This guy was sex. Not sexy. Actual sex. For the first time in my life I really understood what pheromones were all about. I fully appreciated what it meant to smell sex emanating from another person—not the remains of a sexual encounter but the indisputable chemicals that flowed out of his pores and made my stomach lurch and my palms clammy. It was the first time in almost ten years that I’d felt that inexorable urge to lunge at another person and lick him. Anywhere on his body, I didn’t care where. An eyebrow would have sufficed. I knew I was blushing because I could actually feel the roots of my hair burst into flames. As if that wasn’t shameful enough, Guitar Boy just grinned wider and wider as my mortification practically became another physical entity sharing this psychotic out-of-body experience with us. I think I salivated. Out of nowhere, faintly, oh so faintly, I could hear the whispery sound of clothes being torn off and underpants hitting the floor in the future. Holy shit, was I hallucinating? I still hadn’t said anything and we’d been on my doorstep for an interminable and silent ten seconds or so. Finally, Gideon brought us back to earth with a wink and a gravelly, “Can I come in?”

Yes, baby. You can come in.

And in that split second I knew two things: I was going to sleep with this guy and my marriage was over. I wasn’t capable of acknowledging the first truth for about three months, and the second and much more horrible truth took about eighteen more months to hit home. But in hindsight, which we all know is the best and cruelest perspective you can have, I knew it all in that moment. The door to my world of being the hostess with the mostest slammed shut, and my days as a coke-snorting, skinny-jean-wearing, band-fronting, wild-sex-having babe began.

I was ready to rock.
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FREE BUFFET

Before I race forward with the dirty and pruriently delicious details about what happened next with Guitar Boy and the tectonic life shift that was rumbling beneath my feet from the moment I set eyes on him, I have to admit that it wasn’t the first time I had fallen in love, or the kind of lust that stands in for love, on the spot. The truth was I had a habit of losing my mind over boys to the point of total insanity that started in grade school and continued unabated through college. Guitar Boy was part of a narrative arc of wanton desire that had begun a very long time ago.

There had been boys in grade school whose Wallabies and perfect bowl haircuts made me swoon as if Scott Baio himself was sitting next to me in math class. There were boys in high school whom I worshipped from afar and a few I managed to play with whose awkward teenage fumblings eventually quelled whatever passion they had originally stirred up in me.

But then came college. College supplied a steady stream of delicious and strange boys whose attention I wanted and whose attention I got. First there was Mitchell, he of the perfect eighties hair and ability to drink a fifth of rye in under five minutes. Then came Ben, the soccer player whose beauty had all the girls in his dorm swooning from day one of freshman orientation. He eventually checked himself into a mental institution. Then came Wade, king of the wake-and-bake, who was too stoned to notice I had broken up with him. Ian followed on his heels with his ever-present cloud of patchouli and disturbingly exciting habit of shoving his hand down the back of my pants in public. Each one of these guys had me at hello and left me gasping for breath by the time we were finished with each other.

And then there was Andrew. Andrew was by no means an instant crush. It took me about a month of knowing him to realize that while all those other boys were dangerously exciting and sexually fascinating, the most interesting, nicest, and sweetest guy was the friend I had been confiding in about all the nutcases I was fooling around with.

Andrew was anything but mainstream. While everyone else at our college wore fisherman’s sweaters, bluchers, and corduroys like they were the last word in fashion, Andrew arrived on campus sporting a buzzed haircut save for one long forelock that swung over his left eye. He had a tiny gold loop in his left ear, which I later found out he had pierced in the bathroom of the airplane on his way to Ohio, and favored wearing brocade fifties tuxedo jackets over Cramps concert T-shirts. All his jeans were black and skinny and his shoes were pointy. He was so cool. One night Andrew asked me to see a play on campus with him, knowing I was likely to say yes as a friend of mine was in it. While we waited for the doors to open I saw him turn toward me. I knew that this was the moment we would finally kiss so I turned toward Andrew and kissed him back, hard. His shoulders sagged and then stiffened again as he grabbed me to him, kissing me back even harder. It wasn’t until many years later that I learned that Andrew had been turning toward me to ask me to remind him of the name of my friend who was in the show. So in reality, I had kissed him first. And while I’ve never regretted it, Andrew’s hesitation and my impulsive gesture spoke volumes about our personalities and the course of our lives together.

I loved Andrew for his proto-hipster chic and outrageous intelligence. He read Wittgenstein for fun and was an endless source of weird and wild facts. He loved my bred-in-the-bone New York attitude and cozied up to my bookish weirdness like a cat curling up next to a radiator, warmed in the glow of my neuroses. And when I changed gears and partied like mad, drinking like a sailor and dancing on tables, he loved that too.

We had been consistently together for five years by the time I turned twenty-five, and things had become sedate, wholesome, and what I supposed was considered normal. I was restless. And when I was restless I got cranky and bitchy. I went through a period of raging at Andrew for what I perceived as domestic errors or social gaffes. I didn’t want to make out with him anymore, much less have sex. I dealt with my agitation not by finding an activity or job that would add to my life and fulfill me, but by stirring up ridiculous chaos with Andrew and kicking up enough drama to keep me interested in whatever was going on between us. I knew somewhere in the deepest and darkest reptilian part of my brain that this situation was madness and couldn’t go on forever. It was uncomfortable and destructive. I had to find a solution. I didn’t want to keep the crown of Queen Bitch firmly shoved down around my ears just to keep from being bored or in a rut.

In a move that privately shocked even me, I decided that the solution to our problems was to get married. We needed movement forward as a couple, and what could be more forward movement than marriage? Andrew hadn’t made any decisive moves in that direction, so I romantically informed him that it was time to shit or get off the pot. That is, regrettably, the phrase I used. Andrew, displaying infinite patience and love, didn’t throw up and leave when I made that announcement. So we took the leap and got married. After my stint as Queen Bitch, I wonder to this day what possessed Andrew to make that leap. And while I loved him dearly, I remained essentially the same person I was the day I fell in love with the boy in the Wallabies in 1978. Despite having the best intentions I was, still, recklessly susceptible to the call of sudden and wild attraction. But I had managed to behave myself well enough, despite certain men catching my eye, during Andrew’s and my time together.

And so, despite all my previous best efforts and successes in the self-control department, there I was, standing on the doorstep of my marital home holding the door for a sex God in tight pants and inhaling whatever pheromone brew it was that made me salivate just looking at him. I backed up in a daze and started manically dancing around the room fluffing pillows, offering him a seat, asking what he’d like to drink, and generally behaving like June Cleaver had she downed a fistful of bennies just in time for Ward to get home.

Gideon was still playing the mysterious and silent card that he had so winningly displayed on my doorstep as he slid around the apartment, casing the joint. Jesus, what was he doing? Was he planning to rob me later? I did a quick visual sweep of the apartment to see if I had left any valuables lying around. Finally, Gideon focused in on the dining room and rearranged the chairs so two of them were in the middle of the room facing each other. Clearly, this was where we were going to sit. Facing each other. Dear God, I didn’t think I was going to be able to survive blushing for a full hour. The only way this was going to end was with me crumpling to the floor in the throes of an aneurism. I randomly wondered if it was too late to cancel the lesson. It would be like trying to put toothpaste back in the tube, but I was willing to try. I had clearly gone insane. Thankfully, just as I was about to implode into a pinprick of mentally unwell dark matter, Gideon broke the silence.

“Um. I’ll have a beer, okay?”

“Of course! A beer! Sure! A beer! I’ve got Stella. Is that cool? Great. A beer!”

Up until this moment, the worst that Gideon could have suspected me of being was nervous and horny. Now it was clear that I was retarded.

From start to finish, the lesson was pure torture. I was far too turned on to absorb a single thing he said. Any shred of a chance I might have had to seem cool was blown. I had officially gone from former Queen Bitch to reigning Queen Dork.

As Gideon leaned toward me to position my fingers on the strings, I could tell that he had eaten a falafel before he arrived. Normally that particular scent, tahini-infused garlic breath, would have me backing up, gagging, and generally making a fuss. Had Andrew been the falafel eater, I would have demanded that he brush his teeth thoroughly before he could get within five feet of me. I might have even lobbied for a second brushing. In this case, I leaned in. And inhaled. I had the vague awareness that this was the behavior of a bona fide pervert.

Throughout the hour of my humiliation, Gideon was adorable. He was funny, a careful teacher, and as professional as anyone could be when his student has drooled all over her shirtfront. At the end of the lesson, he packed up his gear and asked if I’d like to keep the time slot for next week. I emphatically said I would and handed over his cash. Gideon grinned and thanked me, and everything seemed like it was going to be okay. Normalcy had returned. I relaxed enough to show him to the door without tripping over the rug or doing anything else too hopelessly pathetic to recover from. But just as we got to the front door, he stopped and turned around to look at me. And then he did the unthinkable. Standing on the same doorstep where lightning had struck me not seventy-five minutes earlier he said, “I’m glad you had such a good time.” Then he winked. Knowingly. My jaw was hanging down as I let the door slam behind him.

Fuck! With that wink, I knew I was in serious trouble.

Rather than call Brynne, who would no doubt want every juicy detail but would then totally shame me by crowing about how right she was and that I was a simp to have gone ahead with the lesson, I called my friend Edward. Brynne was one of my closest gal pals, but as any girl knows, it’s your best gay pal who is truly the One. He’s the one you can tell the worst and craziest crap to. He’s the one who won’t judge you or compare your lives when you’re calling him from inside your closet, crying, with a serving spoon of Chubby Hubby wedged between your trembling lips. He won’t judge you, simply because he’s a guy and you’re a girl and no matter how gay and empathetic he may be, that divide provides enough perspective to make that gay friend a loyal but impartial spectator at the comedy of errors that is your life.

Edward is the best. When you’re with him, life is fanciful and magical. You’re a character in a novel and you shine in the reflected glow of his brilliance, which he magnanimously always claims emanates from you and you alone. You’re invariably funnier, more glamorous, and definitely more exciting when you’re with Edward. Ergo, he is never without a dinner engagement. Also, it doesn’t hurt that he looks like a young Rupert Everett. Edward’s loyalty knows no bounds. We have revealed our most vulnerable underbellies to each other. And thanks to having known each other since our teens, and experiencing most of our truly formative moments together, we come across more as telepathic twins than as mere friends.

I dialed Edward’s number with trembling fingers, still jangled from the adrenaline rush brought on by the guitar lesson of the damned. After about half a ring, he snatched the receiver of his ancient rotary phone from the cradle and made a noise that sounded like, “Mmm-hmmmm.”

“Edward, is that you? That’s how you answer the phone now?”

“I’m getting ready to go out. What’s up? How was your guitar lesson? Are you Joan Jett yet?”

I was silent, twisting the phone cord around my finger. Apparently the three seconds it took to do this was enough to set off his radar.

“Oh God. What’s wrong?”

“Well … the lesson was okay. I was a little nervous so I didn’t really play that great the first time, but it was kind of fun. The teacher was … nice.”

Amazingly, I suddenly couldn’t bring myself to tell Edward what had happened and how I felt, despite the original purpose of the call. I was paralyzed. Was I ashamed of how I felt? Was it my loyalty to Andrew, who was also good friends with Edward, that was keeping me mum? Again, my silence spoke volumes.

“You think he’s hot.” Not a question from Edward. A statement.

I wailed into the phone. “Yes! Yes I do! What am I going to do? Edward, I’m serious. I actually drooled a little when he was close to me. He’s so hot. And he knows that I think he’s hot. And he winked at me when he left, and I have another lesson next week. What should I do? I feel so, so, so totally insane! Like, ‘psycho killer qu’est-ce que c’est’ crazy.”

This time the pause was on the other end of the line. In his most patient voice that broadcasted exactly how stupid he thought I was being, Edward delivered the following withering statement. “You’re not going to do anything. So what if you think he’s hot? I think practically every boy I meet is hot, or has the potential to be hot, but does that mean I hump everyone on the F train? No, it does not. A little self-control is what makes the world go ’round, darling. I think the question is less ‘What do you do?’ and more ‘Why are you so torqued up about this?’ So you think someone is cute. Get over it.” That was delivered all in one breath. Edward inhaled deeply, gave it a beat for dramatic effect, and dumped another bucket of ice water over my head. “And what does Andrew think about all this?”

“Jesus Christ, Guitar Boy left five seconds ago. I haven’t said anything to Andrew.”

Edward interrupted me quickly with, “And you never will.”

“Okay, whatever. I’m just trying to say that this was different. This wasn’t just a standard cute-boy meltdown. Being near him made me feel nuts, like I would do anything to keep the mojo going. Oh come on! You know what I mean!”

“Yes, I do. But I went to your wedding at the botanical gardens and I stood next to you and Andrew while you got married. You have got to pull your panties back on and get with the program. Get over it, my love. And before you accuse me of being mean, I’m not trying to be. I just don’t want you to suffer the consequences of what I know would be a whole new kind of jackassery.”

This was Edward’s version of a warning. Florid, yet piercing. I heard it but surprised myself by bristling a little. I proceeded to shake it off and dismiss it summarily.

“Fine, whatever. It’s no big deal. Enjoy your night out.”

“Come on, now, don’t be bitchy with me. If you’re so hot and bothered go have sex with your husband tonight. Use it or lose it, baby. And seriously, the big question is why this has you so freaked out. Seriously.”

“I don’t know! Whatever. It’s no big deal. Have fun wherever you’re off to.”

“It’s dinner with the Claudes. First drinks at Splash, then dinner at Bruxelles. You remember the Claudes, right? They’re usually amusing. Okay, enough of this. Cheer up, chicken, I’ll talk to you tomorrow.”

And with that he was gone. I couldn’t believe judgment was forthcoming from this unlikely source. I was furious. Who was Edward to moralize? For God’s sake, he flirted shamelessly with anything in trousers in front of his own boyfriend just to make sure he knew that Edward was, and would always be, a hot commodity. Hypocritical jerk. I’d show him. I could flirt as wantonly as he could and make Andrew sit up and notice big-time.

Holy shit. Was that it? Was I desperate to make Andrew crave me like he did when we first started dating? Did I just want Andrew to rouse himself from the rest-home snooze he had slipped into a few years after we got married when he knew he had me for life? Did I simply want him to display the passion I had once been so knocked out by? Was I missing the guy who not-so-secretly left gladiolas at my door, the guy who drew cartoons for me of us as two little fanged monsters in love just to make me laugh? I loved that guy. I had a flash of clarity. My attraction to Gideon was freaking me out because I felt like I needed it. The looks we exchanged and the pheromone cocktail he splashed in my face had hot-wired me back into an alert, turned-on state I had forgotten all about. I hadn’t gotten that feeling from Andrew in far too long, nor was there any hope that I would again anytime soon.

Andrew was my dearest friend and the person who loved me unconditionally, always letting me have my way. He reveled in my outspokenness and drive, frequently taking a backseat just to enjoy the show. His adoration was palpable but lacked any kind of edge. His total acceptance of me left me frustrated and cranky and seriously unfulfilled. I wanted someone who could provide resistance, a little bit of fight. Instead of a sparring partner, I had a warm and welcoming down pillow. And because he was so sweet, of course I felt like a dick. I knew I was a horrible ingrate but couldn’t help myself. I hadn’t actually done anything serious about my dissatisfaction yet, but I was like a spoiled child who, midtantrum, comes to the realization that her behavior is abhorrent but feels powerless to stop the tornado she’s created. My growing sense of frustration led to bouts of guilt that usually kept me from facing my mounting irritation with Andrew head-on. I took refuge in the “sweep it under the rug” approach. But the jolt from Gideon’s glossy hair and crooked smile had me comparing the two guys whether I meant to or not, and I couldn’t help but feel pulled in what I knew was the wrong direction.

Eventually I heard the key turn in the front door lock and Andrew came home. All lanky six foot one of him, dark hair cut super short and a pair of gold-rimmed glasses lending the slightest bit of gravitas to his boyish, elfin face. Long gone were the brocade jackets and skintight jeans. Today, like he did every day, Andrew sported the uniform of his job as a tax attorney: gray flannel suit, white oxford shirt, repp tie, and wing tips. He was the stark opposite of Gideon’s scruffy juiciness. Andrew looked like a freshly made bed. He was crisp, clean, and a safe place to land.

Andrew walked into the kitchen and put his arm around me, asking how my day was. I mumbled something about it being fine and shooed him into the bedroom to change out of his gray flannel armor and into his usual jeans and Izod. It was only after we were snuggled on the couch watching The West Wing, again, and silently chewing our dinner that he remembered I had had my first guitar lesson that day and asked how it went. I said that it was fun even though it was kind of difficult, but that I was definitely going to try another lesson. I told him that the teacher was a total cheese ball and then launched into an excoriating description of Gideon, mocking every detail of his getup as well as the fact that he referred to other musicians as “cats” without irony. I had Andrew rolling around on the couch with laughter, and as he giggled his head off I felt a wave of relief crash over me. I had declawed Gideon and felt like I was on firm ground again.

That night Andrew and I had sex for the first time in about a month. Edward’s admonition to channel all my lusty Sturm und Drang into my marriage rang in my ears, so I heeded his advice and plunged in. Like the rest of our life together, the sex wasn’t in any way offensive or horrible. If it had been, that might have actually spiced things up a little. Instead, it was the same choreography of positions and tricks that we knew so well we could do it in our sleep. Sometimes, I felt like we were. But I tried to feel inspired and get into it. And it was nice. Totally familiar and nice. But I had to acknowledge that my fantasizing about Gideon throughout that love session had helped things along, and certainly wasn’t quite right. If I had declawed Guitar Boy so effectively, there was no reason he should be climbing into my head at precisely the moment when he least belonged there. The worst part was that I felt like I had gotten one over on Andrew even though I hadn’t meant to. Now I had a dirty little secret to keep from my husband. One that I could savor and pull out for viewing whenever I needed a little shiver of naughtiness that could make me feel recklessly alive. A little secret that would also make me feel slightly nauseated just as it was also getting me off.

The next day dawned and brought with it another day at The Dot-com of Doom. As usual, I arrived late and left early and in between kibitzed with Brynne to while away the day. We kept low profiles in a joint effort to remain inconspicuous as executives bickered in the hallways, jockeying for positions that would only last another few weeks at best.

As the day dragged toward its merciful end, Brynnie finally got around to asking me about the lesson. I could tell that my not bringing it up had been killing her all day but I didn’t want to risk revealing my feelings by sounding giddy or overexcited. She’d know the score instantly and I didn’t know if I was ready to divulge just how confused and unsettled I was. And after the censorious warning Edward had delivered, I wasn’t interested in hearing further judgment or unwanted opinions that might dissuade me from seeing where my lightning-bolt attraction would go. It had been so long since I felt truly breathless about anything; I couldn’t bear to kill off this little dark desire of mine. So when Brynne asked, I managed a few nonchalant grunts and tried to distract her by segueing into a discussion of what songs we’d cover if we ever got good enough to start our band. No fool, Brynne paused her flow of questions and appraised me with a single raised eyebrow and a stony silence. After enough time had passed for her to feel that her silent message of “Don’t think you’re bullshitting me” had been effectively delivered, Brynnie allowed the conversation to flow on to fantasizing about learning how to play Kiss, Queen, and maybe even a little Cheap Trick. By four o’clock we were too exhausted from feigning industriousness to stay any longer and left without knowing if our company’s new tradition of firing people late in the day on Friday had continued. We figured that if they really wanted to can us, they’d call us.

Saturday morning came and I woke up to realize that I didn’t have anything planned for the weekend. Andrew and I had received an invitation to dinner that night with our friend Laura and her trust-fund boyfriend, but the thought of going through with it was unbearable. I couldn’t handle another night of pretentious wine ordering and loud discussions about what Trust Fund did at JP Morgan. I was mulling over other possibilities and brushing my teeth when the phone rang. Assuming it was Edward or one of my girlfriends, I answered the phone with a mouth full of toothpaste and slurred, “Shello?” into the receiver.

A gravelly voice that seemed vaguely familiar asked if it could speak to Jessica. I spat into the bathroom sink and asked who was speaking. In the nanosecond between my asking the question and receiving the answer I knew who it was. My stomach lurched and I sat down on the toilet lid to steady myself.

“Yeah, um, hi, it’s Gideon. Your guitar teacher? Is this Jessica?”

I was stunned. Rooted to the spot and gripping the edge of the sink with white knuckles, I took a deep breath, alarmed by how quickly this person’s intrusion into my morning routine had thrown me. Was he really this magnetic or was I creating drama out of thin air? My head spun as I struggled to come up with the appropriate response to his question.

“Yes, this is Jessica.” Brilliant rejoinder.

“So, you know who this is, right?” I could sense a smile in Gideon’s voice.

“Yes, Gideon, I think I can remember someone I met two days ago.” My heart beat so hard my throat hurt as I waited for him to chuckle. Nothing. Crickets chirped in the distance. Did he not get the joke? Oh God, I was probably being re-filed in his mental Rolodex from “Queen Dork” to “Queen Bitch.” Maybe he was just a little slow?

“Right. Sure. Well, I’m calling all my students to let them know that I’m playing a gig this weekend and it would be cool if you wanted to come and see my band play. So, you know, you’d be chilling out watching me and the guys play guitar, see what you’re ramping up to. It’ll be a good hang.” I had nothing to do this weekend and now this guy calls to invite me out to watch him play. This was a total social deus ex machina. It was weirdly convenient and very tempting.

“You invited all your students, huh? Is that something you normally do?” I tried to sound innocent as I fished around to get a better handle on exactly what this invitation entailed.

“No. I just thought it would be cool this time. It’s a good band and we’re really gelling so I thought I’d get some people in the audience. It’s at Freddy’s in Park Slope. Do you know it?”

“Nope. I’m never in Brooklyn. I’m Manhattan all the way. Born and bred on the Upper East.”

“Oh, Upper East Side girl never goes to Brooklyn! Maybe you’ll make an exception for me.” Holy. Shit. He was definitely flirting. He’d swallowed the bait I’d thrown out and taken his time to play with me.

“Well, we’ll see. I’ll see if my husband and a few of my friends are up for it. When is the gig?”

“Tonight at nine.”

“That’s short notice. Is this how you always make plans?” I thought I’d go back to teasing him. If he was up for a little verbal slap and tickle, so was I. Gideon laughed and said that he wasn’t so good at making plans; he was more of an “in the moment” kind of guy.

“Doesn’t that tend to get you into trouble?” I couldn’t resist.

“What do you think?”

“I think it probably does.” Dear God, where was this going? We had flown past flirting and were veering off into a danger zone where everything that fell out of our mouths implied some kind of intent. Intent to do what remained to be seen, but it couldn’t be good. Too confused and annoyed with myself for having the overwrought yearnings of a teenager to continue on this track any further, I wrapped things up.

“Well, I’ve got to go, but if I can make it I’ll come.”

“Cool, thanks. Hey, what were you doing when I called? You sounded funny.”

“I was brushing my teeth. Sorry if that was weird, you just caught me off guard.”

“No, I was just wondering. You were in the bathroom this whole time. That’s kind of intimate, don’t you think?”

Oh help me, please. This guy was relentless. The strain of all this come-hither banter was going to drive me to drink well before an acceptable hour. I looked up and Andrew was making weird hand gestures in the doorway to the bathroom in a silent plea to have a moment to himself in there. I had to end this insanity, stat.

“I don’t know. Maybe. Maybe not. It really didn’t occur to me!” I gave a light giggle and said good-bye before Gideon could say anything else. I hung up, limp from the exertions of keeping my head on my shoulders and my heart in my chest. The whole conversation had taken no more than a few minutes, but I was so rattled I felt like I needed to be booked into the nearest sanatorium.

By seven o’clock that night, I had managed to assemble a group of friends to go to Freddy’s with me. My pal Larry, another college friend, was already sitting on my couch drinking beers with Andrew and gossiping about a mutual friend who might be pregnant. Larry was a great guy whose fatal flaw was his absolute inability to keep a secret. So while we benefitted from his endless divulging of other peoples’ secrets, Andrew and I always tried to be careful only to share details we wouldn’t mind having printed in the New York Times. Andrew was pretty good at keeping mum. I was usually less successful. Brynne was there too with her boyfriend Danny, who was already annoying her by asking if she’d be open to having a threesome with any hotties we might find in the wilds of Brooklyn, and we were waiting for our friend Jake to show up. Jake was habitually late because he loved making an entrance, even if it was only in my living room. Which was fine because we still had about forty-five minutes before we had to find a cab that would take us over the Brooklyn Bridge.

While the guys shot the shit in the living room, Brynne and I sat in my bedroom staring into the depths of my closet. I had nothing to wear. When did all of my clothes become so beige? I always thought that I was kind of preppie but with a certain je ne sais quoi that tipped the scales over to hip. I realized in a flash that I was sadly mistaken. At this critical moment, when looking effortlessly cool was so vital, all I had to work with was the wardrobe of a fifty-year-old school administrator. Gideon, in his infinite dude-dom, would take one look at me in my off-the-clock gear and write me off as a tight-ass who was the mayor of Dullsville. Why hadn’t any of my friends told me that I looked so drab? I turned on Brynne in a vicious panic.

“I can’t believe that you never told me that I look like shit all the time. I look like a dead librarian and it’s all your fault.”

“Are you retarded? You’re conservative, but you always look nice. Just wear some jeans and that nice short-sleeve sweater with the cardigan that goes over it and some loafers. Perfect!”

I stared at her in disbelief. She had just told me to wear a twinset and Weejuns to a bar to hear a band play. We had clearly fallen into a wormhole and emerged in 1962. “Brynnie, I don’t know if you noticed, but I’m not Jackie Bouvier. Wearing a twinset to a bar is absurd. I need something gorgeous and extremely, ridiculously sexy to wear.” Just as I said this, Andrew popped his head into the bedroom and clearly heard my anguish over my lack of slut-wear. Nothing registered on his face at all. No curiosity about my sudden need to be a hot piece. I had clammed up the moment he appeared and in the resulting silence, Andrew said chirpily, “Hey, honey, what time are we leaving?”

“I don’t know, whenever everyone’s here I guess.”

“Cool.” And with that he was gone. Brynne and I just stared at each other. Then she resumed where she left off.

“You don’t own anything sexy. Just go with jeans, a T-shirt, and Converse. Wear some makeup and smile a lot; you’ll be fine. But I want to go on the record saying that you are way too invested in going to this gig. Nothing good will come from flirting with Gideon. I totally get the sex-appeal thing going on here, I told you it was going to happen, but you’re too jacked up. It’ll be weird. What does Andrew think of all this anyway?”

“That’s what Edward asked. Andrew thinks nothing because there is nothing to think. We’re just going to hear our guitar teacher’s band. You’re the one who wanted to take lessons so badly and start a band of our own. So this is the first gig we’re going to see with someone we actually know playing, and now you’re freaking out. Seriously, there is no big fucking deal here.” And with that I dove into my closet to find a decent pair of jeans that didn’t make my ass look too fat, and so that Brynnie couldn’t get a good look at my lying face.

Finally dressed in something that resembled what a normal person would wear going out on the town and with Jake having finally made his grand entrance, I left the apartment with my friends and we hailed cabs on the corner of Sixth Avenue and Twelfth Street. Brynne, Andrew, and I got into one cab and Jake, Danny, and Larry took another. It was freezing but we didn’t bother trying to convince the cabbie to break code and take all of us since there were enough cabs speeding up the avenue to accommodate us. It was still early so the downtown revelers hadn’t really hit their stride yet, drunkenly stealing taxis from each other and generally making public transportation as hellish as it can be on cold winter nights in New York. We all gratefully snuggled down into the seats of our stale, BO-scented rides as we cut over to Fourteenth Street and got on the FDR to go over the bridge and into the hinterlands of Brooklyn.

When we pulled up to a nondescript brick building with a neon Guinness sign in the window I had second thoughts. If it was lame in there, it might kill this passionate spark I had for someone who got me more cuckoo-demented than I had been in years. I couldn’t afford to lose that. Or what if my arrival was of absolutely no interest to Gideon? Would the embarrassment of showing up with a posse in the face of his indifference be so cringe-worthy that I’d have to cancel my next lesson and nip all of this fun in the bud? With my heart in my throat I got out of the taxi, and after all six of us assembled on the sidewalk, we walked into the heat and noise of the bar.

Gideon and his band, curiously called Love Craft, hadn’t hit the stage yet and were milling around setting up their gear and trying to look as important as possible in a performance space that was clearly an afterthought at best. I later learned that the band’s name referred to the lead singer’s favorite sci-fi writer, which definitely put the band’s overall allure in jeopardy. But I was blissfully unaware of this dork factor the first time I saw them play. Andrew, Larry, and the rest of the gang elbowed their way to the bar and grabbed Budweisers for all of us and managed to find an unpopulated corner where we could set up camp and comment on the scene. My anxiety about what I was going to wear that night was, to put it lightly, misplaced. Jeans, T-shirts, and checked flannel were the fashion statement at Freddy’s, except for the band, which sported a look that veered between Gideon’s Zeppelin tribute and a bargain-basement Mick Jagger thing for the lead singer and the rest of the band.

Clutching my beer and trying to look like I was the last word in nonchalance, I slouched in the corner with my crew, scanning the crowd for Guitar Boy. I telepathically willed him to come over to say hi but knew that once he did I would most likely do something lame, like stutter or spill my beer on my shirt. I felt like I was in seventh grade but was perversely enjoying it this time around. Oh God, just what I needed. Now I was into masochism. Great. While I busily lost myself in self-flagellation and navel-gazing, Brynne had been talking to a new addition to our group. I snapped out of my reverie when I saw that it was Gideon. He had spotted us and came over to thank us for coming. Despite his penchant for pants of alarming snugness, Guitar Boy’s manners were impeccable.

It was only after I heard a few statements like “Yeah, man, that’s cool” and “Did all you cats come from Manhattan?” that I deigned to turn to my left and acknowledge our host. As I did, he turned to his right and our eyes met across a divide of less than two inches. Startled, I stepped backward onto Andrew’s foot and promptly fell into the wall behind him. I had all the sex appeal of Don Knotts. Laughing hysterically, Andrew scraped me up and draped his arm around me as I stammered something about needing to lay off the hooch. Gideon’s gaze barely wavered as he let a slow smile play across his lips. Unable to look at him without doing something else that would land me in the slapstick hall of fame, I ducked my head and stared at the floor, hoping it would open up, swallow me, and spit me back out on Sixth Avenue so I could go home and pretend none of this humiliation had ever happened. No such luck. By the time I had composed myself and could join the conversation again, Gideon was in a spirited discussion with Jake about hum-buckers and Andrew was asking me what I wanted to do about eating something after the gig. I wondered how it was that I could have just had yet another sizzling jolt of unparalleled sexual electricity nearly send me to an early grave, yet no one around me seemed to notice. Andrew was definitely oblivious as he nattered on about whether we should have burgers or Thai food later. I was pretending to care enough to mull it over when the lights dimmed and Gideon excused himself to join the rest of the band onstage.

If the guy I had been dreaming about licking for the past few days weren’t in the band, I don’t think I would have made it to the end of the set. It wasn’t that Love Craft were bad musicians; it was just that they were so ridiculously silly. There was no question that each one of the band members had memorized every move from their “How to Be a Rock Star” playbooks, delivering performances soaked in so much self-conscious rocki-tude that I found myself curling my toes just to brace myself against my own embarrassment. The drummer twirled his sticks over his head, then threw them out to the crowd as mementos. No one caught them. The lead singer pranced around and twirled the mic stand with the aid of a long chiffon scarf. The bass player wore huge shades and never looked up while Gideon and the other guitar player delivered windmills and knee slides, occasionally holding their guitars like machine guns to point at the crowd. For some reason, in the midst of all the silliness, Gideon’s windmills didn’t disturb me at all. I actually thought they were kind of sexy in an ersatz Townsend kind of way. But I nearly needed someone to order me a crash cart when the lead singer climbed onto the bass drum, only to either fall or leap awkwardly from his perch. I turned to check out Brynne’s reaction and found her staring at the stage with her mouth hanging open.

As for the songs, they were too reminiscent of the entire Led Zeppelin and Stones catalogs to be truly awful, but there wasn’t anything remotely memorable or notable about them. Except, perhaps, the lyrics. I was profoundly confused when I managed to decipher the lead singer’s bluesy shrieks and growls enough to hear him sing, “All it takes is a free buffet.” And then he repeated it for what felt like twenty minutes. Free buffet? What the hell was going on here? Was this a band of British-blues-loving gastronomes who were short on cash? Were they renegade Zagat reviewers who had committed their research findings to song? Who on earth would sing about a free buffet? Thankfully, “Free Buffet” was the band’s final offering, and after it blazed to its conclusion in a haze of fuzz pedals and reverb, we were released from the cacophonous confusion that was Love Craft’s set.

Needless to say, we had to stay to tell Gideon how much we liked the gig. Doing anything to the contrary would have been the height of rudeness and my friends and I were nothing if not well mannered. So we hung around nursing our beers, waiting for the band to finish packing up their gear and reveling in the attention of the formerly gyrating women who now crowded the stage. It was clear that I was not the only admirer of Gideon’s charms. He was knee-deep in girls wearing tight jeans and halter tops, and while I craned my neck around the two fratty dudes standing in front of me who were high-fiving each other over what I assumed was some recently committed date rape, it was impossible to make eye contact with the object of my obsession. Finally, I broke away from my pack to approach the stage. I walked over to Gideon and tapped him on the shoulder. I sparkled my best debutante-circuit smile at him and chirped, “Hey! That was really fun, thanks for inviting us!”

Gideon stopped winding his guitar cable over his forearm and shook his hair out of his eyes, grinning at me. “I’m really glad you liked it. It’s some cool music, right?” I allowed myself the briefest of hesitations and then let loose with a string of accolades.

“Oh yeah! You guys were great. You have so much energy and the music is really great. Very, um, rocking. Anyway, it’s fun to see what Brynne and I might be able to do someday! Definitely something to look forward to. It was awesome. Really, you guys were fabulous. You have to tell me the next time you’re playing.”

As I delivered this pile of absolute horseshit, I managed for the first time to keep my eyes locked with Gideon’s in a steady gaze that radiated confidence. An inexplicable feeling of total calm came over me as I smiled prettily, joked around a little about how smelly the bar was getting, and in a moment of rash daring, put my hand on his upper arm to give it a squeeze as I delivered my final thanks and farewell. Gideon’s eyes flickered to where my hand rested and darted back to my face. I thought I saw his super-groovy veneer crack for just a fleeting moment as his sly grin flattened out into a straight line. Ha! Now I was back on top. I had regained my composure and despite my earlier droolings and weak knees, I was delivering the message that I could handle whatever sexy charm Guitar Boy had to dish out.

I congratulated myself for being the biggest alpha girl in town, and after gracing Guitar Boy with another sweet smile, I turned to go. As I turned, my hand fell from his arm, and just before it swung to my side he caught it. He squeezed it quickly but held on as I leaned away, pulling me ever so slightly toward him. No smile danced around his pretty face now. Gideon pulled me a little closer to him once more and said in a quiet voice, “Really glad you came. I’m looking forward to next week.” And in an instant, he let go of my hand, propelling me away so he could turn to the next woman hovering around him. I searched the crowd for my waiting friends and the starving Andrew and made a few hand gestures to say that they didn’t have to wait to congratulate the band, I had done it for them. Relieved, they rushed out of Freddy’s and into the bracing cold air outside.

We eventually got a livery cab to stop for us and take us back to the Village to Jane Street and burgers at the Corner Bistro. As we devoured our late dinner we laughed about the band, dissecting the performance and trying to figure out whether they really thought they were cool or if they had actually delivered some kind of performance piece that was a commentary on the absurdity of rock attitude. I piped up, asking the panel if they could make heads or tails of “Free Buffet.” Larry rolled out of the booth laughing. He wiped his eyes and informed me that the band had, in fact, been singing “leap of faith” for that last twenty minutes. As I giggled, acknowledging that the song was now slightly less bizarre, Brynne jabbed her knuckles into my thigh under the table in what I knew was a silent plea to go to the bathroom together to discuss what had gone down with Gideon and me in those last few minutes in the bar. She had witnessed everything but had the good grace to keep her lip zipped until the time was right. I jabbed her back, hoping she would understand that I meant I would talk to her privately later. Right now, I had bigger fish to fry. As I sat in the booth in a state of mild discomfort, I had to acknowledge my sneaking suspicion that when Guitar Boy had pulled me to him I had, ever so slightly, wet my pants.
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