
	Sometimes we have to lose ourselves to our emotions, our instincts, like animals, to find ourselves as people.

	 

	 

	Young, beautiful, on the verge of earning her PhD in English literature—and also desperately in love with two unreachable men, who take her desire and offer only empty promises in return—Anne Marceau’s heart and mind are always at war. Stranded in the crossfire, her loneliness, confusion, and fear threaten to overwhelm her, despite a gorgeous surface that might convince all that the world is her oyster. In a small, Midtown Manhattan apartment in mid-June, mere footsteps from the university that defines her life, could a week-long reunion with a beloved, childhood friend, nearly a decade younger, help remind her that there is nothing wrong with having needs, and the need to satisfy them?
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Dedication

	 

	 

	Once again, to my darling Rickie, as always, and also to Anne, to Andy—and to you, too.

	 


Really, We Are Only Animals

	 

	 

	Your past is part of you; you can’t outrun her because she can always run just as fast, and she’ll wait for you to catch up whether or not you’re really out of breath. So instead of fighting her or forgetting her why not just try to understand where she’s coming from, and let her in? You don’t have to be friends, and you don’t need to like her, but you need to accept that she’s not going away, either, so maybe give her a little credit, good or bad for helping to paint the new picture of you—every day that someone else loves, even if you don’t.”

	—Anne Marceau; notes to self

	Who, though?

	The glass panes mirrored a reflection distorted by light and a fatigue that made even hoping that the advice was true—a futile practice in wishful thinking.

	“He doesn’t love you,” she said into the receiver as if Debussy’s Clair de Lune had asked if he did. Instead, it simply reminded her with its wordless piano notes that she was on hold and had been for the last five minutes. “Nobody does, idiot girl.”

	A break in the music, whether honest static or an anemic attempt at reply on the other end, eventually outvoted by stall and another press of the hold button, seemed to concur.

	Nobody does.

	No one outside could hear the thought, repeated over and over, and yet to her, the walls echoed as if sung by an angry choir, all with her same voice.

	Nobody...

	“I’m sorry, but Dr. Mueller is out today,” another voice broke in finally, cutting off both the classical music and Nobody loves you after, what seemed to her, several monotonous loops.

	“Yes,” she sighed, wondering why it had taken the entire third movement of Suite Bergamasque to share this information. “Well, when Dr. Mueller comes back, could you tell him that I called?”

	He was there, pretending not to be. Very well, though. She would play along.

	Soft static came once more to the phone as if hold contemplated a return after an all too brief retirement.

	“Certainly, Miss “ Dr. Mueller’s secretary began.

	Dr. Mueller’s status at the university was such that he did, indeed, rate a secretary, while most of his colleagues counted themselves fortunate to share an office barely a door and nameplate removed from a cubicle.

	“Anne—that is to say, Anne Marceau,” she told her again, knowing the other woman remembered but had followed Dr. Mueller’s instructions to forget. “Please, it’s about... a paper I have to write,” Anne replied extemporaneously, clumsily, at the same time avoiding eye contact with Dr. Lowndes, her old linguistics teacher, who just happened to be peddling by The Kaffeeklatsch on her Schwinn.

	The young woman stood rigidly within the claustrophobic, old-fashioned phone booth, absently twirling the receiver’s cord around a slender, gloved finger. Despite the narrow walls and windowpanes that enclosed her in their red, wooden womb, she touched nothing, as though conscious to avoid leaving evidence of ever having been there.

	She hung up the receiver with a soft click that masked her annoyance, both with David and with the fact that her cell phone’s battery had died—victim to her forgetting to recharge it after a night-long barrage of voicemails and texts sent to her professor-turned-lover.

	Unfinished business, that David seems keen to keep unfinished...

	She had never, ever imagined herself being one of those girls, who obsessed over impossible, unreachable men until the obsession tore their hearts in two—

	But here she was.

	“Fuck me “ she murmured to herself at this failure to connect, feeling guilty at the same time for snubbing Dr. Lowndes, who had, indeed, waved at her.

	Evidently, the phone booth hadn’t aided anonymity as well as Anne had hoped if the moving object of a near-sighted spinster could identify her—first through horned-rimmed bifocals, and next Anne’s tweed coat in June.

	She made a mental note to stop by Dr. Lowndes’ office tomorrow after her first class and apologize for being a bitch. She made a further mental note to stop by Dr. David Mueller’s office, too, to tell him to stop fucking with her heart.

	Anne then mouthed a silent I’m sorry to a middle-aged woman probably—one of the students’ mothers—who squeezed her way into the phone booth after Anne had left it, and a cynical muscle within Anne’s heart wondered if this woman was carrying on an illicit affair with one of her professors, too. Perhaps one of her professors with a taste for older women—the sort who hadn’t discovered cell phones even though the rest of the planet had fallen in love with them decades ago.

	Yeah, or maybe her cell phone’s battery is dead too, Anne, her inner monologue dropping what seemed to be yet another octave of cynicism.

	Dr. Mueller—David—had specifically told her not to call him in his office—my secretary is imaginative and enjoys talking, was his rough explanation—and he had told her not to call him at home, either. The latter request needed no elaboration, as Mrs. Mueller would no doubt find little amusement at the thought of her husband—next in line to be dean of the English and Foreign Languages department—having phone sex with a twenty-six-year-old doctoral student, who happened to enroll or at least sit in every one of his classes—even ones she didn’t need, really—and who also had, on more than one occasion, been mistaken for a well-known lingerie model.

	Real sex, too, in several cheap-as-far-as-Manhattan-goes hotels around Midtown, where no one knew them, or if they did, a simple New York fuck off would teach them to move along—because there’s nothing to see here.

	So, the only option remaining was to call David’s cell phone, which had been their way of arranging meetings for the entire year that they had carried on this tawdry, degrading and, on her end at least, all-consuming enterprise. Only David wasn’t picking up his cell phone now, either. And, other than minute-long I can’t talk nows, and You couldn’t have picked a worse time to call, he hadn’t been taking Anne’s calls for weeks.

	And, they hadn’t been intimate since...

	I don’t remember.

	Maybe it was because the board of directors at the university was scrutinizing him to take over the aged Professor Klein’s position now instead of two years hence, as David had told her before, or—dark, terrifying thought—David had simply gotten himself a new sex toy. Anne avoided calling herself David’s whore, as she was not in the business of seducing men in exchange for cash, and the word left a bitter aftertaste when spoken, whether justly or not in any case, but she knew better than to flatter herself with the too-elegant and Tolstoy-esque sounding mistress.

	Toy would suffice, she thought, considering that her heart had indeed been thrashed about lately as an unfeeling child might treat a too-familiar, and now passé rag doll beginning to fray at its seams, confident that it would soon be replaced... A younger toy, maybe. Freshman? One who wasn’t always begging him with when are you going to tell her, David?

	In quiet moments when she wasn’t dreaming of an impossible, ideal life with Professor David Mueller—fifty-four but with the body and libido of someone twenty years younger—Anne could see clearly that falling in love with him had been a mistake of nearly Shakespearean proportions, with tragedy the inevitable destination, but without the rhyme and meter of sonnets to add any sense of order or beauty to her descent.

	But yes, she was in love with him, or thought she was, and even if she were only a semester away from earning her PhD in English literature—just weeks after her twenty-seventh birthday—Anne Marceau was in many ways a close relative to the most pathetic, besotted women she usually excoriated in freshman essays about gender equality.

	Love is beautiful, but love is blind, too, she would often mumble to herself as she called his number for a third—or was it the fifth?—time on nights when David wouldn’t pick up, the cliché almost a chorus to this oft-repeated song.

	Desperate, she was, and yet desperation wasn’t necessary...

	Anne had, unsurprisingly considering the protracted orgy that characterized much of campus life, other prospects romantically. Though a small minority of men could appreciate and challenge her mind, most could not, and didn’t care to, either, as most of the dim stars that orbited her constellation at school were younger or, more commonly, much younger. Which meant that they weren’t stars as much as they were sex-crazed boys, despite any academic credentials suggesting they had more to say than I want to fuck you like an animal.

	Fortunately for Anne’s own primordial needs, she did come equipped with charms beyond a brain that earned her a place on the dean’s list almost as an afterthought. Magazine-pretty and a willowy five feet, ten inches tall, with strawberry blonde hair that swept over her shoulders like a silk brocade draped across the most feminine settee, she possessed no shortage of libidinous nineteen and twenty year olds, both within and without her major, with whom she could release her sexual frustrations if she should so choose.

	On some occasions she did take the option—in her way, acquiring her own new toys—and though the orgasms were sublime, it wasn’t the same.

	Let’s be friends, who fucked once but never again, would be the look in her eyes as breakfast ended—his place, or hers—and both had to go to their morning classes, she to teach as part of her PhD program, and he to do his best to appear interested in her lecture and not her legs.

	Yes, boys had made her come. Come hard, in many cases. And, regarding an obscenely young French exchange student from Perpignan who had stayed a semester, only to return to Marseilles after Anne had developed the most maddening crush on his tongue and other parts, come on a motorcycle.

	But Professor Mueller, her David, white-haired and unassuming, could make her body and mind climax.

	He was

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
cover.jpeg





