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	Chapter 1



I really needed my own
place. If this story has to start anywhere, it's at that
point.

My name is Catherine. My
mother calls me Catherine, everyone calls me Kate, and Bobby calls
me Katie. Tom calls me Cat because I hate it. Otherwise he calls me
Catherine. I'm twenty-two, I'm smart, I'm not lucky. Not
lately.

When I graduated from
college I moved back home to Chicago to get my resume in order and
apply to business school. But then the economy busted, then my
parents lost an impressive amount in both stocks and real estate,
and then, slightly later, my car died.

I've worked almost my entire
life. I got a permit when I was fourteen and worked in restaurants,
in bars (I was too young to work in them but that wasn't really a
problem - which I'll get to later), I've worked in shitty jobs and
really good jobs and usually I've come out ahead. I didn't get a
scholarship to college. I paid for half; my parents paid for half.
It was going to be the same thing for graduate school. My parents'
half was wiped out in a few short months. My car still needed to be
paid off even when it was a useless piece of junk on the street. I
got so many tickets just trying to figure out what to do with
it.

I did manage to get a part
time reception job in the city that paid fine so long as I didn't
need rent or gas or new shoes or clothes or a computer. In a year
or two I would have saved up enough for about half of what I
needed, and since I was still living with my parents I was willing
to wait. I'm not really that patient but I didn't really have a
choice. I'm good looking, not stupid.

But for all my patience I
was still a twenty-two-year-old receptionist with an Economics
degree, and living with my parents. I worked in a dentist’s office
that advertised on craigslist.

Bobby is my boyfriend. We
met at the beginning of Junior year; he was a TA and is amazing at
microeconomics. Since leaving college though he's gone off to
graduate school in Michigan and I'm still stuck here, so it's a
long distance thing. Which wasn't a problem. The problem is that
I'm not really sure how I feel about him now, or how I've ever felt
about him.

Allison is my best friend.
She was a liberal arts major and wants to be an actress. I think
she actually just wants to be famous, but I won't fault her for
that.

We met Tom in
college.

Tom was older; he was a
third year when we were just freshmen. I think somebody told me
once that he had three majors in college, in three different
schools. I don't know if that's true and I've never asked him but
it certainly sounds like it could be true. Because that's the kind
of guy Tom is. I don't know if he's smart. I used to think he was
smart, and he isn't dumb, but now I think he just works hard. I say
Allison and I met Tom in college but we knew him before that. He
did go to our high school but we never saw him much. He wasn't in
student council, he didn't work on the paper, he wasn't in theatre,
he definitely didn't do sports. I think Tom worked all the time. He
was usually on the fringe of school, but he always had some
connection. Either we had a friend who was friends with him or gym
with a girl who was dating him. I think Allison said he worked at
the dock. It would explain his hands. How do I explain that, other
than the obvious?

I'll put it this way.
Allison says that learning how to move on stage actually requires a
class, it actually requires practice. I guess it makes sense. Being
up there people are watching everything. It doesn't make sense to
see you twitching or moving around aimlessly or shuffling your
feet. And your hands have to be somewhere. When Tom talks, or when
he moves, you don't realize it but he doesn't fidget, doesn't
bounce. His hands do exactly what he says he's going to do. Or they
show you. They don't waste time.

And Tom doesn't waste time,
as most people come to find out.

I had been back in the city
for about a year. I was saving money and hating how useless I felt.
Allison was looking for work and not having much luck in theatre.
We got together at the gym Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays (I also
went on alternating Saturdays or Sundays when I could). I love
Allison but we hit the gym more because we’re friends than we have
the same goals in mind. Allison was more fond of the stairmaster
and the track and talking to guys she knew (she has been looking
for a boyfriend since she and Ryan broke up two months ago but she
is exceedingly conservative and better at flirting than saying yes
to a date). So here's where I got myself into trouble,
maybe.

I'm good looking. I said
that before and I'll say it again to get it out of the way. I'm
5'7”, I'm a brunette, and my breasts are not as big as Allison's.
She has full, heavy boobs that droop lower on her chest. My breasts
are Cs (bigger when I'm on my period) but they're higher on my
chest and rounder than Allison's. Some guys prefer hers. Most guys
prefer me. I have long legs. I've never measured but it always
seems to me when I squint in the mirror that my legs are longer
than the rest of me. To compensate for that (I was self conscious
when I was younger - still am), I went to the gym a lot. And then
my ass got really round. Which I was self conscious about. So I
started doing sit ups every day. And I run. A lot.

I also eat a lot, but nobody
knows that. I say a lot - for a girl that just means more than
you'd think. I used to purge in high school but I gave that up when
I found out that my girlfriends were idiots. I do occasionally feel
the urge to throw up but I don't. I eat carrots instead. Or I run.
I spend an inordinate amount of time working out. In fact, when I'm
not working, I'm working out. I seldom drink anymore because I
don't like to count calories when I'm drinking. I won't lie;
recently, I have developed more of a tummy than I'd like, but my
sides are still flat and Bobby tells me it's sexy. I'm not really
sure now.

I have green eyes. Dark
green eyes, and long lashes. And my arms, for what it's worth (and
guys don't know) are extremely strong. I can pin Bobby to the bed
with my legs, but I don't because it makes him nervous.

So I'm pretty, but I've
always been pretty and it's been very helpful getting jobs. It has
not been helpful getting hit on. When I was younger I was
embarrassed, when I was in high school I was flattered, in college
I would either feel empowered or weird about it. Now I wish every
job interviewer would stop staring at my chest, or my neck, or my
shoulder, or my ass. Don't get me wrong, I'm grateful for the way I
look, but I look this way because I work hard. Allison is my height
and nearly the same weight, but she's not toned, anywhere. Though
guys don't seem to mind unless we're standing next to each
other.

I guess that's sort of my
point, in that you can look however you want to look, but you're
considered attractive for any number of reasons.

How do I feel about sex? I
like sex. Girls that look like me get reputations for being sluts
or ice queens. I've been called both. I've also been
called
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