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I call him
 John Doe because
 even though he said
 he was different,
 he was just like
 all the rest.








I

Rose-Colored Glasses








The Pitch




It all started with my friend Sydneys description. His name was John Doe and he was open-minded, smart, funny, and once you got to know him you really didnt notice the receding hairline or even how short he was. Sydney thought we would really like each other. My gut said no.



If only I had trusted my gut.



Sydney wanted me to go to a party that Friday night at his apartment. She had been trying to get us together for monthsJohn was one of her good friends. I kept delaying our encounter for two reasons. First, he was short and balding. And second, I was dating someone else (Evan). When I stopped dating Evan, I ran out of excuses. A party was safe enough and maybe John had cute friends. Four of my friends would be there, so it was a no-lose situation.



I figured a cameo appearancehalf hour maximumand out the door.
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First Encounter




When I walked into his loft I was blown away. It was straight out of the pages of Architectural Digesthigh ceilings, exposed pipes, white walls. A jungle of plants in every corner. It was Zen. Sparse, and everything had its place. My first thought was Homosexual.



John was greeting guests as I eyed him across the room. After Sydneys description, I expected a troll. But I actually thought he was kind of attractive, in a balding sort of way, and his cool apartment made him seem a little taller.



For the most part it was a conservatively dressed crowdmen in suits, women in pearls. I was staring at a watercolor, a landscape, when I felt John come up behind me. I turned, looked into his eyes, and thought, Definitely not homosexual.



We started talking as he walked me through his artworka Picasso (which I later learned was a print), a Mir (same story), and two Biedermeier chairs (which his ex-girlfriend took back mid-way through our relationship). That he would ignore his guests to spend so much time with me made me feel special.



The party started to wind down around 1:00 A.M. and only his good friend Jason and my good friend Christie remained behind. Jason and Christie were madly in love, even if it was only their second week together.



I sat on Johns white canvas couch and he offered me a foot rub. My feet were killing me from my high heels, and I thought, Why not? Red wine, a cute boy, a foot rub in the hippest loft in SoHolets just say things were good.



Around 2:00 A.M. Jason and Christie wanted to go to a club. John said he would clean up his apartment and meet them there in a bit (sure), so I offered to help (sure).



We had our first kiss right there in his kitchen, surrounded by empty beer bottles.
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When we finished cleaning up we were both too exhausted to go out. He invited me to sleep over, but I declined. That was until he offered me a pair of Brooks Brothers mens pajamas and promised to behave. Im a sucker for Brooks Brothers.
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Obsession




The next few weeks were a blur of bliss. I couldnt remember what life was like before John Doe. Our feelings for each other bordered on obsession. I wanted to be with him every minute he wanted to be with me. We spoke on the phone four times a day, sent e-mails to each other all day long, and had sleepovers every night. I wasnt ready to have sex and he was really sweet about itwhich became an even bigger turn-on.



We would sit up all night and talk about our families. His parents insisted on good gradesmine settled for a clean room. He won Most Likely to Succeed in his high school yearbookI was Class Clown. What did we have in common? Would you believe sushi?



I would spend all day at work fantasizing about him and would cancel all plans without hesitation.
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Sex




You can imagine how high my expectations were. I had thought about this moment every day for weeks. After all, he was such a great kisser and knew how to say all the right things. In my eyes he was perfect. Sex would really be the icing on the cake.



How can I say this gracefully? Okay, in my mind there are four types of sex:


LouisianaErotic and spicy




New YorkEclectic and sophisticated




Los AngelesSuperficial but fun




ConnecticutPredictable and bland



John was Connecticut.


[image: image]




OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/Images/logo.jpg
& HarperCollins e-books





OEBPS/Images/3.jpg





OEBPS/Images/vi.jpg





OEBPS/Images/7.jpg





OEBPS/Images/6.jpg





OEBPS/Images/11.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
& HarperCollins e-books

Getting Over
John Doe





