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				CINDERELLA GETS A BRAZILIAN

				Without fail, the Big Night Out only seems to present itself when you have insane deadlines, have not eaten, drank anything uncaffeinated, showered, exhaled, or even peed in minimally forty-eight hours. When you are living on fumes until you can collapse, coat still on and remote in hand, with a big “whumph,” in your long-neglected apartment. When you have been getting from minute to pressure-filled minute fantasizing about flannel pajamas and Chinese takeout, not about shivering atop three-inch heels by a drafty window in a jam-packed bar. When there is not so much as an ounce of small talk to be had from your little, tuckered-out self.

				When you are just plain shot to shit.

				As your boss screams for you and the copy machine simultaneously implodes, it is, of course, at this exact moment that your perkiest friend, whose perfectly relaxing job has got her “positively bored to sobs,” calls to remind you about so-and-so’s midweek cocktails. While a billowing cloud of errant toner transforms you into a chimney sweep, Perky wants to know if you’re wearing your hair up, if you want to “duck out early” and get matching pedicures, if you are as b-o-r-e-d as she is. And you are overcome with a lightning flash of pure, murderous rage. You want to reach through the phone and drag Perky all the way through the wire, morph her into your sweaty, toner-stained, hunched-over-the-broken-copy-machine self and scream, “What?!”

				Instead, tears welling, you attempt to extricate yourself gracefully. “I have to go to the bathroom. I’m thirsty. My feet hurt. My contacts are rolling back into my brain.”

				But Perky knows exactly how to get you, knows it is merely a matter of five little words, knows not to waste time dillydallying when she is armed with a spinning gyroscope.

				“_____ said he’d stop by,” she mentions casually.

				Blank!!!!

				As in long-hot-romantic-Labor-Day-weekend-at-Perky’s-summer-share Blank?

				As in “I’ll-call-you-before-your-tan-fades” Blank?

				As in has-not-been-at-a-single-party-since and may-have-joined-the-witness-protection-program Blank?!

				And you are back. You are in. Fuck the copy machine. Fuck the deadline. Fuck even being employed. You have a mission! NASA has called in your number! The wagons must be circled. Pronto.

				Having put you wholly under her power, she proceeds to play dumb, “Yeah, I heard he was stopping by around some dinner thing.”

				“Around? What does ‘around’ mean?! Before?! After?!” You grip the phone, hover over the copier, ready to spring, awaiting the specifics.

				“I don’t know! Coooommme ooonnn, let’s sneak out for margaritas! I’m dying for a drink, my day has been soooo tediously b-o-r—”

				But you are flying out onto the street, your purse open, a battle plan forming in your head as you elbow your way through tourists and Salvation Army Santas. You look at your watch and try to calculate how to get the biggest grooming bang from your minimal time buck. Because, let’s face it, you could be crossing paths with him in less than two hours. Less than two hours to stand before him and look so fucking great that all of New York will be stopped in their fucking tracks.

				You get yourself to a nail salon and are momentarily paralyzed in front of their price list by the cosmic implications of which services to select. Option A: The He’s Just Going To See Me For Five Minutes And Regret His Entire Existence Package—above the neckline, below the ankle (manicure, pedicure, and upper lip wax). Or Option B: The He’s So Overcome By My Smooth Upper Lip That We Have Mad Passionate Almost And I Leave Him At the Height Of It All Regretting His Entire Existence Package (manicure, pedicure, wax everything). Virgin. Whore. Virgin. Whore.

				“Wax me! Wax me now!”

				Your entire body is chafing and violated, screaming against your winter woolen wear, you still haven’t eaten, had a glass of water, or peed, since, like, two days ago. Only sixty minutes to go and there is still dirty hair to contend with, makeup, and the matter of wardrobe. Think, think, think. What to wear to make someone regret his entire existence in the dead of December?

				Halfway across Fifth Avenue you take a full moment to look up at the cold evening sky and scowl angrily, like Moses, up at a God who has waited to present you with this opportunity in entirely the wrong season. You waste a good ten minutes on a crowded subway car lost in a nostalgic haze over your summer wardrobe: sexy little sundresses, bare tank tops, strappy sandals. All of which positively scream, “Trying!” in the dead of December.

				“Fuck.” You startle the businessman hogging the seat beneath you, the Financial Times spread to its full width between his relaxed thighs, his stubby legs outstretched. You hate him because it’s a pretty safe bet that he has not just waxed his entire body—nor does he have a five-minute window in an eight-hour evening to make someone regret his entire existence. Fucking seated asshole.

				Then you are home. You bounce through the apartment on one foot while pulling off your boots. You reach your closet. Hateful, winter woolen, frumpy closet that it is. You stare each other down. Humph.

				“By the time I return from my shower I fully expect you to have found at least one borderline fabulous suggestion.” It shrugs.

				You are naked in the bathroom, telling your skin to just get over it already, everybody gets waxed, and it needs to stop having a pity party and begging you for aloe. You are not doing aloe tonight. Better yet, how about lemon shower gel, astringent and a brief salt scrub?! It’s an S&M fest with you and your skin while you both wrestle in the bathroom to become a supermodel.

				You pant back to your closet with a half hour on the clock, hair wrapped tightly in a towel. You take a deep Tantric breath, say a quick prayer to the long-neglected laundry gods, open your lingerie drawer and let out a sigh of relief as you spot the Bra. The one that practically comes with it’s own boobs. Then you just need the angora sweater with the deep V that shows the cleavage, which goes perfectly with the red pants. A choir of angels clears its throat—but the red pants are at the cleaners—

				#%&!!—which leads to the leather skirt, which means the boots, which need to be polished and there is no fucking time for that. So back to the sweater—you consider for a nanosecond forgoing clothes from the waist down because that would definitely accomplish the mission. And then, as the last garments fly over your head and onto the coverlet, you remember the black evening pants you got in the Christmas sales last year. And you dig, sweating, on all fours through the back of your dark, dusty, hateful closet until you find them, flattened in their shopping bag between the hamper and the wall.

				And then you are in the shower again and your skin just cannot believe that you won’t even leave it alone for just one single minute!

				Less than sixteen minutes to go, in which ensues a cloud of perfume, a WWF match with your stockings, a makeup job timed for speed, and an attempt to blow-dry your hair by the open oven door to shave off valuable minutes.

				And it all comes to a screeching halt on the street below, which has suddenly emptied of its holiday traffic and is traversed by a lone deliveryman pedaling slowly on his bicycle against the snow. You contemplate throwing his burritos to the sidewalk and leaping in his basket. But he cycles on, oblivious to your desperation. You run in your three-inch heels to the nearest avenue, hopping up and down in oncoming traffic for an empty taxi. Or a clean pickup truck.

				A sweet, merciful cab finally pulls up and a guy in a camel hair coat opens the back door. “Hey, you goin’ uptown?” he asks.

				You hop right in, despite the fact that he could be a well-dressed serial killer, because risking death while in pursuit of getting someone to regret his entire existence is noble.

				“You looked pretty desperate out there . . .” He heh-hehs, taking advantage of a sharp turn to sidle closer and engage in a bit of holiday cheer, “Man, red’s your color,” or the more strategic “I bet your boyfriend loves you in red,” or, forgoing the niceties, a classic, yet elegant “Blow me, red girl.”

				“Well, umm . . . ,”you reach, “Since I’m a cop I have to wear blue for work and I’m really an autumn, but mostly I’m just a cop. With a gun. A cop with a gun.”

				Then he presses even closer and you are beyond grateful to be let out within even a mile of your destination. You hobble like a madwoman through snow-lined streets, any sensation in your feet slowly ebbing as throbbing gives way to tingling gives way to numbness, and, quite possibly, frostbite.

				Miraculously, at exactly eight o’clock, you reach the overcrowded apartment. Heart pounding from adrenaline and four flights of stairs, you breathlessly seek out Perky, whom you find in the kitchen, rooting through the hostess’s cabinets in search of fat free hot chocolate. You lock her in your tractor beams for the Shakedown.

				“Yick! You are so totally sweaty . . .”

				“Am I [wheeze] late? Is he [wheeze] here?” Deep breath, take her firmly by her shoulders, “Tell me.”

				She confesses and tells you you’re a “weirdo.”

				You win! You have not missed him! He’s on his way. The choir of angels belts it out for all they’re worth.

				Now it’s just a matter of waiting, an hour, or two, or six. You get a drink and strategically maneuver toward the nuts. Every time the buzzer rings you gulp. Every time the crowd parts you smile. You make hours of agonizing chitchat with guests who have had way too much to drink and are way, way too rested.

				Disgustingly rested.

				Your focus wavers as anecdotes about golf club memberships and restaurant openings blur. Of course, in your current state, even an actual Beatles reunion concert by the carrot sticks could not hold your attention. Every twenty minutes your adrenaline lags so dangerously low that it hurts to speak, to smile. You take the cheese into the bathroom. Shaky and nauseous with exhaustion, you still haven’t had any water, eaten a vegetable or closed your eyes.

				“You got a promotion? Sorry, that, uh, didn’t come out how I meant it.” You are not making friends. An invitation to the July Fourth barbecue is looking more and more like a long shot.

				And then it’s 1:15. Perky went home. Promotion went home. Barbecue went home. It’s down to you and the hostess. In her pajamas. You have helped clean up to the point of reorganizing her spice rack. She is looking at you oddly as she leaves to brush her teeth. You now must hit on her or there will be no other way to explain your behavior.

				You gather your coat where she has left it, not so subtly, by the front door, and let yourself out. Defeated.

				You were prepared for every alternative—he could have arrived with a model, a gay lover or a tonsure and you’d have handled it with aplomb, but this?! This anticlimactic nothing? Inconceivable!

				What kind of a person says he’s going to go to a party and then just doesn’t show up?! That is so like him!

				You stand immobilized in the stairwell.

				People having a party buy drinks and food based on an expected number and you can’t just say that you are going to attend and then just not show up!

				You gingerly traverse the icy steps of the brownstone, pausing momentarily to consider a new option.

				He doesn’t exist!

				Which would be so like him, just to apparate randomly on the earth one weekend a year to brush people’s hair off their faces, massage suntan lotion on their backs, whisper unsolicited promises about the future, and then just not call any of them before their tans fade!

				“MY TAN HAS FADED!!!”

				Dejected, you hail a taxi and head back to your apartment, which looks as if an eighties hair band has used it as a dressing room. You pull your mangled, frozen feet gingerly out of your salt-stained shoes, peel off your clothes and stand under the hot shower, letting the makeup and styling cream swirl down the drain with your exalted expectations.

				You pull on your favorite pajamas: worn sweatpants, bunny T-shirt, and your dad’s old wool socks. Too wound up for bed you sit down on the floor and slump back against the base of the couch, all adrenaline spent.

				And then you are hungry. Oh, man, hungry like a teenage boy in spring training. You want eggplant parmigiana, a loaf of bread, pie and a glass of whole milk. Maybe a rib-eye steak. You crawl to the fridge. Seltzer, a yogurt and one furry bagel.

				You grab your keys and head down to the deli. You order a roast beef sandwich and open a bag of potato chips while you’re waiting. You’re peering into the ice cream case, your mouth full, when a familiar voice behind you requests a pack of Marlboros.

				This is when you’re supposed to look up, softy lit by the brightly colored frozen dairy, glowing in your natural state of beauty, and be struck by how pointless it was to pour yourself into a socially supported dominatrix outfit. By what a bigger person you are. By the revelation that this scruffy, sexy smoker from your past is just another human being with whom you are fully at peace.

				But the moment you catch his eye it’s that same jolt through your spine of months past. And he smiles lopsidedly in that way he does, as if he has just remembered the idea of you and likes it. He gives you a “Hey” and then reaches over to tuck your hair behind your ear. And you are ready to throw down with him right then and there in front of the deli guy. Ready to sacrifice any amount of sleep, hydration, comfort, financial solvency, for one more fucking kiss. And then, as he is asking for your number—the one that “accidentally got washed” in his jeans pocket by some idiotic roommate—his gaze flickers behind you and you follow it. Straight to the flash of long blond hair leaning impatiently from a cab window outside.

				And you give him your number without flinching.

				Taking it directly from the Heimlich maneuver hotline on the poster behind him.

				With a “cool,” he is gone. And maybe someday, if his roommate stays away from his wash, he will call for you and find out exactly how to make someone throw up.

				Which is pretty goddamn close to made passionate almost! And even closer to making him regret his entire existence! Damn close! And you’ll take it! You are running a victory lap around the bagel bin, past the produce, grabbing your roast beef on the way out the door.

				And you couldn’t have planned it better if you tried.

				You are Perseus gloriously gripping the head of Medusa.

				You are Alexis with Crystal knocked out cold at your feet.

				You are exhausted.
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