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Author’s Note




For decades, women have endured the ‘evil’ side of
men whether it be in the kitchen, in the bedroom, in the workplace
or somewhere in between.

 


I have been working on the Anthology of Evil men for
over a decade drawing upon my wide-ranging experiences and finally
was able to find my voice and tell these tales through a series of
stories that can undoubtedly been shared with women of all ages,
races and backgrounds. We have finally entered an age where women
now have a voice. And, hopefully this book will encourage all women
to stand up, be heard and attain the proper treatment they deserve
in life.


 


Alex




I am two days out of college, I am 21 years old, and
in Washington D.C. I have never lived outside Indiana where I grew
up in a bucolic neighborhood with a creek bordering a one-acre
backyard. Our house was near a field covered with blackberries that
we would grab while rapidly riding bikes so we could later sell
them to passersby.

My mom and her best friend had driven me here for an
internship I had just landed in the U.S. House of Representatives.
My apartment is bare, with one pale powder blue sofa, a small
antiquated TV, a double bed in my bedroom, and a scale in the
bathroom. Only five days ago, I had been living in a house full of
girls—hundreds of them—and although I often felt alone there,
especially late at night, when I would organize my closet and weigh
myself on the scale, I never really had to be alone. There was
always someone to go drinking with on a Thursday or even on
a Sunday night—someone who wanted to make a run to Taco Bell.

As I unpack my J. Crew sweaters, T-shirts, and mostly
oversized clothes, I realize that there is no one else here. My mom
is gone. Most of my friends have migrated to Chicago. And I am
totally alone now to figure it out…. what am I going to do with the
rest of life?

The next day I get on the subway to go to work. I get
lost on a subway platform. I get on the blue line instead of the
orange line from the red line where I began. I should have
practiced yesterday. I’m running late and already panicking. I’m to
get off at the Capitol South stop—right near the House of
Representatives where I am starting the first day of my Capitol
Hill job as an intern to a Congressman from Indiana.

It’s incredibly hot and crowded in the subway car. I
can feel the beads of sweat dripping down into my bra and onto my
stomach—and my size four skirt is tight around my waist. As the
sweat trickles down it, I can feel the fat over my waistband, and I
make a note to eat less today and weigh in when I get home.

I wonder if coming to DC was a good idea. Why am I
doing this? What do I have to prove? I should have gone to Chicago
with Andrew. I should have just gone with him—married him. That is
what I should have done.

But as I get out of the scorching hot subway station,
I look up and see the dome of the Capitol and it takes my breath
away. At this point, I had only seen it on TV, but I realize that
this is the place where the laws are made, and I want to write laws
and change the world.

As an intern, a job you are blessed to have, you
mainly sort mail and answer phones. There is some writing of
letters to constituents too, but, by and large, it’s pretty
administrative and pretty boring.

But I got lucky. Things are moving fast around here,
and a couple of people have quit recently so they need someone to
help cover health care. I don’t know anything about health
care, but the people here seem to believe in me.

“Listen Esme, you are a bright girl. This is why we
hired you.” Abbe, my legislative director and new boss, who I
immediately decide I will be one day, tells me this in a direct,
matter-of-fact way.

“I’ve got an education bill to get to the floor. I’ll
help you if you get stuck, but you are on your own—we trust your
judgment. And you better come up with some ideas. He’s going to
need to offer some amendments.” She walks away.

That is it. There is no orientation here.

That night I go home to my apartment in Arlington,
Virginia (I can’t afford to live in the city) with lots of reports
and pink and yellow highlighters jammed in my backpack. I don’t
even know where to start. I’m just so tired. And I just can’t sit
still for nine hours a day. I’m used to moving, shuffling my
bookbag and AP Style book between classrooms on buildings sitting
on top of hills. I miss college—my friends, our Thursday night at
Jerry’s, my boyfriend in Chicago who really isn’t my boyfriend
anymore because I refused to come with him even though I said I
would do so at least three times. I even miss my classes. I’m so
overwhelmed and so lonely. I am starting to really believe this
whole thing was just a huge mistake.

Thank God I have one person in my life who is now
here. Melanie arrived today. Melanie is my college sorority sister
and life-long friend. We have both, for unrelated reasons, decided
to move to Washington. Almost everyone else went to Chicago. We
should have gone to Chicago, but we came here.

I take the subway home, rip off my high heels and lay
on the sofa with a cold bottle of beer to my face and then to my
lips. I down it and then another. I pop two pills—the pills I have
taken since I can remember, the ones that are supposed to get me
out of bed in the morning.

I am determined to take on these papers tonight and
learn this stuff, but I am as lacking of effort as a lazy leaf on a
still fall day. I want to call my mom and complain, but I can’t
even manage to dial the phone.

Melanie, who hasn’t found a job yet, comes into the
living room and sits next to me on the powder blue tattered sofa,
the one piece of furniture we possess, other than our beds. Our
parents “got us started,” and then my father promptly cut me off. I
have no idea how I’m going to pay for everything I need now.

“Hey. How was your first day?” She is all smiles and
giggles.

“Horrible. I’m so tired. I have no idea what I’m
doing.” I push my bangs off my forehead.

“You’re smart, Esme. You’ll figure it out.”

“No, no. You have no idea. They want me to do “health
care”—which is so huge now, and I have no idea what any of this
even means. And you should see these people I work with... they are
so so unbelievably smart.”

“You always do this. I don’t why you do this.”

I throw the papers in the air.

“I have so much reading to do. I’m going to be
reading all week and this weekend.”

“Well, you can’t read all weekend.”

“Why?” I put the beer back on my forehead. It’s cool
and wet, and I’m so hot—we don’t have air conditioning yet. My dad
told me to go into business—to work for a company. So, I ditched my
journals and AP stylebook and learned how to use a calculator. I
studied Economics diligently—learned about price elasticity of
demand, the consumer price index and inflation. I persevered and
got an A minus. But I always found myself looking out the window at
the long blades of grass growing on the college lawn thinking about
a story that I needed to write down. Economics wasn’t working out
for me. Dreamers find calculators cold company. This isn’t where I
was supposed to end up, but somehow this is where I landed.

“Because. We’re going to go out!” She pulls up the
window shades still beaming with late day sunlight.

I cover my face. I want the room to be dark.

“Where? I don’t even know where to go.”

“On Saturday. Rally in the Alley.”

“What is ‘rally in the alley’?”

“It’s a big party downtown... in Georgetown on 23rd
and M.”

“What kind of party?”

“Just an all-day thing. Beers. Guys. People, you
know. We need to get out. I’m gonna call Janey and Matt to see if
they’ll meet us.” She slaps my leg. “Come on! Buck up.”

I don’t want think about to going out right now. I
decide, as I often do when overwhelmed, that I’m going to quit. I
always quit. I’m a huge fan of quitting. If something isn’t
working, why stay in it?

I’m not cut out for this. I should have just gone
with Andrew and got a job in advertising. A normal life. I want to
call him now more than ever, but instead, after smoking two
cigarettes, I crawl into bed. I skip dinner. I weigh myself. I’m up
two pounds. Already. Fuck. I am not going to have anytime time to
workout now let alone go to step aerobics twice a day. I have to
sit at that bloody desk for nine hours a day while the fat just
piles up on my hips and thighs.

The next day I succeed at the subway. I make it to
work this time without any problems.

As I walk in through the back door, I’m nervous but
try to be upbeat and pleasant.

“Good morning.” I state loudly with a smile.

I greet the office. But, everyone is already buried
in their work—all the letters, and newspapers and scheduling
requests, magazines. There is just so much to read.

“Hey.” A couple of people look up from their desks to
acknowledge me, but no one is talking, and no one is going to talk
to me much more today.

I sit at my desk in the open area where four
legislative aides reside. There are already four messages written
on little yellow paper on my desk.

“Who are these for? Me?” I ask Abbe, who is wearing a
perfectly tailored pale pink suit and a thick pearl necklace. She
looks like Jackie Kennedy only with chunky black glasses and with a
more acerbic demeanor. I can tell she is super smart, and I decide
that I will study her, learn everything from her, win her over.

She pauses, looks up from her keyboard, sliding the
glasses down her nose.

“They are people who want to talk to Edward about
health care, but instead they are going to talk to you.”

“Me?”

“Yes. No one gets to talk to him—unless they are a
CEO or a president of a university.” She goes back to typing her
floor statement. I don’t know what to say to these people. But I
don’t want to bother her anymore.

That day, I meet the Congressman... right after
witnessing him throw a pen at a woman staffer’s head and then
telling her to shut up. I wonder if he is going to throw something
at me.

“Congressman?” I am standing outside his office
peeking my head in.

Abbe pulls my arm and leads me into his big circular
office that is draped with American flags and photos of black
Labrador Retrievers, “This is Esme, our new intern. You remember
her resume… Meeting her…”

He doesn’t.

“Yes. Yes. Of course.” He stands up. He is handsome,
salt and pepper, lanky—a bit younger than my father. He seems
confident but angry. And that makes me nervous.

“Good to meet you!” He extends his hand. Short stubby
fingers. Shakes my hand firmly. My long fingers do not fit well
with his short fingers. I think this is a sign—we are not a good
match.

“Hello Congressman. Very nice to meet you.”

“No, call me Ed.” Wide teeth smile. He looks like a
politician.

“Okay…. Ed.”

It feels weird to call a Member of Congress by his
first name. My parents always said it was rude to call adults by
their first name. But I do what he says.

After the obligatory meeting with Ed, I go back to my
desk and read, highlight. and prepare a briefing book for the next
days’ hearing on health care reform. I stare out my window and look
onto the Capitol where I can see bodies running around. I think
about how much I want this day to end so I can have a drink and a
smoke. I think about the upcoming weekend, which is actually going
to be fun because Melanie is here.

 


* * *

 


“Esme, hey, are you ready?”

It’s Saturday, about noon. Melanie comes into my
sparse room and sits on my bed, which is draped with a peach and
beige reversible comforter. A Claude Monet print hangs on the wall
above it. The Rally in the Alley, the all-day drink-a-thon has
begun, and she has convinced me to go with her.

I slip on my oversized lavender sweater and black
leggings. It is summer but an unusually cool day, and I’m not one
to wear something undersized or even something with a regular fit.
As I frequently do, I am trying to conceal the vast majority of my
body.

“Come on, let’s go,” Melanie shuts off my bedroom
light.

“God. Why do you keep listening to that 10,000
Maniacs song over and over again? Come on. Let’s go!”

I grab my purse. My keys. My cigarettes. My lip
gloss. My “staples.”

We are off.

We meet our friends from college, Janey and Matt, at
a divey smokey bar and immediately start pounding bottles of cheap
Miller Light. We are all making about $20,000 a year, except
Melanie, but she is subsidized by her parents. I am living off
rapidly dwindling funds from my father—I haven’t even gotten my
first paycheck yet. We can’t afford to both drink and eat. I am
eating black bean soup or rice most nights for dinner. Today, we
choose to drink instead.

We start pounding beers. Matt orders shots of
Tequila. We pound those too. I look at my watch and I see it’s only
4:00, and we’re pretty wasted. I’m starting to think maybe I am
going to like D.C.

We move outside to the patio because there is more
room, our dewy brown bottled beers in hand. . The air is cold and
misty and it starts to lightly drizzle. I pull my hair back into a
ponytail. I pull out the rubber band I always carry for emergencies
like this—my hair is going to go curly and frizzy. I continue
drinking my beer.

“Shit, it’s starting to rain. “ I turn to
Melanie.

“No, no, it’s not going to rain.” She tilts her
almost empty beer bottle toward her mouth. “Come on, let’s get
another.”

“I think we need some more shots!” Matt holds his
left arm high, motioning the waitress, “Five tequilas!”

Suddenly, someone shoves me. My left side. I turn to
look, and there he is.

The man who will occupy and consume every minute of
my life for the next year.

“Hey. Sorry about that.” He looks at me and pushes
his friend who is directly behind him.

“My friend is a real asshole.” He raises up his
beer.

Black and red plaid button down. Khakis. Blonde hair
tousled as if he had just been in the salty ocean. Aquamarine eyes.
He’s broad and built like a football player. I feel so small
standing right next to him.

I think he is the most gorgeous guy I have ever seen.
In fact, I have seen him so many times before.

The guys push again, and I fall back into Mel. She
has no tolerance for bawdy boys. As I turn to look at his friends
with equal disdain, he grabs my elbow and smiles so wide—the
crinkles from the corners of his mouth hitting his eyes.

“Hey,” He looks at me, straight into my eyes.

“Hey. Did anyone ever tell you... that… you have the
most beautiful green eyes?”

He is drunk. I can tell as his chest is pressing into
me. I can smell the beer on his breath and cigarettes on the collar
of his shirt.

“Yes. And they are blue.” I smile.

“Blue, really? Well, I’m drunk.” He laughs. But,
you’ve got some great eyes.”

His friend, Nick, who I also recognize, pushes
against him again which makes him fall into me.

“Quit it, man! What the fuck?” He yells back at Nick.
The bar is crowded now, and everyone is pushing everyone.

I focus intensely on his face. Yes. It really is
him.

“So, what’s your name—girl with the great blue
eyes?”

“Don’t you know who I am?” I squint. Our college was
small and cliquey—surely he must have seen me there, at some
point.

“No… I just think you have great eyes.” He laughs,
and his chest collapses into mine again.

I notice a small clump of blond hair popping out from
his under shirt, just above the hollow in his neck. My mind is like
a camera—I take pictures of everything on him. The shoes. The plaid
shirt. The clumps of hair in the hollow of his neck. The Fossil
watch hanging loosely on his wrist.

The bar is getting crowded, and I have to arch my
back to keep my balance. Everyone is pushing into us.

“We went to college together,” I feel the warm blood
rush to my face—realizing that he has no idea who I am.

“Really, what is your name? He looks surprised.

“I know your name!” I exclaim.

“Well, what is it then?” He rubs the coarse stubble
on his chin.

“Alex. Alex Carrington.”

“Fuck. You do know me. What is your name?”

“Esme…. Esme Oliver!” I shout my name over the all
the noise in the bar.

“Hmmm. That sounds familiar. I feel like I have read
about you.” He smiles.

“Were you on Student Senate?” He cocks his head to
the left side with inquisitive eyes.

“Yes. I was vice-president.”

“Ah, yes, your name sounds familiar. I think I
remember reading something about you in The Post.”

Finally, he remembers something about me.

“I know who you are.” I blurt suddenly. “You
dated P. J. Jacobs.”

All those stupid southern girls thought it was
necessary to have two names—Sara Elizabeth, Mary Kate, and even
cooler to use their initials. Patricia Jane was one of them and was
in the oldest and most prestigious sorority house where all the
girls of privilege came together.

I used to see them walking around campus holding
hands. Her chic black bob and lithe olive legs moving effortlessly
in a long white sundress with flip-flops. They looked so elegant
together. You couldn’t really stop staring or stop envying
everything about them.

“P.J.? Wow. How did you know that?” He looks at me
intently.

“I remember…. I mean I kind of knew her. I used to
see you guys sometimes at Clyde’s.”

“Really? Did you hang out at Clyde’s?”

“Sometimes. “

“Well, she’s a fucking psycho.” He looks around left
to right, “so if you see her come in here, we’re bolting. She’s
gotten so out of control since we graduated.”

“Does she live here?”

“Yeah, in McLean. She’s from here.”

P.J. Jacobs, like Alex Carrington, grew up
here, attending the top prep schools, taking subway trains
to the mall at age eight and hanging with kids who had their
birthday parties at the Ritz Carlton. She had the perfect black
hair—flat as a tabletop, straight as the letter I. I used to
stare at her. Covet her. I could see why she got him. She was
perfect in every way.

I change the subject. I don’t want to know why she
was psycho. She probably wasn’t. He probably just wouldn’t marry
her, which is what all those girls wanted, expected, after
graduation.

“You were in The Post too. I remember reading
that piece about you... getting arrested for stealing a Domino’s
pizza truck when you were really drunk.”

“Oh yeah,” he smiles. “That was really fucking
stupid… my dad had to pay a shitload to get me out of that one. I
never heard the end of it.” He rolls his eyes.

Like P.J. Jacobs, he comes from a family of lawyers
with connections, idle time, and plenty of money. His father
probably sent a close friend to defend him and write a check. No
big deal.

“Hey, can I buy you a beer?” His big hand touches my
wrist.

“Sure.” I shrug.

He waives at the bartender, “Hey Stanley, get this
girl a... what are you drinking, Esme?”

“Ahm, Miller Light. Miller Light is fine.” He reaches
over the long oakwood bar, dipping his sleeve in a puddle of
beer.

“Here you go, Esme. Cheers! It’s nice to meet you.”
He hands me the brown bottle.

It’s odd. We spent four years in college together at
exactly same time. We went to the same bars, same restaurants, some
of the same parties. My eyes followed him everywhere. He followed
me nowhere. And here we were in Washington DC, meeting for the
first time.

I see Melanie and Janey out of the corner of my left
eye—they are whispering and giggling, covering their mouths. They
know who he is, too.

We go on to talk—banal conversation, the details of
which I cannot remember now. Which part of the city we lived in,
where we worked, did I ever take that art class with that crazy
professor MacFarland, and did I go to this party or that party at
his frat house. He told me I was really funny. That I made him
laugh.

As he spoke, he would touch my shoulder, then my
wrist, and sometimes brush his fingers against mine.

I will always remember that moment outside in the
rain at the divey bar with the cracked wood picnic tables. I felt
airy and light, and maybe it was the beer, but for once, the words
rolled effortlessly off my tongue. His eyes lit up when I answered
any question, and then the recessed dimples would jump out from the
corners of his mouth. I soaked it up. I wanted to stay here—in this
moment—forever. He seemed to stand still, at that spot in front of
the bar, for hours—abandoning his friends who had long since gone
on to other pubs and parties. I noticed my friends had left, but I
didn’t care. I wanted to be nowhere else but here.

As I placed my empty beer on the top of the bar, he
grabbed my left hand and wrapped it in his, holding it tightly with
his coarse fingers, rough from years of pulling an oar on the crew
team. I feel his oversized wristwatch slide down my fingers.

“Let’s go,” he said.

“Okay.” I said effortlessly. I wanted to go
everywhere with him.

He is drunk, yet I let him drive. I’m leaving with
him, and I have just met him. I’m doing everything I know I’m not
supposed to do. But I can’t stop myself.

“Let’s get something to eat.” He drives fast. Navy
blue BMW. Top down. The Washington monument on my left. New Order
on the radio. He grabs the stick shift and then grabs my left hand
and kisses it.

We pull into a trendy sports bar that he says he
likes to go to on Thursday nights. I make a mental note. Because
I’m sure we are going to start dating now. But eventually we’ll
break up, and I’ll be stalking him here. Then I will be the
psycho—not P.J. Jacobs.

Alex high fives the bartender and lots of other guys
around the bar who obviously know him. I sit down quietly at a
table in the back and light a cigarette. My smoking has gotten
really out of control as of late, but I love it and do it anyway.
It helps me not eat and calms my mind. I vow to run five miles
tomorrow and repair my lungs.

He comes over to the table, grabs my cigarette out of
my hand and takes a drag.

“You know, Esme. You’re really are a cool chick.”

I roll my eyes. If he only knew me. All the time on
the sofa staring aimlessly at the ceiling. Pacing hard wood floors.
He wouldn’t like me if he knew. So I cover it up. I will be that
girl.

“No, really. I mean you’re super hot, but you’re also
really cool.” He takes a drag taking me in, sizing me up.
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