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Prologue





I have a tendency to walk into walls. Its not a trait that Im proud of, but Im easily distracted. I get lost in my thoughts, turn, miscalculate doorways, and bam: Im tasting drywall and plaster.


Once, I was walking alongside a friend on Rodeo Drive, shes relaying the most fascinating story about mineral makeup. Next thing I know, shes in the Marc Jacobs shop and Im in their window. Complete face plant. They had to bring out Windex and wipe off my smeared lipstick, and I can tell you, they didnt do anything to help me! I threw the back of my hand against my forehead and swooned to the floor, hoping everyone would think I had some sort of fainting spells, bad batch of BotoxSomething. Anything.


I went to the doctor to see what was physically wrong. Official diagnosis: klutzy and focused on the wrong priority for the moment. In fact, he said, Haley, you need to get your head out of the clouds. You need to prioritize.


Well, theres an understatement. I need to keep my head out of plate-glass windows, most definitely. (I actually paid money for that diagnosis.) I should have just gone for a pedicure. I can always focus better after a pedicure, and I dont feel dull-witted afterwards. Theres nothing that says, There, there, everything is going to be fine, like a foot massage and fresh polish.


In retrospect, it probably shouldnt have surprised me when my marriage did its own face plant. But I was completely blindsided, my head in the wrong cloud once again. Jay had moved on, and I simply hadnt noticed. (Truth be told, there wasnt much difference between the marriage being intact, and its suddenly being over, except I had to collect my things and move out to make space for the new woman hed selected to ignore.)


By now, I probably shouldnt admit that Im blond because it has nothing to do with the fact that my heads in the clouds. Really, it doesnt. Its two separate facts: Im blond. And I walk into walls.












Chapter 1





Youll keep the house? Anna asks me. Anna is Anna Lynchow of Cutler & Lynchow, the producing partnership that garners tons of cash and few Hollywood accolades. Our husbands are the lowbrow entertainers of Middle America. If there is money to be made on bathroom humor, our husbands have found the key to its success.


I shake my head. No, not keeping the house. Just the Porsche Cayenne. We both look at each other, understanding the comedy of a Porsche minivan. Or SAV, as they call it. Sport activity vehicle. Like that isnt a Carrera. He bought the house through the business, and I only got a portion of it if we made it to ten years. I imagine your husband has more rights to it than I do.


Anna rolls her eyes, and in her New York drawl says, Knowing Craig, he probably does. I dont think he drinks a latte without figuring out how he can make money on it. But God love him, I can spend it with the best of them, so Im all for his making money. Anna straightens out of her smile. Not at your expense, of course.


Im entitled to $10,000 per year of marriage.


Anna stares blankly, unable to do the math.


Which, being just short of eight years until the separation, if you call it that, puts me at about $70,000. Less than my husbands annual golf fees, I want to add. But its not the money, you know, Anna? He wont even discuss this. He claims that I know exactly why he left me. Two months of hotel living and still no answers.


Whats to discuss? He left you, Haley. It happens every day. It isnt right. It isnt fair, but men get bored. Jay got bored.


Even for Anna thats a heartless question. Whats to discuss? Our marriage. We made vows!


In Hollywood you made vows, she says in the same tone as duh! She leans back into her vibrating pedicure chair.


There are times when its painfully obvious I didnt grow up here. I know I come from a boring, middle-class background, but I never will understand the lack of emotions here when it comes to marriage and their coming to an end. Whatever the statistics might be, I got married for the same reason she did. She was in love. She only gets credit because her husband was poor when they married, and mine wasnt.


I know in certain circles, it seems kind that Jay packed up my things neatly and arranged for me to stay at the Wilshire, but its only kind to someone who has never seen their life belongings left on a front porch. To one who looks at a mansion and says, This is it, all Ive earned for the last decade, its devastating. A Porsche and a porch with three suitcases. And he left the Vuittons in the house.


I found myself paralyzed, unable to understand how my life had changed. I still had the credit cards, I was still officially married and driving the Porsche. What exactly was different?


Its a good settlement, Haley. I mean, you did pretty well considering theres no kids. She turns her hand over and looks at her nails, Can you make them more rounded? Anna asks the manicurist before turning her attention back to me. That money will help you get started again, buy the right clothes, get you to the right parties. Youll be back in no time.


Back? I havent even left yet, and I dont want to come back. Im tired of playing house. I want to be loved, not worshipped like a forgotten treasure from the past. Thats not true either. Right now Im Garbo. I just want to be left alone.


If the money runs out, you can sell the Cayenne and get a Prius, you know? This is L.A. Get something practical for crying out loud, now that you dont have to worry about Jays colleagues thinking hes cheap. Or heaven forbid, a Republican who has money to burn. Not that round! she snaps at a poor Vietnamese girl, who might not understand her words but recognizes the tone immediately. Theres a rash of pressured conversation in Vietnamese.


Anna, take it easy. Youre scaring her.


Im not scaring her. Shes screwing it up, and Im asking her to correct it. Im a paying customer! Look at them, theyre plotting how to take revenge out on me this very minute. Listen. She narrows her eyes toward the poor girl. Wicked manicurists. Someday Im going to employ my own at the house and not bother with this. Im probably getting some dangerous fungus as we speak.


Most days, I think Anna is a dangerous fungus. Oh, I bet theyll jump at the chance to work for you, I say sarcastically. Your picture is probably plastered as a warning at the beauty schools throughout L.A.


Just because you let everyone walk all over youI come in here for a manicure; they do it my way. Its that simple. Thats something you never understood, Haley. This town will walk all over you. Youre letting Jay walk all over you now.


One thing Ive learned in my years as Jay Cutlers wife: Theres no sympathy garnered for a trophy wife. We are, by our very nature, hated entities. We get what we deserve, or so they say. But Im going to let you in on a little secret. I have yet to meet a trophy wife who married for money. Life as a trophy wife evolves. Any good woman in L.A. becomes what her husband desiresplays the part, if you will. Some men are just more shallow than others.


We married for the same reason most women marry; we were hopelessly, devotedly in love with Prince Charming, who swept us off our feet and made us feel cherished. He would provide the security we needed, the unconditional love we craved. What we failed to realize during our courtship was how calculated and well acted the role of Prince Charming was. How utterly nave we wereputty in their aged and creased hands.


Is it any wonder I walk into walls as a hobby? Somewhere along the line, I stopped being able to be who I was. Remember that time I wore the sequined gown to the SAG awards, Anna? Man, was I green.


Do I? You looked like you were wearing one of Chers old costumes, a cheap copy of a Bob Mackie creation. She laughs. Oh, we got a good laugh that night. You were the talk of the town, and we all wondered how long it would be before Jay hired you a stylist.


I think it was the next morning. I liked that dress, I admit. I liked it a lot, in fact. I liked how it sparkled and how it was cutI looked good in that dress.


Haley, it was straight off the rack. It was polyester at best, probably made in some sweat shop on the south side.


I liked it. I look her straight in the eye. It made me happy to wear it until I incurred the wrath of all of you. Thats something Ill never understand about this life. Everyone does exactly the same thing, or theyre blasted. Im different. I want to be different.


Well, someone had to teach you. Being different will land you in divorce court.


After all these years of learning the ropes, Im still in divorce court, and Ive forgotten what I liked because everyone told me what I liked was tacky and inappropriate.


It was tacky and inappropriate. You have the worst natural taste of any woman in L.A.


I think I am tacky and inappropriate. Its my natural state.


If I remember correctly, that was a whopper of a fight you picked with Jay that night. Anna has a knack for remembering the negative of life. Its a gift.


He thought I looked beautiful before everyone made fun of me. If I looked beautiful before we left for the party, why did he let everyone else influence his opinion?


You looked like an eighties prom queen. You even wore frosted lipstick! She laughs aloud again and normally, Id giggle right along with her. But not today.


I was a nineties prom queen, and all we had was grunge. Why wouldnt I long for what I missed? Besides, you were probably just jealous I looked good in off-the-rack. I want to add something about the amount of work shes had done, but my mama didnt raise me to be like that.


Nowe werent. Haley, your husband is one of the foremost producers in Hollywood. You could have dressed in any designer you chose that night.


Foremost in money. Not respect. If he could make money at bodily functions, why couldnt I wear sequins? You see my dilemma. But I couldnt really. Dont you see? I chose to buy off-the-rack. That was not acceptable. I was supposed to go to some uppity shop and be told what to wear and like a good robot I did just that after that night. Fell into line. Didnt you ever want to shake things up a bit, Anna?


Youre telling me that youd rather wear sequins than an elegant, well-cut Armani?


I ponder this for a moment. I did wear Armani to a premiere once. It was a gorgeous gown of canary yellow and fit like a glove, but all I thought about that night was the dress and how I might spill caviar on it, or slip on the train. Yes, I think I would rather wear sequins. You cant actually wear them and be sad. Sequins say here I am world, and I am ready to par-tay!


Thats because you look like a disco ball.


And whats more fun than dancing under a disco ball? They had one on this cruise Jay took me on one time and


Anna sighs. Youre hopeless, and if you want to shop off-the-rack, with your divorce, it looks like you just got your wish.


This was one thing I was actually looking forward to. I finally get to do what I want to do. Some days, life here feels like one big heaping pile of drama over nothing. Were getting manicures, and theres this silent catty struggle over how rounded a nail is. No one but me seems to get that this is a complete waste of time. Yet in everyones mind, Im the ignorant one. The poor fool girl who gets taken advantage of and dumped by her suave, successful husband because she cant play the game correctly.


A dying marriage is a sad and heartbreaking venture, and everyone else, including my husband, has just moved on as though nothing has happened. Theres no service. No burial. No acknowledgment. Its just over, and my presence is no longer required.


Anna is currently yelling and using her sign language to get what she wants. Ill miss Anna. In her own way, shes a breath of fresh air. She says exactly what she means, unlike most people who just belittle you in their own subtle language. She just outright tells me Im tacky. You cant beat that.


Like I have a choice in the matter.


You always have a choice. I dont care what that pre-nup says, lawyers fees can add up quickly if you know what Im saying. You have to wonder if Jay would have enough energy to fight it. She turns the massage chair on again and starts to vibrate while she speaks. You know, I really thought you two would make it, Anna says, as pensive as she gets. You did everything he asked. Its good to know rolling over and dying doesnt necessarily keep them around either. I guess it pays to be mouthy sometimes. Anna gazes at me. Oh sorry, didnt mean anything, just taking mental notes for future reference. Thats all.


I take it back. I wont miss friends like Anna. Im tired of manners not being an issue. Friends who say whatever they please and expect you just to swallow any opinion of your own. No matter how subtle their comments are, they have the same stinging effect. I wont miss friends whose hearts are well encapsulated behind silicone and a suspicious view of everyone.


Hopefully, Anna, you wont need any of that advice. May your marriage live long and prosper.


He wouldnt dare leave me. It would cost him a fortune. You see, Haley, thats the beauty of marrying young, before they have anything. I have rights to half of everything. No starlet is worth giving that up for. She laughs and flips her hair. Anna is truly beautiful, mesmerizing to look at, and she doesnt look anywhere near her age, but Ive seen Craig. He doesnt watch her with the same intensity he once did, and the truth is, she doesnt know that hell be there forever. I suppose none of us know.


The fear of loneliness drives us to desperation. How could I have known married loneliness was worse? Ive gone over the facts a million times, wondering if my fate could have been different, how I could have spared myself this overwhelming sense of failure. But the facts are that I was twenty years old, fresh out of Pasadena City College, and Jay Cutler, Hollywood Producer, bought me, little Haley Adams, a tennis bracelet.


Its for me? I asked him, my mouth agape. I had never seen anything so beautiful in all my life.


Jay clasped it around my wrist without taking his eyes off me. Who else would it be for, Haley? No one makes me feel like you. Id buy you the world if I could package it with a bow.


JayI put my head on his chest, twisting my arm to allow the diamonds to sparkle and color under the sunlightyou give me so much already. I dont need things.


Youd love me if I had nothing, he states as fact, and I can hardly contain the warmth radiating in my chest. He knows, I thought. He knows Id do anything for him. That my love is infinite. It wasnt long after that I had a pre-nup thrust in my lap.


In my defense, who knows anything at twenty? Add to that, the fact that I looked like Gwyneth Paltrow with breasts, and I was ripe for the taking. Fresh meat thrown into the lion cage that is Los Angeles. I gave my heart and soul for the price of a few longing glances and a tennis bracelet. I was a bargain.


I know what people think. Trust me; theyre not usually shy with their opinions in this town. I know they think he threw diamonds at me, and I traded my innocence and youth for his riches. My eyes as wide as saucers, and my objective met, but that wasnt it at all. I wasnt a gold digger. Not for a moment. It wasnt the diamonds. It was Jay looking at me that way, like I was the only woman hed ever laid eyes upon. He opened doors for me, made sure I had food in my fridge, a place to do laundry. His actions said, Ill take care of you, Haley. You are so valuable, and you wont be alone. Youll never have to fear again. Trust me. But sign this first.


At twenty, nothing says you can trust me, like a diamond tennis bracelet. Nothing identifies Prince Charming quicker than a man ready to commit with jewelry.


Now its so blatantly obvious to me, with hindsight being what it is, but to be the princess for the first time is magic. To be the one Jay Cutler wants to be with, while all the tittering starlets vie for his attention, its magic. Theres an aura of pixie dust lifting you into the night sky. Its living Cinderella.


But, of course, loving a narcissist is the first step into hell on earth. Youll be wearing Prada, naturally, but it wont prevent the singe of fire that is to come. When they start making Jimmy Choos in asbestos, Ill be the first in line.


Theres a photograph of Jay and me smiling at one another at our wedding. I took it before hed notice its absence. Jays looking at me as if Im the missing puzzle piece to his life. Im gazing at him as though all my troubles have just evaporated into the night sky on a champagne bubble. That photograph is the last time I ever remember Jay looking me in the eyes.


From that moment on, I think the only time he ever noticed me is when I did something wrong, and I did most things wrong. Im intimately acquainted with plate-glass windows. Does that sound like someone who doesnt need guidance? The first time I really remember him actually yelling though was when he came home to me in yoga pants. The horror!


Whats this? he said as I scrambled upstairs like a child past bedtime. What if Id come home with someone, and you looked like that? Unacceptable, Haley. Unacceptable. I did not marry the type of woman who thinks its all right to be walking around in sweatpants.


I looked down at my skintight yoga pants. Sweats? These are yoga pants, and I think I look hot. I twisted my booty toward him. It was a joke, but apparently my comic timing is not what you might think.


Dont mince words with me, Haley. You look like you just came from the gym. And whats that, that stuff on your face?


I flush when I work out.


You look like a little old lady in a rest home who got ahold of her blush. What if the head of a studio came by, and youre looking like that? Go change.


The smell of the top coat being applied to my fingernails brings me back to the present.


I dont want a man to stay with me because he has no financial choice, Anna. Thats no security.


Annas face darkens. Craig doesnt stay with me because he has to.


No, of course not. I didnt meanIt was me who chose to leave my career for the marriage, I say out loud to Anna, as though typing college papers and working at the Gap was a career, but whatever. Its all I can salvage for dignity at the moment. If my one talent in life is folding the perfect shirt, Im embracing it. Im not proud.


You did a lot, Haley. I know you worked hard. Supporting a successful man is probably the hardest job in the world, dont you think?


I hate to admit thats what I did. It kills all my thoughts of being a strong, independent womanthe kind you read about in magazinesand makes me sort of weak and pathetic. Its bad enough Im klutzy, do I really need to identify with weak, too? Im thinking one major issue is enough for any woman. I let out a deep and haggard sigh. Absolutely.


I look at Anna. In her eyes, I see the briefest flicker of understanding, but it evaporates before it has a chance to ferment. Its too deep a moment, and Anna immediately retreats to the shallow. The money was a major coup. Girl, you got something in you that just makes men melt. If Jay Cutler is opening his wallet at all, the rest of us should bow at your feet, but I hope you thanked him. You must have had some spell over him early on. In her mind, this is a compliment. So why do I feel the distinct need to slap her?


I look into Annas startling blue eyes for a sign. Do you really believe that? That Jay did me a favor by changing the locks? Would you really feel that way if your husband suddenly told you it was over?


I told you. Theres no way. It would cost him too much. She cackles like a witch in a childrens play. I still cant believe he really did that. She shakes her head. Hes got rocks! Anna pops a piece of raw broccoli, from a Ziploc baggie she pulls from a two-thousand-dollar purse, into her mouth. What do you want me to say? Its time to move on, sweetie.


My goldfish didnt die. Its an eight-year marriage. I roll my eyes, knowing my pleas to make her understand are pointless. For once in my life, Im incensed. Im definitely moving on. I stand up.


Not ready! my pedicurist shouts.


Im done. So sorry, I lean down and say. Great job. Thank you so much, but I must run. I walk toward the machine to dry my toes so I can get out of this stifling air as soon as possible. I look back at the faade that was my life. Honestly, the pedicurist who speaks very little English gets it more than Anna. She at least understands Im upset. Unfortunately, she thinks its about the pedicure. She grabs Anna by the wrist and points at me.


Anna drops the broccoli, Haley, dont be mad. Im only saying it like it is. You have to move on, thats all. Theres nothing left to hang on to. Would you want me to lie to you? Anna is as cool as a cucumber and looks to the pedicurist to see if shes done the right thing by me. Maybe I do want her to lie.


Hopefully, hes found someone more pliant than me, I say.


How is that possible? Sometimes I think if Jay told you he was bringing home an extra wife or three, youd ask if they were staying for dinner.


I think I just forgot what my opinions were, you know? I say to Anna. It was easier. Besides, I was only a kid. I didnt really have any time to form opinions.


You have to tell these men how to act, Haley. They dont know. She slips on her rhinestone-encrusted pedicure shoes, and the salon women wait with bated breath to see if shes leaving. Are you up for dating yet? John Galvins single again. Hes a catch. And he does art movies, that would make Jay crazy! Oh what I wouldnt give to see that opening, with you on his arm!


Ex-wives are not considered used here, theyre considered trained like pedigree puppies. I now know to go on the paper and not don sequins.


I dont ever want to date again, I say with conviction. Im thinking Id like to have my own business. Maybe I could help other wives organize their homes so they have more time with their children.


Anna laughs. If youre going to go entrepreneur on me, I think you should consider selling the eggs for your perfect genes. Of course, you have to get that fashion thing worked out. No one wants a baby who is happy in cotton onesies when it could be wearing Prada Baby.


You dont think I could do it, do you? I ask, willing her to tell me I cant. Maybe it will provide much needed motivation.


Youve got the advantage of time on your side. And only twenty-eight. Oy, we should all be so lucky. Anna pushes out her chest toward me. Im thinking of having them made smaller, what do you think? They look sort of eighties, dont you think?


Considering they look like two Southwest airplane noses thrusting off the tarmac that is her chest, I think thats


You know, these big things are just out. Most women are getting them smaller, and teardrop-shaped, you know? Dainty is in. Its all that yoga and Pilates, bodies need to be more streamlined nowadays. You wouldnt know. Good ol Mrs. Natural over there, but with yoga they get in the way, you know what Im saying? Have you tried to do the Cobra position with these? Im telling you!


Youre beautiful, Anna. Quit messing with stuff. You dont want to look like one of those old ladies at the club with their windblown faces. I try to pay for my pedicure, but they keep trying to lure me back to the chair to finish.


Upkeep just makes it easier down the line.


Every time you go under that knife I start to tell her.


I make Craig poorer, and much, much happier. The younger I stay, the more virile he looks. She makes the noise of a race car.


Oversharing. Craig doesnt care a thing about teardrop-shaped implants, Anna. It sounds so odd to hear this out of my mouth. Its an actual opinion. You know, the biggest mistake the women in this town make, is too many surgeries, too young, and then its over before theyre fifty. Theyve got no skin left to pull back, and the chemical peel is but a distant dream. It wont work on that taut of skin no matter what those surgeons on Bedford Drive say. Women in our neighborhood need to start planning ahead, and no surgeries whatsoever during menopause until their hormones arent driving the decision.


Haley, I didnt know you noticed things like that. You go, girl! Anna is red-haired, with a nose that sticks out nearly as far as her chest. If I were her, Id tell her the obvious surgery she might have, but Im not. And thank heavens for that! Like who has done the chemical peel?


Mary Ellen Geyser, for one. I sit back down next to Anna but wave off the pedicurist. Maybe I would have had more friends if Id had more opinions.


Recognition clouds Annas eyes. Yeah, she says slowly. You know, youre right. When she talks, its like a dummy moving its mouth. I can almost see the cracks.


April Welling, for another.


Annas still nodding. Yeah, her, too! They need to go in and see if a thread lift can fix them up. Those old face-lifts are just scary. You see how much more fun you are when you gossip?


Gossiping? I thought I was just stating an opinion. All these women are beautiful, dont get me wrong, but they cease looking like actual human beings. Expressions become lost in a sea of Botox, and smiles interrupted by overly indulgent collagen shots. Everyone here thinks theyre so enlightened, that the middle states wait for word on what will happen next in this town, so they know which trend to follow, but the fact is, Joe Bob, sitting on his front porch after work, knows who he is. Anna, and even my Jay, never will. Theyll just schedule another surgery/noninvasive treatment before they have to think about it again should insecurity rear its ugly head.


And Ill be wearing sequins. My cell phone chirps, and I carefully fumble with it, but I see that its my soon-to-be ex. My heart jumps. Hello.


Haley, its Jay.


Hi, I say too enthusiastically.


Listen, call Rosario and tell her to pick up my shirts. Ive got to go to Switzerland unexpectedly tonight.


I look at the phone to connect with what Im really hearing, and my stomach drops. No, I say quietly.


What? he barks.


I said no. My heart begins to pound, but I look to Anna and feel my confidence rise. Call her yourself. Were divorcing. You do remember changing the locks, I remind him. Im thinking my lackey duties are over, and I know full well he has no clue how to reach Rosario. In fact, Im sort of shocked he even knows her name.


What does that have to do with anything? Haley, you cant do your husband of ten years a favor? Did I mean nothing to you all those years? You got the car and a settlement and I was more than fair. All Im asking for is a phone call so I can get on the plane without stress.


Systematic dismissal of all opinions. And all Im saying is no. What makes you think I want you to live stress-free? We werent married for ten years, and dont act ignorant about that, you made sure to end it before the severance package was raised. My guess is you can tell me to the day how long we were married.


Im thinking the floors need to be reconditioned, as well. I noticed some of the shine of the travertine is wearing off. Dont you take pride in your home?


Its not my home. I said no, Jay. Call her yourself. Are you kidding me? You locked me out of my own house? And now you want me to maintain things?


I took care of things for you all those years, I just thought you could handle some of these details for me. And since youre taking the Porsche, youre aware it needs to be waxed monthly.


Im selling the Porsche, so it really doesnt matter.


What do you mean, youre selling the car? Ah, he heard that. No one will give you a loan for another one. Its another of his scare tactics. Completely devoid of facts. I worked briefly for a loan broker part-time to earn extra money during school. Thats where I met my fate and the charming Mr. Jay Cutler. Not only could I get a loan for another car, but I could pretty much show my divorce settlement and buy whatever I wanted with it. Keep in mind, Jay cares little about my selling the Porsche, only that he cant control my selling the Porsche.


I wont need a loan, Jay. Ill buy something cheaper, and Im moving home. Ill have plenty to live on until I start a job.


Youre moving? To your old apartment? Pasadena has gotten a lot more expensive since you lived there, Haley. You have to be realistic about the settlement.


No, not Pasadena. Home to San Carlos. I never really cared all that much for Southern California. I miss San Franciscos fog, and people who dont look like Heather Locklear.


Youre moving to suburbia? He finds a lot of humor in this statement, apparently. Haley Cutler, youll never survive. Ive taught you to appreciate the finer things in life. What are you going to do when you see women wearing Old Navy?


His laughter only steels my resolve. If I can survive nearly eight years with you, I can survive anything. Besides, I happen to like Old Navy.


Haley, you cant live like that. What are you going to do, marry some hometown hero? You spend more in a week than the guy next door makes in a month.


You spend more in a week than that guy. I just run the errands for you. Besides, if you cared about my spending habits, perhaps youd like to fund them. I let out a laugh. And what makes you think Id ever marry again?


Youre not as strong as you think, Haley. Youre a summer blossom who needs lots of care to avoid wilting in the sun.


How utterly poetic. Are you through?


Ive taken good care of you, Haley. L.A. is your home. Youre destined for this.


I feel words, but theyre stuck in my throat, and its probably for the best. Jay could pass me off to another man without a look backwards. Not anymore. Im going home, and Im going to be happy. Im going to have opinions.


Listen, dont do anything stupid because youre mad at me. Dont forget to call Rosario.


Bob, tell her what shes won! As our parting gift, Haley Cutler has won the right to be a doormat for one more round.


Youve turned bitter, Haley. I dont know how that happened, he says before he hangs up.


Gee, I cant imagine. Twenty-eight, bitter, completely void of any real emotion and going home to live with Mom. It just doesnt get any better than this.


Anna snaps her cell phone shut as I hang up. Was that Jay? she says in her apologetic voice, like she hasnt just heard the whole conversation.


They say the truth shall set you free. Well before I go, Im giving Anna a lesson in truth. I wanted a child, I say to a horrified Anna. I slide the cell phone into my purse, lamenting what will never be. I wanted a child and a family. If Im going to have an opinion, Im going to have one that matters. I thought once Jay saw his child, things would be different. Dont you ever wonder about that?


Why should I? Who needs a cute young nanny running about while youre fighting to keep your figure?


Obviously, Anna doesnt want to go there, but I cant stop. If she has any depth whatsoever, I want to feel it! I want to believe there is more than just a high-maintenance machine within. I scoot to the edge of my chair, as close as I can get without actually sitting in her lap. I missed what it felt like to be someones world. If Jay didnt love me, I thought his child would. No response. You never wanted a baby, Anna? A little precious bundle to hold close to you at night and whisper into their ear? Someone who would look up at you and see your love? I clasp my eyes shut. Why didnt I understand that I was only an infatuation for Jay? I thought hed at least want to perpetuate his name for egos sake.


Anna studies the back of her hand disapprovingly. A child? Absolutely not. Its common knowledge Jay doesnt have time for a child, what did you think hes going to turn into Brad Pitt overnight? Anna asks. Things could have been worse. He could have left you in your forties, when your chances were nil for having a kid. Thats all Im saying. Its still not round enough, she barks at the young manicurist. Do I need to call the Board of Health on you to get this done right? The girls obviously understand that much English. Theres more frantic speech in Vietnamese, then one of the girls stands up next to Anna.


You no come back here no more.


What did you say to me? Anna shouts, to the annoyance of all the other patrons.


You heard me, you no come back here. You go to fancy salon in Beverly Hills. You go to spa. You leave us alone. We no like you.


I have to bite back my smile. This is probably Annas fiftieth nail salon, but she keeps plugging along, oblivious to the trail of destruction behind her, and I have yet to see her with naked nails, so something is working for her.


Like me? Anna screeches. I dont care if you like me. Im here to get my nails done. Well.


Two things I have learned. Jay doesnt love me, and Anna is incapable of deep conversation. Its time to cut my losses. I hand my credit card over and watch while Anna continues to steam at her manicurist. Val, the spa manager, hands the card back to me. No good. Another one?


I slide a second one out of my pocketbook wondering what extravagant gift Jay has purchased this time. A private plane membership? A different country club? I hand Val a second credit card and wait while she is punching numbers into the machine. The machine thinks, but makes no satisfying noise.


No good, Val says, shaking her head.


Jay probably canceled your card, Haley, Anna says coldly as she approaches the desk.


I dig through my wallet, messing up my nails, but I only have $8 to my name. I dont have enough, I say, lifting the wallet to show Val. Im meeting with a lawyer about my settlement today. Can I come back after my meeting and pay you?


You pay right now. She bangs the desk for emphasis. No free ride!


I cant pay right now. I look to Anna, who hands her credit card over to Val.


This is the last time Im coming here, Anna says, like its taken as some sort of threat. You all have an attitude, and you need to know who the customer is! The machine spits out Annas receipt, and she signs quickly, heading toward the door.


Anna, wait. I dont have any money!


She flips her red hair about as she faces me. You have to stand on your own at some point. She zips up her purse. I wish you the best, Haley, I really do. Youll be fine. With that comment, Anna rushes out of the salon and leaves me standing there with several messed-up fingernails and an inability to pay for them.


I cant pay, I say again, thrusting my $8 toward her. Please take it for now. Ill bring back the rest. I promise. Here, this is a Hogan bag, I put my purse on the desk. A real one. Ill leave this here until I get your money.


Val puts her hand up. No problem, you keep money. Keep purse.


I will be back when I get some cash. I promise. I lay the cash on the table.


No worries. Val pushes the money back toward me and touches my wallet. You paid in full. She looks at me and grins.


No, Ill be back, really.


Val smiles. I charge your friends card. You paid in full. I want to wait to see if she offer. When she no offer, I offer for her.


This makes me laugh out loud.


Haleyshe grinsyou left a nice tip, too. Thank you. And with a wink, she opens the door wide for me to exit into my new life.












Chapter 2





My heels click resolutely along the tile. I sound most unfeminine, but standing up to Jay this morning gave me a new outlook on life. Besides, determined is the way to go. Im too vain to be too bitter and too poor for Botox. Ive got to find my inner-sequined Haley again, the inner disco ball, the one who dances like nobodys watching. I take a twirl in the hall just for effect, and more importantly, I stay upright. I will survive! I wail like a deeply moved Gloria Gaynor. A man comes out of an office and clears his throat. Did you see that? I ask him. I didnt fall! Im telling you, its a new day!


He nods, clearly afraid of me, and ducks back into his doorway.


The lawyers office is what youd expect, with its Disney architecture and shared space alongside real estate moguls and plastic surgeons. Jay is probably in first class right now, ordering another glass of wine, laughing about getting my credit cards canceled. He probably claimed they were stolen. I cant help but hope his own were canceled at the same time. Jays not great at details. Meanwhile, I jump through hoops to get what little money is mine. Canceling my credit cards before I have a penny to my name is below the belt.


If someone in this town did that to their dog, it would be all over the tabloids, demonizing him or her as an animal terrorist. When Britney Spears got rid of her dogs after she had her children, she was voted Worst Pet Owner. Youd think she skinned the animals alive rather than adopted them out. But a wife youre done with? Treat her as you please. Youre entitled to be happy. Just hand her off to the lawyers and let them do the dirty work.


I open the door to the office. The secretary is dressed in pressed linen and a shantung silk shirt, which tells me shes overpaid as a secretary and most likely looking at clients such as my husband for her own turn as a trophy wife. Shes the sort that plans, not the type whos blindsided. I envy her. I bet she never walked into a wall in her life.


Did you have an appointment? she asks in a soft, elegant voice.


Yes, at twelve. And Im a little ticky at the moment, so dont make me wait, I want to add.


She peruses her calendar. Haley Cutler?


Yes.


If you could just fill these forms out, so that we might update our files. I understand you wont be living in the Brentwood home, is that correct?


No, I wont be living there. My husband is, you see, and he apparently doesnt want to be my husband anymore, which makes it terribly awkward to go home again. He changed the locks, and climbing into the windows is hard, so no, Im wont be living there.


She raises her brow but doesnt
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