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To,

Nora Ephron, and Mindy Kaling

The two women I think are devilishly funny. In a good way.
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This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblances between any person, place, community, entity, cult, country, or religion are purely coincidental. It doesn’t aim to condemn, or harm the beliefs of any community, culture, sect, cult, or religion.

Trigger Warning: NOT ADVISED FOR PEOPLE UNDER 18 YEARS OF AGE

This book contains graphic and disturbing content, including suicide, sexual assault, self-harm, domestic violence, childhood abuse, and predatory behaviour over the internet. These themes are portrayed in a realistic and raw manner, and may be triggering for some readers.

Reader discretion is advised. If you are sensitive to these topics or have experienced trauma related to them, please proceed with caution. This book may not be suitable for all audiences, particularly children and young adults.

The author and publisher acknowledge the sensitive nature of these topics and have made every effort to handle them with respect and care. However, we recognize that reading about these themes can be distressing and potentially triggering.

If you are experiencing distress or need support, please reach out to a trusted adult, mental health professional, or call a helpline such as the National Suicide Prevention Lifeline (1-800-273-TALK (8255) in the US) or a local crisis centre.

Remember, your well-being and safety are important. Please prioritize them when reading this book.
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​“Everything is copy.”

-  Nora Ephron
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​Chapter One: Tell me how to be a good dad!
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'Mum, you have to tell me how to be a good dad,' my son tells me over the phone. It's not the first thing you want to hear at three in the morning, with a regime that's curated to shake New York off its bed, and slowly seduces it back out and about its routine, instilling the deep-rooted conspiracies of life and truth. More so, to make the ugly seem funny. Kid you not, it wasn't the first time my son had dialled me up in the middle of the night. Over the years the reasons have changed, but my obligations didn't. 

'Well, Jacob... In that case, learn to be a better husband. Which is everything that your dad wasn't', I tell him just as sweetly.

'Mom, this isn't funny anymore', he tells me, and by then I know he is already bunching his brows in the weird way my husband used to.

'What do you know about being funny, son? You are a journalist'. This was my way of telling the truth.

'Kate is pregnant again. It's never getting any easier.' Now, he was probably pacing up and down his living room, with a tub of flavoured Greek yogurt in his free hand, as the phone hung on his shoulder, kissing his ear shamelessly. '

That's what any man who didn't have to tear his urethra up to give birth would think, but it does get easy. The catch? Let's just hope it's yours, for once'. My own sons had fallen victim to the tides of patriarchy. Oh, how I would have loved them to turn out exactly that way had I been everything but me.

'Mom! I am not ready for another one yet!'

He frets. Something muffles his voice, and then it bubbles up against the speaker again.

'Tell me what to do?' he asks. God help the man who hasn't yet figured out how to deal with something as simple as family planning. Worse, communication. 

'Have you tried talking to Kate about it?' I asked the obvious. He shook his head through the phone. I just knew. 'It would hurt her feelings. She wants this baby.' 

He speaks of it like it's a problem. A dilemma indeed. 'So, now you care about what Kate feels about this whole thing? And not before you made this call, and decided not to be a mature ass adult and talk it out with someone you are married to? Jesus, Jacob!'. 

Truly, he had taken after his father.

'Not everyone's like you mom. No one is as perfect as you, with your fancy job, and apartments and press releases!' 

He cranks over the corner of the wall. It's just something he does when he feels stuck between our difficult conversations, which to say is more often than not, difficult. His voice subdues a little. I know my little boy always had. Good, or not, there's just things that you cannot help but feel when motherhood gets to you. It's somewhat like Medusa's curse. Those who long to be seen by you, can also be stuck in your perspective forever; still as a stone till they break and corrode as time weathers them smooth. My kids, I felt, were not very different. 

'If I was so perfect, I would have aborted my sons and slept with the President's prison inmate, and you and I would never have to talk about this darned thing.' I wasn't talking out of spite. Yet. It's just, he hadn't quite grown out of his father's shadow. It wasn't always a good thing.

'Look, mom, I am sorry. I didn't mean to', he began. This wasn't how any apology should sound like. For one, if you don't mean things you don't say them. But when you say things and say you didn't mean to, what you really want to say is that you knew in some part that the truth would hurt and you weren't just ready to be that kind of person. 

'Life is shitty. Newspapers are paying pennies. I don't want to let down Kate. I know I haven't been a good son either but...'. I knew I didn't want this conversation to go into spirals. At least where apologies were mistaken and too second guessed to be honest. 

'It's not easier to be your mom either at times but I do not apologise for being human. You, on the other hand, do not apologise at all.' 

We both knew I was probably woken up mid sleep to be too raw to him. But this is what I do. I tell the truth. 'I think Kare deserves better than a guy who cannot tell her he is scared.' I had hung up before things could go more awry.

Often times I wished I had never fucked my husband. At least, without the rubber on. Do not mistake my spite for this man for aversion to my own kids. My boys are beautiful and brave, but it turns out that the cowardice of the blood runs thicker than the bravery of the womb that bore it. My husband, my oh, so dead to me husband couldn't be prouder that I hadn't fucked a rando while he was doing the same when we had the boys.

But I had bigger problems than my husband. That's not to say that we are not happily divorced, it's just that infidelity makes you the woman you never thought you would be. It's not necessarily a bad thing. You question everything that you know about life, and love when you get served by betrayal. It tastes bitter. It feels a bit darned. But you cannot hate it till the end of your life, for it pulls you out with such force and the next thing you know, you are a control freak.

By the time, I had recovered from my divorce, I was not very happy. I wanted to drive back to our apartment in Brooklyn and slash his car tires, and maybe rip the wig out of his balls. I would have loved to. But that won't be funny, not at the very least. Instead, I invited him to dinner. Him and that woman he was fucking. 

Let it be known that I do not hate women who cheat on married women with their husbands. But we could make an exception for this one with a down-traded French accent, who seemed so pale I wasn't even sure if it was anaemia or Salvarsan. Rice Dunkin. I am not making that up. That's just her name. And then I did the worst thing I could do to any woman who is in love with a man she finds so charming. I told her that no matter how much he fucks her in the bed, bath, or floor, the only thing he will be jerking himself off to is Elephant porn, in the very foyer they would buy together. To this, my husband let out a grunt.

'If you are going to act like your mother, Vera, I suggest you save us the humiliation of witnessing it', of course my not-so-mine-anymore husband would make a cruel joke about it. I thought he was funny. That was the only thing that had forged the marriage he had nicely thrown away to eat the pussy out of Dunkin Rice. It was partly my fault. I was very pregnant, and God help, if a man goes down on me, he would be eating the water around my baby's head. That would mean so many things now. One, I would let a man do me, when I am seven months pregnant because I am such a sex-crazed imp. Two, my husband had skill issues, despite having a son and half a baby with me.

'Well, I would say you quite act like your father, Mathias, but that would be a lie because you never had one', I was just trying to set the record straight. Before we could spite ourselves more, I saved myself the easy way out. The pie was fresh, and just the way my husband liked it to be. I draw the plate out within his arm's reach. I knew the way he was   surprised; he never saw it coming. Then the crust and Jam plastered itself so beautifully at his smug face. If he licked a little around the corner of his mouth (the way you are supposed to when you offer a cunnilingus. Take the notes!) he would be sure to appreciate the fine delicacy. Apple flavoured, brimming with jam, with a slight tartness to it that makes it so salvageable. Just the way he likes it. 'Feel free to show up for pie, any chance that you get. You, and you, Rice Damned'.

For a good part, when my boys were growing up and being very hormonal, I hoped they would turn out fine. I wasn't a very religious person, but I would show up at the church every once in a while. It wasn't my church, even. But the people there hardly cared as long as I showed up. People of God cared little about loyalty, or integrity as long as you have faith. Things my then-husband had inherently acquired from such people of faith. I would walk to the confession box, and blabber softly, 'God I hope my sons become anything but like their father'. Someone might have yelled a loud amen. It turns out there were bigger jerks out there. I won't be surprised if Kate decides to leave Jake, and the two of us end up in my apartment talking about men. But that's unlikely. I do not let people who sleep with losers live with me.

Just on the cue, six hits the clock. I am still in my nightgown, and I am not sure if I want to run down the block, or stay in just yet. My phone rings. It's my divorced husband. 'Hello, Mathias'. It had been twelve years, and I hoped I could mellow down. 'Does your sorry ass wants me to drive up to your house and fuck the shit out of your balls?' I let out a chuckle, as I imagined the pale contour of his face. Perhaps, he would be as white as his beloved Rice. How befitting! 'Good heavens. Act like your age, Vera. Let things slide.' Of course he would say that
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