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"But love is blind, and lovers cannot
see

The pretty follies that themselves
commit;

For, if they could, Cupid himself would
blush."

 


THE MERCHANT OF VENICE

William Shakespeare

 


 


 


"AMORI EST MORTEM. CUPID ACCEPIT A PUPPI
SUPER ME."

"Love is death. Cupid took a poop on me."

 


ANCIENT ROMAN GRAFFITI


Chapter One

 


At about twenty minutes until midnight, I
stole my best friend Kristy Rothlisburger's drink cup and snuck off
to the bathroom, where I spat in it.

I exited the bathroom and squeezed though the
sardine packed crowd at Kristy's New Year's Eve party and stood
casually next to Dan Moorehouse, captain of the Varsity basketball
team. He was chatting with his teammates near the bar, not a real
bar but an exotic soda bar Kristy's rich, defense lawyer father had
paid to have for his little girl's big event. There was Coke. From
Japan.

Keeping my head down, I waited for him to set
down his cup. When he did, I replaced it with Kristy's. I stayed
long enough to make sure Dan picked the cup back up and watched him
take a big gulp. Good. My work was done.

I walked away and went back to Kristy, who
was sitting outside under the Tiki-hut gazebo with the rest of our
fellow cheerleaders, moaning about how Dan hadn't come up to talk
to her once since her party started.

Kristy had had a huge crush on Dan since she
became lab partners with him in Bio at the beginning of this, our
junior year. Dan was oblivious, as most boys are, and I'm pretty
sure was actually kind of shy in spite of his being popular. So he
hadn't made a move with Kristy, much to her disappointment.

"Did you see Brittany Farnsworth talking to
Dan?" Kristy asked me with annoyance, as I sat down. "Ugh, I can't
stand her, she has the sluttiest teeth."

"I was unaware that one's teeth could be
slutty," I said.

"Well they can be. And hers totally are."

After doing a little research to make sure
Dan was in fact worthy of my best friend's affection, I decided to
do something for her I do not normally do.

"So have you found someone to kiss at
midnight, Amanda?" Felicity asked me.

"Amanda doesn't kiss anyone remember?" Kristy
said.

"Oh that's right. Why is that again?"
Felicity was the newest member of the squad and had not known me
for very long.

"Because she won't kiss anyone she doesn't
love and she doesn't believe in love," explained Angela.

That's what I told everyone anyway.

"So wait a second Amanda, you've never kissed
anyone?" Emma asked with abject horror.

"No, I've been kissed," I said.

"It was at my first boy/girl party in eighth
grade," Kristy exclaimed. "I told my Dad we were out of bean dip,
so he left to go pick some more up at the grocery store. Then we
took turns playing 'Seven Minutes in Heaven' in the closet in my
basement."

I wasn't thrilled about my first and only
kiss story being told again, but at least it got Kristy talking
about something other than Dan. She was my best friend and all, but
sometimes her obsession was a bit much. You can only hear about a
guy's 'perfect butt' so many times before your brain starts to
melt.

"So Amanda pulls Kevin Friedman's name out of
the hat. They go into the closet and when they come out, Kevin's
acting all weird, like dazed kinda."

"Wow, you were that good huh?" Emma said
laughing.

I smiled politely, rolled my eyes and allowed
Kristy to continue.

"That's what I said! Then it got weird. From
the moment they came out, he starts following her around everywhere
she goes. He keeps putting his arm around her and trying to snuggle
up to her. Then he starts going around telling everyone she's his
girlfriend. So Amanda manages to get away from him and hides out in
the bathroom. Kevin starts freaking out, screaming for her and
frantically searching my house. Someone tells him where she is and
he breaks down the bathroom door to get to her."

"Oh my God…" they all said at
once.

"We had to call the cops and everything, it
was insane," Kristy finished grandly.

"Wow," gushed Felicity.

"And you never kissed anyone again…" said
Emma wistfully.

"Oh my God, you guys I'm so over it. I
wouldn't want to fall in love with and get wrapped up in a high
school boy anyway," I said. Which was true. Partly at least.

"Oh Amanda, the anti-Cupid," teased
Angela.

Little did she know.

"The last minute of the year begins ya'll!"
the DJ shouted, then the crowd cheered and started counting
down.

Fifty-eight…fifty-seven…fifty-six…

Just then Felicity, Angela and Emma's
boyfriends came and whisked them away for the final countdown to
New Year.

Forty-three…forty-two…forty-one…

Kristy let out a heavy sigh. "Well, I guess
it's official, no kiss for me at midnight. I might as well join a
convent."

Thirty-five…thirty-four…thirty-three…

"I think that's a bit drastic. Besides you're
Jewish," I said looking over my shoulder.

Twenty-one…twenty…nineteen…

Sure enough, Dan Moorehouse was making his
way over, his eyes locked on Kristy. Although she hadn't noticed
yet.

"Yeah but I can join one of those Jewish
convents," she said. "The ones where if you do get married you only
do it through a hole in the sheet."

Fourteen…thirteen…twelve…

"Kristy, I don't even know where to begin
explaining to you everything that is wrong with what you just
said…"

"Kristy…?" Dan's voice carried over the
pounding bass of the DJ's tunes. She froze, her blue eyes wide, her
mouth hanging open, a lock of her blonde hair twirled around her
finger.

Seven…six…five…

I noticed everyone watching as Dan came up,
took Kristy's hand and gently pulled her up out of her seat. I
couldn't help smiling.

Three…two…

"Happy New Year Kristy…" he said and laid a
kiss on her as the clock struck midnight.


Chapter Two

 


So I hate to burst your bubble, but love
doesn't exist. At least, not the way we have been taught by
Hollywood and publishers of romance novels to think it does. It's
not magic, it's not kismet, it's not fate with a capital 'F'.

Love is nothing but a series of chemical
reactions that take place in our brains. There are three stages:
lust, attraction and attachment. During puberty, your body starts
releasing massive amounts of estrogen and testosterone causing you
to begin lusting for attractive members of the opposite sex, or
sometimes the same sex.

During the second stage of love, the
'attraction' stage, your brain releases dopamine and
norepinephrine. They are the chemicals that make you lose your
appetite, feel all elated, make you unable to sleep and blindly
focus on your new paramour.

Your body also starts blocking your
production of serotonin, lowering to about the same levels as
people afflicted with OCD. That's right. Being in love is like
having a mental disorder.

As your relationship progresses and you find
yourself doing the long-term thing, endorphins kick in. They make
you feel all soothed, peaceful and secure when you're around the
object of your affections. Finally, when you take it to the next
level, oxytocin is released which bonds you to that person. The
more you have sex, the stronger the bond becomes.

But it's all just evolution. The lust
reaction evolved to get us to have sex and propagate our
species. The attachment reaction evolved to encourage us to
form family units in which to bear and raise offspring.

Why such a cynic at such a young age you ask?
Well, it's because I'm Cupid. Okay, not the Cupid, there are
actually a lot of us. My great-great-great-times like five hundred
something grandfather was the legendary laborer of love. My family
line is known as the Descendants of Eros. That was actually his
real name. After the Romans conquered the world, stole everyone
else's history and remade it into their own, he became more
popularly known as 'Cupid'.

Bet you didn't know he was a real guy. Yes, a
guy. Not a god. And he most certainly did not have wings or run
around naked all the time. All that symbolic stuff was added later
when he was immortalized as a deity.

Basically great-whatever grandpa was just
this really charismatic guy who was really very good at
matchmaking. He did have a little help, but it wasn't magical at
all, it was just his spit.

Love spit. Yeah I know, it's gross, but it's
true. Us Descendants of Eros all have the mysterious saliva.
Basically, if I mix my spit with yours and the spit of someone
else, then they drink it, they will fall for you.

Now this is not a permanent trip down lover's
lane. It only lasts for a few days before it starts to wear off,
unless you ingest more Descendant of Eros Spit Cocktail. That was
enough for most people back when Eros was running around
proclaiming to be the Love Doctor of Athens.

Here's why. A couple of days can be enough
for two people who have some things in common to get to know each
other and actually maybe start to enjoy one another's company. Eros
made that happen enough times that boom! everybody thinks he
does something more than just screw with the chemicals in your
brain. Of course they didn't really have science back then, so they
called it magic.

There is however no excuse for believing in
magic today because we do have science. All the saliva does is
cause a chemical reaction. I don't know what the chemical is or how
it works…yet. Which is why I plan on becoming a neurochemist and
discovering what exactly it is that my saliva does to the human
body. Then I plan on using my discoveries to make a butt load of
money making a cure for lovesickness.

Your 'one true love' has dumped you for the
bimbo in third period who doesn't seem to know what a bra is? Has
your high-school-sweetheart husband of thirty-five years decided
you're too old for him? Did your man-whore cousin sleep with your
girlfriend? Take two pills and you'll be over it. No more loss of
sleep, no more binging on cookie dough straight from the package
while wearing three day old pajamas, no more rivers of tears
flowing from your eyes every time you hear that special song.

Freedom. That's what I plan on
offering: freedom from the chains of biology. Heck, curing my older
brother Phil's multitude of conquests would be enough to set me up
in a high-brow Manhattan penthouse.

Oh that reminds me, there's this one catch to
having Eros' love spit. Everyone I kiss falls madly in love with
me. Hence the 'Seven Minutes in Heaven' debacle at Kristy's party
in eighth grade. And I totally didn't even use any tongue, come on
I was thirteen.

That's how powerful it is. It might've been
nice if someone had let me know that before I hit puberty. I guess
I shouldn't have been surprised, my Dad did give Mrs. Mastrontonio,
our live-in housekeeper, a ten-thousand-dollar bonus to have the
sex talk with me. I know I'm a girl but he's a freaking Biology
Professor at USC. Grow a pair Dad.

Although apparently Dad has no idea what Phil
and I are and what we can do. See it turns out my Mom, who died
when I was six, was the Descendant of Eros.

Unfortunately, in what was one of the most
awkward moments of my life, I found all of this out from Phil.

"So you're telling me that our spit
makes people fall in love with us?" I asked incredulously.

"Yup. We have massive charisma, too. We're
like, insanely attractive to the opposite sex…and sometimes even
the same sex," he said with a shudder.

See, we put out hardcore pheromones, which
basically make
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