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PRAISE FOR JANE PORTER’S NOVELS


ODD MOM OUT


“Jane Porter knows how to scoop the reader into the palm of her hand. She knows her characters intimately and makes sure the readers get to know them, too.”

—Stella Cameron, New York Times bestselling author

“Nobody understands the agony and ecstasy of single parenting better than Jane Porter. Alternately funny and touching, ODD MOM OUT champions a woman’s right to be herself, even at a PTA meeting.”

—Vicki Lewis Thompson, New York Times bestselling author

“Fresh, fun, and real, Jane Porter’s writing is a delight!”

—Carly Phillips, New York Times bestselling author


FLIRTING WITH FORTY


“Calorie-free accompaniment for a pool-side daiquiri.”

—Publishers Weekly


“Strongly recommended. [Jane] Porter’s thoughtful prose and strong characters make for an entertaining and thought-provoking summer read.”

—Library Journal


“This is an interesting coming-of-age story . . . It asks the questions, how much should we risk to find happiness, and is happiness even achievable in the long run? True-to-life dialogue and, more important, true-to-life feelings.”


—Romantic Times BOOKreviews Magazine


“An interesting May-December . . . romance between two nice individuals who . . . must defy societal relationship taboos of the older woman and much younger man. Readers will want the best for Jackie . . . fans will enjoy this fine look [as] Jackie gets her groove (or does she?).”


—Midwest Book Review


“Don’t miss the sexy story of Jackie, a forty-year-old divorced mother who finds a romance she wasn’t even looking for with a much younger man.”


—Complete Woman


“A terrific read! A wonderful, life and love affirming story for women of all ages.”

—Jayne Ann Krentz, New York Times bestselling author


THE FROG PRINCE


“Witty, smart, sophisticated . . . I loved this book!”

—Christine Feehan, New York Times bestselling author

“Entertaining and witty . . . tugs the heartstrings in a big way.”


—Booklist


“A painfully funny, utterly true story for every woman who has ever wondered what happens after the fairy tale ends. I absolutely loved this book!”

—Susan Wiggs, USA Today bestselling author

“Porter . . . has a great ear for dialogue. She offers a fresh twist on the ‘broken heart and personal renaissance’ theme of so many chick-lit novels.”


—Seattle Times


“Witty and fun.”

—San Francisco Chronicle


“Filled with vibrant, interesting characters, the world of The Frog Prince leaps off the page and keeps readers enthralled.”

—Kristin Harmel, author of How to Sleep with a Movie Star


“There’s real heart in this book . . . enjoyable reading for those wondering what comes after the happily ever after.”


—Romantic Times BOOKreviews Magazine


“A winner! It will make you stand up and cheer.”

—Anne Lum, WritersUnlimited.com








Dedicated to my mother, Mary Elizabeth Lyles Higuera.
 Thank you for teaching me all things are possible
 (although it will probably take a lot of hard work).
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Chapter One


“Mom, can you still wear white if you’re not a virgin?”

My nine-year-old daughter, Eva, knows the perfect way to get my full attention.

I push up my sunglasses and look at her hard. This is supposed to be a special mother-daughter day. I took off work to bring her to the country club pool, but lately, being Eva’s mother is anything but relaxing. “Do you know what a virgin is?”

“Yes.” She sounds so matter-of-fact.

“How?” I demand, because I sure as hell didn’t tell her. My most gruesome memory is my mother sitting me down on my bed and explaining in horrendous detail “the story of the sperm and the ovum.” I’ve vowed to find a better way to introduce Eva to the story but haven’t found it yet. “You’ve had sex ed already at school?”

Eva sighs heavily. “No, Mom, that’s in fifth grade. I’ve still got a year. But I read a lot. Between Judy Blume and Paul Zindel, I know everything.”

That’s as scary a statement as I’ve ever heard. “So you know about sex?”

“Yes.” Her lips compress primly beneath the brim of her straw hat. It’s actually my hat, but she claimed it once we sat down.

I push my sunglasses even higher so they rest on top of my head. “You know about getting your period?”

“Yes.”

“You know how babies are made?”

“Doesn’t that fall under the sex question?”

Wow. She does seem to know quite a bit, and I watch her as she returns to the magazine she’s reading.

“This is so ick,” she says in disgust, turning a page in the bridal magazine on her lap. She brought three bridal magazines to the pool today and has been riveted for the last few hours by the oversize glossy publications. “There’s nothing nice in here at all.”

“Which magazine is that?”

“Seattle Bride.” She tosses aside the slender magazine with a contemptuous snort and reaches for another. “They don’t know how to do weddings in Seattle. The styles are so ugly. The best weddings are always in the South.”

I can’t stop staring at her. So hard to believe this little girl came from me.

“So, Mom, back to my question,” she says, flipping through the next magazine, Southern Bride. “Can nonvirgins wear white?”

“Yes,” I answer reluctantly, thinking this is a discussion I’d very much like to avoid. “It’s done all the time.”

“So you don’t have to wear ivory or pink?”

“That’s an old rule. No one follows that anymore.” Or there’d be no white weddings, either.

Eva pauses briefly to study a beaded gown with an equally ornate veil. “Obviously, virgins can’t have babies. Well, except for the Virgin Mary, but that was an exception to the rule, so if you’ve had a baby . . .” Her voice trails off as she looks up at me. “Probably not a virgin.”

“Probably not,” I agree.

“So you’re definitely not a virgin.”

“Eva.”

“I’m just asking.”

“It’s none of your business, but no, I’m not a virgin. Not that I had sex to make you.”

“Gross. Don’t talk about making me.”

“You’re the one talking about virgins!”

“That’s different.”

“How?”

“It just is. Ew.” She shudders and slams Southern Bride closed before turning on the lounge chair to face me, her long dark hair falling over her thin shoulders. She’s so skinny that her hipbones jut out and her long legs look vaguely storklike. “Too bad you can’t wear white at your wedding, though, because ivory dresses are u-g-l-y. Ugly.”

I don’t know who this child is or where she came from. I know she’s biologically mine—she looks just like me at nine—but what about the rest of her DNA? Whose sperm did I buy, anyway?

“I could wear white, Eva, but I don’t have, nor do I want, a boyfriend. And the last thing I’m interested in is ever getting married.”

She sighs wearily. “But if you don’t even give marriage a try, how can you say you don’t like it?”

Advil, Advil, Advil. Need Advil badly. “Marriage isn’t like broccoli. You don’t nibble on a stem to see if you like it.”

“You’re comparing men to vegetables?”

I almost liked it better when Eva thought I was a lesbian.

Two of the kids in Eva’s New York preschool class were raised in lesbian households, and the kids were fantastic, funny, bright, well adjusted. At three, Eva was crushed when I told her that there would never be two mommies in our family. We were a one-mommy household.

“Just one mommy?” she’d cried. “But what about the Ark? All the animals came in twos.”

It seemed like a good teaching opportunity, so I explained that Noah’s pairs weren’t female and female, but male and female, and I hastened to add that the decision wasn’t so the world could live in harmony, but for reproductive reasons. The animals on Noah’s Ark had a serious job. They had to repopulate the world that had just been drowned in the forty days of rain.

The drowning part of course caught her attention.

As did other Old Testament favorites like Cain killing Abel, Sodom being set on fire, Lot’s wife turning to salt, and Abraham laying Isaac on an altar as a sacrifice. The dramatic illustration in her children’s Bible of Abraham holding a knife over his son particularly fascinated her. Gave her some nightmares, too. But she never forgot the story.

She never forgets anything. She has the memory of an elephant.

“I thought we were here so you could swim,” I say, trying to change the subject, wanting her to go play, be a normal little girl, although that’s probably pushing it. “The pool closes next week once school starts, and it’ll be nine months before it opens again.”

Eva glances past me to look at the crowded deep end. The pool is packed today, as it’s in the mid-nineties and nearing the end of summer.

“I am hot,” she admits, fanning herself.

“So go swim.”

But she doesn’t move. She lies there on her side, studying the girls playing in the deep end. She’s scared. Scared of being rejected again.

With me, she’s brave and funny. Articulate and confident. But around the little girls here, her confidence vanishes. She just doesn’t fit in, and I don’t know why. She had no problem making friends in New York City. She was reasonably popular at her school in Manhattan. Why doesn’t she have friends here?

“Should I go off the diving board or go down to the shallow end?” Eva asks, leaning against her arm, her dark green eyes tracking every move the girls make.

“Do what you want to do.”

She hesitates and then slips off the lounge chair and drops her towel. “Okay. I’ll swim in the deep end.”

I shouldn’t be, but I’m nervous as I sit in my lounge chair at the edge of the Points Country Club pool, watching Eva paddle around the deep end trying to get the other girls to notice her.

Just as she’s done all summer. Just as she did last summer after we’d moved here.

I try not to stare at the group of girls playing just out of Eva’s reach. Why don’t they like her? Why won’t they include her?

Eva’s staring at them, too. She’s clinging to the tiled wall and watching with wistful eyes as they splash and laugh.

Despite my studied nonchalance, I worry. I hate that wishful expression on Eva’s face. It’s so not who she is, so not who she should be.

Eva’s brilliant. In kindergarten, she read at a sixth-grade reading level. This summer, she’s managed many of the classics quite nicely. Her favorite cities are Tokyo and London.

So why doesn’t Eva fit in?

Eva’s decided she wants to be popular, and not just popular, she wants in with the most popular girls, the exclusive clique of the very rich, very pretty girls who aren’t at all interested in being friends with her. And instead of accepting their lack of interest, she’s determined to change them. Or her. Neither being a winning proposition.

Earlier in the year, I tried to explain to Eva that wanting to be liked, and wanting to be popular, is the kiss of death. I told her that she was just giving away her power, giving it to girls who don’t deserve it, but Eva shook her head and answered with that martyred saint expression of hers, “Some people like to be liked.”

She’s right. I never needed people the way she does. I never cared what people thought. I still don’t. My parents say I marched to a different drum from the time I could walk, and I’ve made my living being different. Apart. Unique. First as a graphic designer, now as the head of my own advertising company. My vision creates my art, and my art isn’t just what I do, it’s who I am.

I knew the move from New York to the Pacific Northwest would be difficult for me. I never expected it to be so hard on Eva. I grew up here, in Seattle, and left as soon as I turned eighteen. I never planned on returning—this was where my parents lived, not me—but then eighteen months ago, a work opportunity arose and I took it. Despite my misgivings.

I watch Eva, my stomach in knots. We should have stayed in New York.

“Eva!” I lean forward and call to her. She turns to look at me, her long dark hair streaming water. “Want to go?”

She scrubs a hand across her wet cheeks, her gypsy eyes too wise for her years, eyelashes long, dense, and black. In the last year, I’ve begun to see the hint of the cheekbones that will one day come. She has my face. I wasn’t pretty as a child, either; my looks came much later, when I was older, sometime late during college.

“Not yet, Mom.” Her attention’s caught by the cluster of little girls climbing from the pool and race-walking to the diving board.

The little girls are pretty in that golden shimmer of late summer—tan, long limbed, sun-streaked hair. They have cute little noses that turn up, wide wet-lashed eyes, and gap-toothed smiles where baby teeth come and go. Children of privilege. Children who grow up belonging to country clubs and private tennis clubs and, if you’re very lucky and live on the water, one of the exclusive yacht clubs, too.

Hugging the pool wall tighter, Eva watches the giggling girls take turns jumping and diving off the board, trying to outdo one another with big splashes and new cool maneuvers.

And behind the diving board are the little girls’ nannies and moms. You can tell which girl belongs to which mom. Children and parents come in matching sets here, neat, tidy, incredibly groomed. Most of the moms wouldn’t dream of actually getting in the pool with their children, despite being in outstanding shape (thanks to private fitness trainers and visits to a local, exceptional plastic surgeon who never names names).

I’m not pointing fingers, though. I wouldn’t get in the pool here, either (although I have, when Eva’s been especially lonely and desperate for companionship), not when every woman on the side will stare, sizing you up and down as you peel off your clothes, drop your towel, and climb in the pool.

They’ll give you the same once-over as you climb out, too.

Each time. Every time.

And I guarantee nearly every woman is silently measuring. Comparing. Do I look that fat? Is her figure better than mine? Does she have flab? Dimples? Do my thighs jiggle like that, too?


These thoughts remind me of why I loved New York. New York was cool and sharp, beautiful in a hard, glistening way Bellevue isn’t.

Bellevue, a suburb of Seattle, is soft, squishy, with exceptional public schools, big shingle houses fronted by emerald green lawns, sprawling upscale malls, and a Starbucks on every other corner. In this place of affluence and comfort, I feel alien.

Like Eva. But not. Because I don’t want to fit in. I don’t want to be like these women who have too much time on their diamond-ringed hands and who drive immaculate Lexus and Mercedes SUVs.

The girls swim close to Eva, and suddenly Eva is pushing off the wall and swimming toward them. I’m torn between exasperation and admiration. She tries every day. She doesn’t give up. How can I not respect her tenacity? I never liked no for an answer. I should be glad she doesn’t, either.

“I can dive,” Eva says to them, smiling too big, trying too hard, setting my teeth on edge. “Want to see?”

One of the girls, I think it’s Jemma Young, makes a face. “No.”

But Eva, now that she’s finally made the first move, persists. “I’m hoping we’re going to be in the same class again this year.”

Jemma rolls her eyes at the other girls. “Yippee. That’d be fun.”

I press my nails harder into my palms at Jemma’s smart answer. Why didn’t Jemma’s mom teach her any manners?

“So fun,” another little girl chimes in sarcastically, playing Jemma’s game.

The little girls are all giggling and looking back and forth from Jemma to Eva.

I feel wild on the inside, like a mama bear needing to protect her cub. But I don’t get up. I don’t do anything. This is Eva’s battle. She must learn to fend for herself. Even when it breaks my heart.

Jemma and girls flick their wet hair and swim toward the side of the pool. As Jemma hauls herself out of the pool using the ladder, she glances at the others, lined up little duck style right behind her.

“Let’s go get ice cream,” she announces imperiously.

The little duck friends follow.

Eva tries to follow.

She starts to climb the ladder, and she’s smiling, keeping that too wide, too hopeful smile fixed on her face just in case Jemma turns around and asks her to join them. But of course they don’t ask her. They walk away, heading toward the snack bar.

And Eva’s smile starts to fall. Her face is so open, so revealing. The anger in me rises again. I want to take Eva by the shoulders. Shake her. They’re not going to ask you to play. They’re not going to include you. Stop hoping. Stop making them so powerful. Stop allowing them to hurt you.


Eva doesn’t know yet what I know about the world and being female. She doesn’t understand that you have to establish yourself, establish your identity and boundaries, young. Girls can be vicious, far more cruel than boys, because their world is made up of language, stories, and secrets. Too often, little girls and women start a conversation with, “Don’t tell anyone . . .” Three words I’ve learned that too often lead to pain.

In the boy world, any boy can join in provided he can spit farther, ran faster, hit harder. The boy world isn’t an inner circle, but a totem pole hierarchy based on strength, guts, courage. Bravado.

It’s the world I’d give Eva if I could. Instead, Eva’s world makes me sweat. Bleed.

Goddamn town. Goddamn country club. Goddamn girls who won’t let Eva in.

I gather Eva’s magazines, placing the copy of Elegant Bride and Modern Bride in my tote bag before rising from my chair and holding up her striped towel. “Eva,” I call to her, “want to go to Cold Stone?”

She’s still watching the girls drip their way around the pool, past the mothers clustered at tables and lounge chairs, toward the snack bar nestled against the country club’s shingled wall.

“I could just get a Popsicle here,” she says, her wistful gaze never leaving Jemma and gang.

I spot Jemma’s mom, Taylor Young, across the pool. Taylor blows Jemma a kiss as her daughter passes. Taylor Young, the original Bellevue Babe in her fitted light blue Polo shirt and short white tennis skirt.

Taylor, Taylor, Taylor. Wife of VP of Business Development Nathan Young, room mom, school auction chair, president of the PTA. Why? Because nobody must do it better.

Blech. I’d rather shoot myself between the eyes than spend every afternoon at Points Elementary.

But that’s not nice of me. Taylor can’t possibly spend every afternoon at school. She obviously does other things. Like highlight her hair. Visit Mystic Tan. Botox her brow.

Am I bitter? Hell, no. I’d hate Taylor’s life. I love working, love my career and my colleagues, the intensity and challenge of it all. My life is one of taking risks. That’s what brought me back to the Pacific Northwest, after all.

“Can I ask Jemma for a sleepover?” Eva asks timidly.

I’m jolted by Eva’s question. Jemma Young for a sleep-over? Oh, Eva. Jemma Young doesn’t even treat you nicely. Why do you want her as your friend?


But I don’t say it. I hold my breath instead, count to three, and then exhale. As I exhale, I draw Eva toward me, wrap her towel around her shoulders. “She might already have other plans.”

Eva shrugs. “She might not.” Her shoulders are so thin. She’s tall, bony, delicate.

“That’s true.”

“And I haven’t had a sleepover all summer.”

When I was growing up, playdates and sleepovers weren’t the thing they are now. Maybe now and then you had a friend over, but it wasn’t this almost daily round robin of going to friends’ houses that dominates the Points Elementary School scene. “That’s true, too.”

Eva smiles at me. “So it’s okay?”

“Mm-hmm.” I’m biting my tongue, biting it hard, knowing that Jemma’s just going to reject her, wanting to protect her from the rejection, but not knowing how to. For the first time in my life, I wish I were someone else, wish I’d been crafted from different material. If I were like other women, if I were more domestic, more maternal, I’d know how to handle this, wouldn’t I? I’d know what to say, what to do, to make my daughter more secure, more popular. More like the people she wants to be.

“Will you go with me?” she asks, pressing her towel to her mouth and chewing on the thick yellow terry cloth.

Will I go with her?

I don’t even have to look at my Eva to see her. She’s imprinted so deeply on my heart that I just know her, feel her, love her with the love of a mother lion or tiger. The love of a protector. I would do anything for her. “Yes. Let’s go ask.”

We—Eva—asks. Jemma says no. It takes all of five seconds to ask and be refused. As Eva heads into the girls locker room to get her clothes, I see Taylor Young rise from her chair and walk around the pool. She’s stopping now to say hello to some women who’ve just arrived. Her smile is big. She’s so shiny and pretty. So perfectly assembled.

My dislike doubles, grows. I want to punch her in the face. Not nice, but I’ve never claimed to be nice. I’m honest, and that’s something altogether different.

Jamming my hands deeper in my slouchy cargo pants, I’m acutely aware of how different I dress from the other women here. Even though it’s a country club pool, I’m wearing an old faded black T-shirt, old cargo pants that ride low on my hips and are frayed at the hem, and gray paint-splattered rubber flip-flops.

My hair, a dark brown that people like to call black, is loose and reaches almost to my waist and doesn’t have a style. It’s just long, but it’s how I’ve worn my hair since college, and I like it. I don’t try to be soft or pretty. I just want to be me.

Eva emerges from the locker room as Taylor Young walks our way. Eva, still in her swimsuit and with her clothes balled in her arms, stands at full attention as Taylor approaches. She’s looking anxiously at Taylor, smiling too big, waiting to be noticed.

When Taylor is about to pass without making eye contact or acknowledging her, Eva shouts out, “Hi, Mrs. Young. How are you?”

My hand clenches. I wish Eva hadn’t done that, but now Taylor pauses, turns in her short tennis skirt, and looks at Eva, and then me, and back to Eva. Her lips curve smugly. “Hello, Marta. Eva. How are you?”

I nod my head. “Hello, Taylor.”

“I’m good, Mrs. Young, thank you,” Eva answers breathlessly, smiling hard. “Are you having a nice summer?”

“Very nice. I hope you are, too.” And with a smile at Eva and a brief incline of her head in my direction, she moves on toward the locker room.

Eva’s wide, tight smile fades as Taylor disappears into the locker room. Her shoulders seem to curve in. “She’s the nicest mom. Everybody says so.”

I say nothing. What can I say?

We head to my truck, and I toss the wet towels in the back of the pickup. “You okay?” I ask her as we climb in.

She nods once but doesn’t say anything.

As I drive, I play my favorite Wyclef Jean CD. Eva just sits next to me, staring silently out the window. Her eyes are watery, but no tears fall. I tell myself it’s the chlorine from the pool, but I know the truth.

For a moment, I think I could hate Taylor and Jemma and all of them at the pool, but hate is such a useless emotion, and I don’t want to hate anyone.

Besides, Jemma’s just a little girl, and Jemma’s entitled to like who she wants to, even if Eva’s not one of them.

“Want to go see a movie? Go out for dinner?” I ask, glancing Eva’s way again, thinking of fun diversions.

She shakes her head, her long black hair hanging in inky tangles down her pale back. “No.”

“Is there anything that sounds good? It’s only Friday night, we could go home, pack up, head to Grandma and Grandpa’s cabin at Lake Chelan—”

“I just really wanted to have someone stay the night at our house. Play at our house.” She’s pressing her towel back to her mouth, chewing relentlessly on the corner. “I just think it’d be fun.”

For the first time in a while, I see the world as a nine-year-old, not a thirty-six-year-old, and she’s right. A sleep-over would be fun.

That night, Eva sleeps with me in my bed. We’re calling it a “slumber party,” and I’m trying hard to make it different from the other nights Eva’s crept into bed with me because she’s lonely or had bad dreams.

For the first few years of Eva’s life, she slept with me or in a crib next to my bed. From the very beginning, it was just the two of us, and I couldn’t bear to put her in a separate room. It was hard enough leaving her every day to go to work. I hated having her so far away at night. But then my insomnia returned, and I couldn’t sleep—would lie awake all night, fidgeting in the dark, trying not to wake Eva—and eventually I decided she was better off in her own room.

But she’s back tonight, along with a stack of her ever-present bridal magazines, and we’re watching a Hilary Duff movie on cable and eating popcorn and hot-fudge sundaes; and even as Eva snuggles close, using my lap as a pillow, I know I’m a poor substitute for a best friend.

Remembering my own best friends, I stroke her long hair; the black tangled strands that hang down her back are still chlorine rough. I should have made her wash her hair and condition it when we returned. But that’s so not my style. Instead I ordered out for barbecue chicken pizza. Trying to distract her. Trying to distract myself.

Growing up, I had best friends, great friends, friends my parents hated.

The corner of my mouth curls as I picture Sam and Chloe, friends who wanted to be as different as I did. Sam dressed punk and Chloe Goth, but both rode skateboards as I did before we got our driver’s licenses and went for funky muscle cars and barely running sports cars. We weren’t soft, pretty girls. We were too angry. Which is probably why I got shipped off to boarding school my senior year.

Sending me to boarding school had been Dad’s idea. Dad was old school. A retired major from the Deep South. All his life, he wanted sons. In the end, all he got was me.

Slowly, I untangle the tangles in Eva’s hair, hearing the movie dialogue but not listening. I understand what Eva wants, more than she knows.

I never did get my dad’s approval, and I adored him for much of my life. But nothing I did was good enough, nothing was right. He wanted sweetness, goodness, charm, docility. And I wanted fire.

Glancing down at Eva, I see the crescent of black lashes, the slight curve of future cheekbones, the full upper lip, and the firm, rounded chin.

This, I think, is the child my father wanted. My fingertips trace Eva’s cool brow. This is the daughter he would have cherished, adored. A delicate girl. A brilliant yet eager-to-please child, one who could be molded into a southern belle, his idea of the ultimate beauty queen.

The movie ends, and Eva scoots down beneath the sheet. It’s a hot night, and we’ve no air-conditioning, and even with a fan pointed at the bed, the air is still, hot, thick, heavy.

“Mom?” Eva’s cheek nestles in the pillow, her feet reach out and wrap around my legs.

With the window open and moonlight spilling, I can see her face. Her profile is pale, goddesslike in the dark. She was born with an old soul, and even though she’s nine, she’s mastered the pensive look perfectly, a troubled line etched between her brows. “What, baby?”

“Do you think Jemma’s mom is pretty?”

 I feel like a cat with a hairball. I want to retch. Instead I touch that furrow between Eva’s eyebrows, willing it to go away. “Mmmm.”

“I love her clothes, and her hair. I think she’s so stylish and pretty.”

I can’t even come up with an appropriate answer, but fortunately, Eva doesn’t seem to need one.

“You’d look beautiful in dresses and outfits like that, Mom. Don’t you think? You could be so beautiful if you tried.” Eva smiles up at me, and her smile briefly dazzles me with its innocence and hopefulness. Eva can be so serious, and then when she smiles it’s like the full moon at midnight. So big and wide, glowing with light.

I lean toward her, kiss her. “I love you.”

She’s quiet for a long time, and I think maybe she’s fallen asleep. But then a moment later she whispers, “So white would be okay? Because I saw the most beautiful dress for you, Mom. It looks like a ball gown—”

“Don’t make me send you back to your room, Eva.”

“Mom.”

“You know weddings aren’t my thing. The whole idea of dressing up like a Madame Alexander doll and marching down an aisle while everyone watches curdles my stomach.”

“That’s rude,” she protests, cold feet rubbing against my calves.

“But it’s true, and Eva, you don’t have to get married to be happy.”

“Maybe not, but there’s no reason to make fun of people who want to get married.”

“I’m not making fun of them. I’m just saying, don’t try to be part of the pack. Be the wolf. It’s so much more fun.”

Eva giggles. “You’re weird.”

“I know, and I like it. Now go to sleep.”

“Good night, Mom.”

“Good night, my Eva.”

Eva scoots closer and tucks her hand into mine. “You know what I want, Mom?” Her voice is pitched low, and it sounds strangely mature in the dark room.

My fingers curl around hers. Her hand is warm and small in mine. “Please don’t mention weddings or marriage.”

“No, it’s not that.”

“Then tell me. What do you want?”

“I want Jemma to like me.”

The pressure is back, a weight on my chest. I clear my throat. “I’m sure she does—”

“No, she doesn’t.” She sighs softly, sounding far too old for her years, but maybe that’s what being an only child does to you. “I can tell she doesn’t like me. But maybe she’ll change her mind. You know. When she gets to know me.”

I squeeze Eva’s hand tighter. “Let’s hope so.”




Chapter Two

Eva’s shaking my shoulder and talking too fast. “Mom, Mom, Mom. The class lists! They should be up. Wake up.”

I squeeze my eyes tighter and try to roll away from her. I roll right onto a crumpled magazine. I reach for her magazine and shove it off the bed. “Eva, why do you do this to me?”

“You have to wake up sooner or later. Might as well wake up now. The class lists are up. We’ve got to go check it out.”

“And this is why you’re waking me up?”

She climbs over me, her knobby knee banging my hip, and puts her face in front of mine, her long hair falling on my cheek. “We’ve got to find out who my teacher is and get my class supplies. It’s already Saturday. School starts in three days, and I’ve got to get organized.”

Another curious difference between us, I think, slowly opening one eye to peer at her. I hated school, and Eva loves it. She excels academically, reads and writes as if she’s fifteen instead of nine, and aces every test.

“Mom. Get. Up.” Eva impatiently rips back the covers.

The early morning air is way too chilly for that, and I yank the covers back. “What time is it?”

“Almost seven.”

Glancing past her, I see the clock next to my bed. Six twenty-three. Arrrgh. “You lie. It’s not even six-thirty.”

“You might as well get up. With school starting soon, we’ve got to get on a routine again. Get back to normal.”

Normal? Routine? Schedule? Whose kid is this?

Growling, I bury my head under my pillow. “Give me another half hour. I need a half hour. Okay?”

And Eva, my delicious little daughter, agrees and returns to wake me up at six forty-five on the dot.

I see the red numbers on the alarm clock, and so does she, but Eva just grins, happy to rob me of fifteen minutes if it means she wins.

As soon as Eva sees me up, she bounds out of the bedroom, long legs flying. I’m moving much more slowly, and I stumble toward the kitchen to start the coffee.

Leaning on the counter, newspaper spread out in front of me, I scan the headlines as the coffee brews.

“Are you going to go for a run?” Eva asks, taking the DVD of Father of the Bride off pause.

She’s watched that movie a dozen times this summer, along with her other summer faves: Runaway Bride, The Princess Bride, My Best Friend’s Wedding, My Big Fat Greek Wedding, The Wedding Planner, and let’s not forget Four Weddings and a Funeral.

As Steve Martin’s emotion-choked voice fills the room, I close my eyes. “I will run if you insist on watching this again.”

Eva temporarily mutes the sound. “But there’s nowhere else to watch it, Mom, this is our only TV.”

“Maybe you don’t need to watch it.”

“Maybe you need to run.”

Maybe I do.

Grumpily, I head to my room and change into shorts, a T-shirt, and my running shoes before strapping my iPod on one arm and my cell phone on the other.

I reappear to say good-bye to Eva. She beams at me, sinks deeper into the couch cushions. “Have a good run.”

“I’ve got my phone. Call—”

“I know. I know the number. I know the house will be locked. I know what to do.” She waves me toward the door. “Now go. The best part of the movie is coming up.”

I glance at the screen. Steve’s about to cry. This is definitely my exit cue.

Opening the door, I’m confronted by the morning fog. In summer, we often get a marine layer that blankets the city and lake with a soupy gray mist. I know it’ll burn off later, but it doesn’t make me think fun run.

“It’s icky,” I call to Eva, who knows already because she was the one who brought in the newspaper earlier.

“Then come back and watch the movie with me. It’s coming up to the best part.”

Eva knows how to get me moving. “I’ll be back in twenty-five.”

“Bye.”

Outside, I start slowly until I wake up properly. I don’t run as often as I used to. I used to run a lot in Manhattan, meeting up with Shey in Central Park. Whenever Tiana was in town, we made her run with us, too. And running was good for us, made us feel powerful. Strong. The point of exercise isn’t to make you skinny, but to armor your mind. We are fierce, tough, warrior women. We are not fragile or helpless. We do not need to lean on anyone. In fact, the world leans on us.

With my iPod on, I’m able to maintain a quick tempo, and as I run I take deep breaths to try to clear my head, help me relax.

At the corner, I pause, glance in both directions, and start to cross when suddenly a black Hummer appears from nowhere, brakes hard, and lays on the horn.

The horn jolts me, but what pisses me off is that the driver of the Hummer ran the stop sign. It didn’t even come to a full stop, just barely slowed before nearly mowing me over.

As the Hummer passes, I see the driver, a skinny blonde, on a cell phone.

I’m tempted to shout at her to be careful, but I know it won’t do any good. Skinny blondes in Hummers don’t have the best listening skills.

Instead I quicken my speed, pushing myself to go a little faster than usual to burn off my anger.

So many of the women around here seem so oblivious to real life, preoccupied as they are by perfect hair, teeth, and nails.

Must be nice to have a rich husband who takes care of all your needs.

Almost immediately, I picture Taylor in her cute tennis skirt. Taylor didn’t take the day off work to be at the pool. Being at the pool—and on the tennis court and in the gym—is Taylor’s job.

Disgusted, I turn toward home, running along 84th Street, heading toward Points Drive, when I’m passed by a man who is running, too. He’s huge, head and shoulders taller than me, and I’m not short.

As he moves in front of me, his head turns ever so slightly and his gaze briefly meets mine.

Light eyes, an intense expression. Hard jaw. A face that’s more chiseled than beautiful.

I shiver a little as he takes the lead. He’s wearing long baggy shorts and a navy long-sleeved T-shirt, yet he’s so big, so thickly muscled, I imagine he’s got to be a professional athlete. Maybe one of the Seattle Seahawks or perhaps a Mariner.

Either way, he’s definitely amazing, and as he disappears into the fog in front of me, I slow, suddenly light-headed, almost dizzy.

I slow even more and then stop running altogether. For a moment I just stand there, hands on my hips, trying to catch my breath. And my breathlessness has nothing to do with my physical conditioning.

Eventually, I start jogging again and head for home. Back at the house, everything is just as I left it, and Eva’s still on the couch, watching the end of her movie.

Our Yarrow Point house isn’t huge, but it’s got a modern floor plan with a soaring ceiling—no formal living room, just a great room with kitchen, family room, and dining room all combined—and I love it because I can see Eva no matter where I am or what I’m doing.

I kick off my running shoes, leaving them by the front door, and after stripping off my socks head into the kitchen. Without looking away from the TV, Eva asks, “Good run?”

“Yes.”

“See anybody?”

I think of the man who passed me, the man of mythic proportions. “No.” I reach into the glass-fronted cabinet for one of my thick, hand-painted pottery mugs I bought in Mexico aeons ago. “There was a lady who nearly ran me over, though.”

“Was she putting on makeup?”

“Talking on her cell.”

“Typical,” Eva drawls, and then looks at me. “So. Are you almost ready to go?”

“Go where? I just got back,” I answer, filling the mug with coffee.

“To the school.”

“It’s early. And I haven’t even had my coffee yet.”

“You can pour it in one of those travel mugs.”

“I can drink it here.”

“Mom—”

“Eva.”

“I’m just saying—”

“And I’m just saying there’s eager and there’s absurd. You can be eager, but you can’t be absurd, okay?”

She makes a humphy sound and twirls the tips of her long ponytail around her fingers. “So when will we go?”

“Nine.”

“Nine?” Her voice rises an octave. “And what will I do until then?”

“You haven’t watched Monsoon Wedding lately.” I smile, grab my coffee, and head through the back door into the garden and to the office studio at the back. Once upon a time, I kept a laptop on the kitchen counter, but I ended up checking e-mail way too many times in the evenings and weekends, so now all e-mail happens in the office studio.

The office studio is why I bought this house, although the studio was in shambles, with a leaking roof and small dark windows that didn’t get any light.

I use the hidden key to unlock the studio door, then put the key back and flick on the lights. I’m just booting up my computer when Eva appears in the office doorway. “You said you were taking the weekend off!”

“I am,” I say, typing in my password before dropping into my chair. “And working isn’t checking e-mail. Checking e-mail is checking e-mail.”

“You spend hours doing e-mail.”

“That’s business these days, baby.”

“Mooooom.”

I glance up, grimace. “I know, sweetheart, but this is what I do. This is part of my job, and I won’t be more than fifteen minutes.”

“You always say that—”

“Eva. This is how I pay the bills, and you said you liked me working from home instead of at an office downtown. You said you’d rather me work from here because then you wouldn’t have to go to day care.”

“But it’s Saturday.”

“Lots of people work Saturday.”

Eva sighs dramatically and marches back to the house. I watch her go, trying not to feel guilty. I’m not doing anything wrong. I’m a single mom. I have to work. But maybe I feel guilty because most of the time I like working.

In New York, I was a vice president at the huge ad agency Keller & Klein, and when they approached me about opening a West Coast branch for them, I jumped at the opportunity. It was a huge honor as well as a risk, and I craved both.

Unfortunately, Keller & Klein got bought by a big German media conglomerate shortly after we moved to Seattle. The German media giant shut down the Seattle office, and that’s how I ended up starting my own company, Z Design.

I couldn’t yank Eva out of school once again, and not away from her grandparents. She’s still just getting to know them, and now she knows Mom is sick.

It’s good, owning my own business. The hours are long, but I’m living my dream. I’ve a great staff, a thriving company, and financial stability. What more could I want?

Outside, the fog is beginning to lift and a brave bee buzzes around the potted roses. I catch a whiff of the herbs—mint and lavender—planted outside the studio door, and after hitting send and receive, I wait for the e-mail to download.

I love summer. I love sleeping in and the slow mornings where Eva can sprawl on the floor and watch her movies or cartoons while I have my coffee and do my thing. So many moms seem relieved when summer ends and their kids go back to school, but I dread the start of the school year. Sure, I accomplish more when Eva’s in school, but I resent how the school system superimposes its schedule on ours, limiting our trips, our adventures, Eva’s and my time together.

I’ve thirty, forty e-mails, with nearly half being spam. I delete those and then skim through the rest of the e-mail. Nothing seems to require immediate attention, and I happily forward several to my staff members for them to handle. Eva thinks I love e-mail. She doesn’t realize it’s a necessary evil.

But she is right about me not working today. I’ve promised to take the weekend off. It’s our last weekend before school starts on Tuesday, and Eva and I didn’t have enough time together this summer. I ended up working far more hours than I’d anticipated.

Sipping my coffee, I breeze through the various e-zines and business bulletins that I skipped yesterday because of lack of time. I’m still reading one of the bulletins when the studio phone rings.

“Marta, Frank here. How are you?”

Frank is Frank Deavers, one of the former executive vice presidents of Harley-Davidson who’d left Harley a few years ago to do his own thing. I’d worked with Frank on some small jobs for Harley, but Keller & Klein wasn’t the right agency for Harley and they took their account elsewhere.

In the meantime, Frank and I remained friends, catching up by phone or e-mail every couple of months. Frank knew I owned a Harley but dreamed of owning a restored Indian or Freedom bike one day.

“Found that Freedom bike yet?” he asks.

“Have you found your Indian?”

“They are opening an Indian factory in North Carolina.”

“Heard that.” I draw the blinds in the studio, brightening the office. Until the rest of the fog burns off, it’ll be rather gloomy outside.

“Did you hear Freedom’s building a factory in your neck of the woods?”

I sit at the edge of my desk. “Here in Seattle?”

“Apparently they’ve found some land outside of Renton, and with the various Boeing layoffs they believe they’ve got the skilled workforce needed.”

“You’re serious.”

“Completely.”

Wow. I love, love, love the old bikes and have dreamed of putting together a vintage Freedom chopper, but that will be a labor of love, as well as some significant money.

“I’ve signed on with Freedom to handle franchising and merchandising.”

If you don’t love bikes, you won’t know what this means, but it’s huge. It’s wonderful. Bike lovers have dreamed about the day the legendary bikes like Indian, Victory, Triumph, and Freedom will be manufactured again. There’s nothing wrong with Harley or any of the Japanese motorcycles, but it’s like having only two car companies to choose from—Honda and Chevy.

Car aficionados want choices. Consumers want choices. Bike lovers want choices.

“But we’re talking years, right?” I ask, trying not to get ahead of myself too much with bike fantasies.

“We’re unveiling our first bike in January, in a thirty-second TV spot during the Super Bowl.”

I’m shocked, and thrilled, and impressed. This is great news, and I’m already thinking how I can get a piece of the action for us at Z Design. “That’s expensive.”

“We’re going to do this right.”

There are so many questions I want to ask, so many things I want to know. “You’ll have bikes in production by then?”

“We’ll be taking orders. The first bikes will roll out late April, early May.”

“Just in time for summer.” Damn. I really want to be involved. Working with Freedom Bikes wouldn’t be merely revenue, it would be a chance to work with a product I enjoy, an opportunity to support something I believe in.

“So, Frank, did you call just to torment me, or are you going to tell me there’s a way I can be part of this? Because you’ve got to know I want to be part of this. How many years have I known you? Six? Seven? And we’ve shared how many bike stories?”

“I know.” He pauses, hesitates. “So how’s business going?”

I notice he didn’t answer my question, but that’s okay. Advertising’s always a cat-and-mouse game. Fortunately, I’m a very patient kitty. “Good. We’re handling some significant regional and national accounts.”

“How significant?”

“What’s that?”

“How big are the big accounts? What are you dealing with nationally?”

“You want my client list, Frank?”

“I want to know if you’ve got the balls to handle the launch of Freedom Bikes.”

My heart races. I’m practically salivating. If Frank weren’t twenty years older than me with a wonderful wife and three kids, I think I’d fall for him. “What’s the bottom line? What do I need to do? Who do I need to win over?”

He chuckles, his deep, rough voice growing rougher. “All of them.”

“Who is my competition?”

“Everyone.”

Sounds like my idea of fun. “Frank, count me in.”

“We’re in Seattle in a week or so to tour the job site and sign leases on our downtown office space. I want to introduce you to the executive committee then. It’s not the time to present anything conceptually, but I’d like you to come to dinner, meet folks, put faces with names.”

“In a heartbeat.”

“I’ll have my secretary e-mail you Tuesday with the details. Make sure you save the date.”

“I wouldn’t miss it for anything.”

“Marta, I’d love it if it worked out, but this is a long shot. I don’t want you disappointed if it doesn’t happen.”

I would be disappointed. Beyond disappointed. “Why is it such a long shot, Frank?”

“Don’t make me state the obvious.”

“Because I own a Harley?”

He laughs, deep guffaws that make me smile. “Yeah, and it has nothing to do with you being a woman.”

“Being a woman just makes me better.”

“I know that. But we’re talking about the bike industry.”

I know. Macho, male dominated, no room for women at the top. Just at the bottom. Underneath ’em. Right where men like to keep ’em. “Frank, you can’t scare me.”

“So let’s just take it a step at a time and see what happens.”

“You’ve got yourself a deal.”

I hang up the phone and smile at nothing in particular. Frank just made my day.

Two hours later, Eva finally gets us to Points Elementary to check out the class list. She bounds out of the car, and I trail behind more slowly, still thinking about Frank’s call.

I want to be part of the Freedom Bikes ad campaign. I want to be involved.

Despite it being a Saturday morning, there’s an impressive crowd grouped in front of the school office window where the class lists have been posted. Eva’s pushed toward the front to get a look at the fourth-grade class sheet.

I’m learning here in Bellevue that class assignments determine the kind of year it’s going to be, and it’s not only the teacher who influences the class but the kids in the class as well.

Parents want their children to have a good class, too, but I’m beginning to sense that to some here, good doesn’t mean behaved. Good means connected. Good means rich.

I’ve heard the names bandied about, too, and the most desirable kids to have in your class are those sired by Microsoft millionaires and billionaires, the founders of Amazon, or one of the McCaw brothers, those fathers of wireless technology.

If you don’t get a technology heir, you could always hope for a Nordstrom or an offspring of the professional athletes filling the Seahawk, Sonic, or Mariner roster.

Good kids from good money.

Long live the Eastside communities of Medina, Hunts Point, Yarrow Point, and Clyde Hill.

“Mom!” Eva’s reaching through the crowd and grabbing my elbow. “Did you see who I’ve got? Mrs. Shipley, the one I was telling you about last year, the one who does the school’s literary magazine.”

“Oh, not Mrs. Shipley,” groans a mother in the group. “She’s impossible, the hardest teacher by far at Points. It’s common knowledge that she gives twice the homework any other fourth-grade teacher does. Twice. And her expectations for writing! Absurd. These kids are still just learning to write. How can you expect them to be doing essays every week?”

Apparently, Mrs. Shipley was moved over from Bellevue High School, where she taught honors students, and she approaches her fourth-grade classes as though she were still teaching ambitious Ivy League–dreaming teenagers.

Eva lets out yet another squeal. “Mom! You won’t believe it. Guess who’s in my class?”

I don’t have a clue, and Eva, bless her, doesn’t make me wait.

“Jemma,” she breathes, her grip tightening on my wrist. “Jemma’s in my class! We’re going to be together in the same class this year. Finally!”

We’re heading to the car now, but Eva continues to jump and twirl. “This is so great. It’s so wonderful.” She turns to beam up at me. “This is going to be the best year ever.”



Chapter Three

Eva’s dancing through the aisles of downtown Bellevue’s Office Depot, her mood so ebullient that you’d think we were in a bridal salon instead of an office supply store.

Although to be completely fair, Eva truly does love office and school supplies. When she was a young child, her favorite purchase at the grocery store or drugstore was a spiral-ring notebook. Seriously.

While Eva searches for the correct supplies, I’m left to push the oversize shopping cart and check off items as they’re found. I’m also thinking about Eva and Jemma being in the same class and what an ungodly long year it will be if Eva insists on trying to make Jemma her friend.

This summer, Eva and I went to the Yukon for our summer vacation. We flew on Air Canada from Vancouver to Whitehorse, where we rented a car and spent a week exploring the Yukon Territory.

Growing up, I’d read everything I could by Jack London (my two favorite authors being Jack London and Mark Twain), and one of the places I’d always wanted to visit was the Klondike, so this summer Eva and I went.

We traveled the Top of the World Highway, panned for gold, had a drink at Diamond Tooth Gerties, and we laughed so much. We hiked and batted at mosquitoes the size of my fist. (Only a slight exaggeration.) We had such a good time, and I thought—somehow—that when we returned, Eva’s confidence would be back, too.

And it was, for all of one day, until Eva tried to tell the girls at the pool about her trip and the girls laughed. Laughed.

“Why did you go there?” Jemma asked in disgust. “Why didn’t you go to Hawaii like everybody else?”

Okay. That’s why I don’t like Jemma Young, and this is why I never wanted to be part of the popular-girl clique. Being popular seemed like such a drag. All those girls trying to say the same thing, do the same thing, pretend to be just like one another.

How horrible.

Eva peers around the school supplies display. “Mom, is it twenty-four or forty-eight crayons? I forget.”

I smooth the supply list that I’ve inadvertently crumpled and look for Eva’s class. Fourth grade. Crayons. “Twenty-four.”

Her hand hovers over the Crayola boxes. “I like the forty-eight better. More colors. More choices.”

“Then get the forty-eight.”

“But we’re supposed to get what’s on the list.”

“The list is merely a suggestion—”

“It’s not, Mom. It’s required.” Eva dumps the crayons and colored pencils in the cart. “Everything on there is required.”

How did I get Little Miss Schoolgirl for a daughter?

I specialized in cutting class and forging my parents’ signatures. Eva won’t miss school even after a dentist appointment. She insists on going back after getting a filling, showing up for class drooling with a thick wad of cotton clamped between her teeth.

Now she continues to select the just-right binder, the exact plastic-coated colored dividers, the specific number of number two pencils, the set of highlighters, the precise style of notebook.

Eva’s still crouching in front of the plastic space makers, trying to find one that’s twelve inches long—not nine—when I spot my favorite kind of Bellevue mom, one of those women who are perfectly done even for a Saturday morning trip to Office Depot, with two kids.

I don’t recognize her, but the kids look familiar, particularly the little girl, and I hear their conversation even before they reach us.

“I have to have a new backpack, I hate my old one.”

“This year I want everything purple. A purple binder, purple folders, purple pens.”

“Why can’t I have an iPod? Or an iPod shuffle? Everyone has an iPod shuffle.”

Eva hears them, too, and her face lights up. She shoots me a significant look, as though to say, See? as she scrambles to her feet. “Hi, Paige,” she says breathlessly, the turquoise-lidded space maker clutched to her chest.

“Hi, Eva.”

Eva and Paige size each other up from across a safe distance of mothers and shopping carts. Awkward silence unfurls even as I place Paige. Yesterday, at the pool. She’s one of Jemma’s friends.

“Buying your school supplies?” Eva asks, and her voice quavers nervously.

“Yeah.” Paige is chewing gum, and she pops a little purple bubble. “Who’s your teacher?”

“Mrs. Shipley.”

“Jemma has her,” Paige says, cocking her head and rubbing her foot against the back of her calf. “I’ve got Mrs. Lewis. She’s supposed to be easy.”

“You’re so lucky,” Eva breathes, making me think she’s got the IQ of a tree monkey.

Why is she playing dumb? Where the hell did her feisty personality go? And what is so special about these little girls that she feels the need to earn their approval?

Paige’s mom in the meantime has been studying me, and when I look at her, she forces a quick smile. “I don’t think we’ve ever met. I’m Lana Parker, Paige’s mom.”

I hold out my hand. “Marta Zinsser, Eva’s mom.” We shake hands, and she winces at my firm grip. I didn’t expect her hand to feel like pudding.

Lana Parker removes her hand as fast as she can from mine. “Are you new to the area?”

“We’ve been in the Pacific Northwest over a year now.”

“Where did you move from? California?”

“New York.”

Lana’s eyebrows try to lift but can’t go far, as her forehead is very taut and smooth. A little too taut and smooth. “That’s a big change.”

“Yes, it is.”

“How do you like it here?”

“It’s good,” I answer vaguely, not bothering to mention I’m relatively local, raised in tiny Laurelhurst just across the 520 bridge. I never was comfortable with my father’s wealth or social status, a status my mother enjoyed tremendously. Instead of hanging on Dad’s coattails, I’ve tried to make my own way in the world, wanting to succeed on the basis of my talent and reputation versus his.

“Was your husband relocated?”

My husband. Great. I love these kinds of questions. “No. I was transferred.”

“And he followed you out? There’s a good husband for you.”

I just smile, the small, close-lipped smile that I use for moments like these. I had plenty of them in New York when I’d take Eva for walks in her stroller and then again when I enrolled her in school. Does she look like her daddy or you? Her father isn’t listed on the emergency contact forms. Will her father be coming to the parent orientation? I used to try to answer all the questions, but it just got old and repetitive, and now I do my best to ignore them. “I’m lucky I have an interesting career.”

“What do you do?”

“I have my own advertising agency, Z Design.”

“That must keep you busy.”

“There are some long hours,” I admit, feeling vaguely uncomfortable and unsure why. There’s nothing alarming about Lana Parker. A dark blonde with hair swept off her face, Lana reminds me a bit of Faith Hill in The Stepford Wives. She’s pretty, quite pretty, but not quite real, either.

“I couldn’t work,” Lana says, lips pursing. “Not when the kids are little. They’re only children once, and I don’t want to miss a thing.”

This is why I was feeling uncomfortable.

I have to work—it’s not a choice—yet my work isn’t just a paycheck, it’s who I am, what I love to do. “I agree. That’s why I’ve made a point of working from home.”

“So smart. Because those full-time jobs are so hard on families and children.”

I don’t have a part-time job. I definitely have a full-time job, and I think Lana knows it. I think Lana’s being clever and slightly unkind.

“You’re very lucky you have such a supportive husband,” Lana adds sweetly. “He must really help pick up the slack.”

“Is that what men do?” I ask just as sweetly. “Pick up the slack?” Either Lana is living in la-la land or she’s just trying to push my buttons. Virtually all of my friends are married, and while most are still happily married and most would marry their husbands all over again, most also wouldn’t say their husbands make their lives, or their work, easier.
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