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To Nina and Will, with love and gratitude

—S. M.

 



 



For Paul and Victoria, each the love of my life, and for my mother, who taught me the power of laughter

—L.R.






LEGAL DISCLAIMER

This book reflects the experiences of nearly one hundred women. Names, occupations, locations, and other identifying features have been changed to protect anonymity. Any resemblance to persons living or dead is entirely coincidental. Use of company and product names is not authorized by, associated with, or sponsored by any trademark owner, and is intended for literary effect only. Still Hot is a humor book. Its advice is meant to make you laugh, but is not recommended or suggested by the authors.






Introduction


We’d like to thank our exes for the hilariously predictable behavior that inspired this book. Ditto their new wives—each at least fifteen years their junior, blonde, taut, and taller than them.

How did we get here?

The story began when our husbands imploded. Big time. In textbook fashion.1 Teetering at middle age, they noticed that half their lives (and hair) had disappeared, and the second half was looking even worse. They scratched their shiny heads and wailed, “Is this all there is?” They dreamed of Ferraris, settled for buzz-cuts, and finally declared, “Do-over.”

The babes followed. And pretty soon, the soliloquies from our smitten mates, who ruefully explained, “I have to go where my spirit is leading me.”

They went. Up in smoke. Down the path to selfactualization. In quest of eternal youth, and the antidote to male-pattern baldness.

Shell-shocked, we fortified ourselves with Valium, vodka, and voodoo dolls, and hurtled through misadventures of our own. Our odysseys were _______.

a. sob fests

b. dietetic

c. self-medicating

d. sexy

e. a lot like what the Lord did to Job

Correct answer: all of the above

We stumbled through the mire, starting with the girlfriends who slapped us out of our stupor and dragged us shopping for steamy little underthings. Just as bewildering: the so-called sisters who deftly deleted us from their dinner party lists the moment they heard the “D word.”

We spent oh-so-lonely Saturday nights playing solitaire on the Internet. Broke out in shingles right before the divorce trial. Discovered the Rabbit and rediscovered the condom. Sipped lattes with dorks. Handed our hearts to players. And introduced new boyfriends to our kids, whose creep radar was invariably better than our own.

During this topsy-turvy time, we also met for commiseration—every other Thursday in a cafeteria in New York City, over tuna salad, coffee, and a really huge chocolate chip cookie. With, to our surprise, nonstop giggling.

On alternate Thursdays, we ruthlessly mocked our exes, ourselves, and the cast of freaks we dated. We collected stories from other women who had fallen down the same rabbit hole. Pretty soon we were toting legal pads to lunch and logging in tidbits from nearly a hundred fellow travelers. The starter wives of butchers, bakers, and candle-stick makers, they were suddenly single and just as dazed as we were. We filled the pads with their mishaps, and the quips, quizzes, and wacky vignettes assumed a life of their own.

Somehow we all muddled through, learned a thing or two, and came out right side up, or close to it. Then we looked back and laughed at the unexpected comedy in it all.

And believe it or not, you will too.






 PHASE I:

Your Marriage Is Toast


We’re here to give you a heads-up. Is your pin-striped, wing tipped husband of twenty years suddenly swaggering like Mick Jagger and dressing like Ashton Kutcher? He could be in the throes of a midlife tsunami, the kind that churns him around and burps up a mopey, self-centered, walking hair plug.

Once he was Ward Cleaver. Now he’s . . . who is he, anyway? He was the dad who high-fived Goofy with the kids in front of Cinderella’s Castle, and hustled to get Mickey’s autograph. He had you racing him over to the emergency room at 3 a.m. for heart palpitations, which turned out to be an anxiety attack. He wore ten-year-old Keds and watched Saturday morning cartoons. If it had been up to him, his IRA would contain all of fourteen  dollars. You socked savings away, sure that the two of you would grow old together.

But now that he’s on the back nine, he’s throwing a hissy fit. One man who’s facing fifty revs up a motorcycle, futzes with his comb-over, and calls it a day. Another comes thoroughly unglued, plunging back into adolescence—when a souped-up GTO and a perky cheerleader were all he ever wanted or needed.

If he’s talking 400 horsepower and clicking on class-mates. com, there’s a good chance he’s either re-inventing himself or instant messaging someone named Tiffany. Or both.




 How to spot an alien 


Your husband is morphing, but no single new habit alarms you. You take it with a grain of salt that the new book on his nightstand is The Love Poems of Rumi. You figure he’s just taking a break from Batman: The Dark Knight Returns. Next thing you know, he’s blubbering to a shrink two, no, three times a week. One day he fantasizes aloud about quitting the accounting game and living on a houseboat in Vancouver.


What’s his damage? There’s only one way to find out. Follow him around, keeping a small notepad handy. Jot down changes in his dress, diet, and grooming. Record his idle musings. His new image is a yellow alert. And it’s usually just the tip of the iceberg.

His favorite dinner has always been your linguini with sausage and meatballs, and he’s a charter member of the Clean Plate Club. That’s why he wears a size 46 waist. Lately he volunteers to stir-fry tofu and bok choy. At the same time, you catch him looking in the mirror regularly while sucking in his gut.

Black turtlenecks and a leather bomber jacket are his new signature look. He donated his plaid flannel shirts to the Salvation Army, as well as those pants with the Magic Stretch waistbands.

You find men’s moisturizer in the medicine cabinet. Next to his Crest whitening strips. And his Just for Men hair dye kit.

He bought a selection of Calvin Klein black and gray boxer briefs, and threw away his tighty-whiteys with the skid marks.

He’s suddenly into manscaping. He shaves his back and you wonder how he can reach around to all those hard-to-get-to places.

You notice a tiny tattoo on his shoulder: a charging stallion.

He grows a soul patch and wears a small silver hoop earring. Très hip.

You always liked the subtle scent of the Armani cologne you bought him. Now he enters the room in a cloud of patchouli oil.

He’s Googled the top plastic surgeons in your area and picked up a new habit: gazing into the rearview mirror while pulling up the skin around his eyes.

He wants to trade in the Chevy Suburban, and is deciding between a red Porsche and a Harley Fat Boy.

He’s taking up the electric guitar. Every night he spends hours in the basement, figuring out the solo from “Stairway to Heaven.”

His new group of friends includes thirty-year-old performance artists with spiked hair. They have affectionately dubbed him “Meal Ticket.”

He greets you, the kids, and his mother the same way: “Yo, dude.”

He used to read the Wall Street Journal; now he studies the I Ching.

He could never even bend over to pick up his underwear from the floor. Yet miraculously he’s spending hours in the lotus position.

His car radio is no longer set to NPR. These days he walks around wired to an iPod, and he’s suddenly well-versed in gangsta rap.

He expresses a profound desire to own a boat, even though he can barely swim and suffers from motion sickness every time he takes a ferry.

Although an actuary for an insurance company, he  refers to himself as “an artist with a day job.”

You find a bag of weed in his shaving kit.

 



 



Are you still with us? Of course you are. Sorry, baby.




 Your husband, the chick magnet 

Now that he’s got his cool new image down, he’s looking to show somebody how hot he is. And it’s not you. More likely, it’s a junior associate named Ashley or Morgan. You’ll find evidence everywhere, from the cuddling-koalas charm you pull out of his suit pocket (inscribed “XOXO, Ash”), to the long blond hairs on the passenger seat of his car. Which are not from your golden retriever. Because they have dark roots—under your magnifying glass.

Raise the threat level to Code Orange.

 



 



For twenty years he’s left the bill paying to you. Now he grabs the statements for his cell phone, turnpike tolls, and MasterCard the instant they arrive. Later, while preparing your taxes, you see credit card charges for 1- 800-FLOWERS, La Perfumerie, and Godiva chocolates. Not to mention match.com and the Hair Club for Men.

He used to spend his weekends playing miniature golf on the computer and adjusting the float ball in the  toilet tank. Now he bolts for the office on Saturday mornings because he and his assistant, Samantha, “get so much more accomplished.”

Every holiday you hoped for a new watch, but instead he showered you with tire gauges and dehumidifiers. Suddenly a Rolex appears. His guilt is your new best friend.

When he phones to say he’ll be home late, his excuses are elaborately detailed: he had to drive his friend to the emergency room, but there was a bottleneck on the bridge, due to an overturned beer truck, followed by a steam pipe explosion and a water main break. Oh yeah, and by the way, he somehow left his socks at the office.

A rep from “Money Mutual” calls to speak to your husband, and you take a message. “Just tell him his checking is overdrawn again,” she says. Odd. All of your accounts are joint and at Bank of America. Or so you thought.

He stammers over your first name to avoid confusing you with someone else. You’ve become “Hon.”

Although he’s a postal employee, his work now calls for multiple business trips and new weekend hours.

Sex with you is no longer even a blip on his radar screen. His eyes will remain glued to The History Channel even if you strut around naked in fetish heels.

You stop by the pharmacy to pick up his Lipitor. You open the bag and find a six-month refill of Viagra, which you know he hasn’t used with you—unless, despite the hype, it doesn’t work.

 



 



We think you know what comes next.




 Keyword: cheating 

Be alert to suspicious activity surrounding your husband’s high-tech gizmos. These are a dead giveaway. Especially if you know how to hack.


• Has his BlackBerry turned into a CrackBerry addiction? 

• Is he up at two in the morning, IM’ing “the office”? 

• Did he schlep a laptop on your family trip to the Grand Canyon? 

• And make nine secretive Airphone calls from the plane? 

• As if he’s the Secretary of State? 

• On Air Force One? 

• When he’s really a Rite Aid pharmacist in coach? 



This is credible intelligence. Elevate the homeland security risk to SEVERE, and prepare for evacuation—his.

 



 



Out of nowhere, his cell phone reception has permanently deteriorated—but only at home. He now needs to  leave the house in order to get a signal. He does this furtively and often.

You turn on the computer and notice his new screen name: “HotRod287.”

Suddenly he has a weak bladder. Every time you go out to dinner, he uses the facilities at least three times. You catch him tucking away his BlackBerry as he emerges from the men’s room.

Remember how you used to sit with your legs slung across his lap while you watched TV? Now his cell phone occupies your spot. Plus he leaves the room during the last four minutes of the Super Bowl because he just got a text message.

Does Liz’s experience sound familiar? Before her husband went on a business trip, she asked how to reach him at his hotel. “I’ll be in suite 1277, but just call my cell,” he replied. “I turn off the room phone because I get wrong numbers all night long.” Uh-huh. Liz didn’t have to be Nancy Drew to figure out the following:
• He wasn’t staying at that hotel.

• In fact, there wasn’t a room 1277 at that hotel.

• Because there were only seven floors in that hotel.

• He wasn’t even in the city where the hotel was located.

• His business associates weren’t coming along.

• He didn’t want to be disturbed.

• Particularly by Liz.





Every time you walk by, he immediately shuts down the computer.

When he goes to take a shower, he stashes his Black Berry in the pocket of his robe and locks the bathroom-door. It’s a good fifteen minutes before he turns on the water.

While your family vacations at a lakeside cottage, he’s pacing the dock. Every other day, he drives forty miles to an Internet café, claiming that “they have the only authentic espresso in the area.”

You find him crunched in the closet, whispering on his cell phone while pretending to select a tie.

When you go online to Google a restaurant, you notice that the most recently visited website on the computer is russianladies.com.

And that he put a personal password on his Word documents. After you guess it in thirty seconds, you find drafts of letters to “Svetlana, my zaichik2.”

Rifling through the filing cabinet, you spot a new folder marked “Travel.” Inside, you find MapQuest directions from Minsk to Kiev.

 



 



Oh, sweetie. The worst is yet to come.




 “If I stay with you, I’ll just become an old man” 

Early one morning you check HotRod287’s inbox and receive an IM: “Love you big guy. Tiff.”

“Who’s Tiff?” you ask him over breakfast.

“Oh, just a pen pal,” he says lightly. But then he gives it up without much prodding: yes, yes, he’s madly in love. It’s passionate, it’s spontaneous, it’s all about music and poetry. He wants to start his adult life over again. Without you.

Or perhaps your husband refuses to fess up. Instead he whines that he’s unhappy and needs some space. In fact, he’s loaded a backpack and his lease begins on Tuesday. His new place is so cool—it’s kinda like the treehouse he had when he was nine.

You’re ready to hammer him over the head with a cast-iron skillet. Resist this urge, if humanly possible. But more important, don’t quiz him about what went wrong. Do you really need to hear that you don’t jog fast enough? That’s what you’ll get. He’ll trot out a litany of trumped-up charges, from the petty to the absurd:
“You always put that green mud on your face at night.”

“You made me take off my shoes after you washed the kitchen floor.”

“You didn’t let me floss in bed.”

“You refused to wear a French maid’s uniform for me.”

“You never wanted to discuss the Spanish Civil War.”

“You controlled the thermostat.”

“You hid the salt shaker.”

“You never liked my mother.”

“You knew I wanted a two-seater, but we got a minivan.”

“You wouldn’t hang my Derek Jeter photo in the living room.”

“You rained on my parade.”
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