







Praise for Wife in the Fast Lane


“Karen Quinn does it again! Wife in the Fast Lane is funny, entertaining, sweet, and smart. Every woman who has ever had to juggle kids, work, and marriage (or even two of the three!) will relate to its wise and witty voice.”

—Leslie Schnur, author of The Dog Walker

“Wife in the Fast Lane is a hysterical journey up and down both corporate and romantic chutes and ladders—and a delicious, tart, juicy, slice of Big Apple life.”

—Jill Kargman, author of Momzillas and coauthor of The Right Address

Praise for The Ivy Chronicles

“[A] ferociously funny tale.”

—Us Weekly

“Entertaining…picks up where The Nanny Diaries left off.”

—New York Post

“Hilarious.”

—Child magazine

“A guilty pleasure worth indulging.”

—Booklist

“Tales of Manhattan’s elite trying to get their tots into private schools is sure to make you smirk condescendingly…. The Ivy Chronicles delivers.”

—Boston Herald

“If you think you may be a neurotic parent, read this and feel sane.”

—Allison Pearson, author of I Don’t Know How She Does It
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PART 1

Working Girl







We’re in for a Rough Ride



Look for Highway 380. That’s our exit,” Katherine said. “I’m looking, I’m looking. According to this map, we have a ways to go.” Christy checked her watch again. It would be close. If they could keep up this speed and not get lost, they should make it with just enough time to change their clothes. “There it is! There it is! Get in the right lane.”

“Jesus, you said we had a ways to go.” Katherine swerved and the Taurus careened across three lanes, miraculously avoiding at least five collisions and inspiring a cacophony of horn honking. “Oh my God,” Christy said as she covered her eyes and ducked. Katherine was silent, intent on getting them to Menlo Park before two. When their plane had landed in San Francisco, more than an hour late, they’d called the Steiner McClane office. The meeting couldn’t be postponed. Mr. Roche was booked solid, then leaving for Europe on Monday.

“Good thing it stopped raining.” Christy had the habit of pointing out the positive whenever things got tense. Katherine preferred working up a good head of steam.

“Oh no, no, NO,” Katherine said, spying the traffic ahead. In seconds, they slowed to a complete stop. “How much time do we have?” she asked.

Christy checked her watch. “Thirty-two minutes,” she reported, biting her lip.

“You know, Chris, maybe Baby G Sports wasn’t meant to be. It could be a sign,” Katherine said.

“It’s not a sign. There’s an accident ahead. See those flashing lights?” Christy climbed into the backseat and unzipped her garment bag. “I’m getting dressed. So when we make it, I can run in.”

“Good idea. With this traffic, it could take us half an hour, maybe more.”

Christy shook her head as she unbuttoned the Chanel jacket. “I still can’t believe you made me spend five thousand dollars for this suit.” The thought of the amount made her sick.

The cars started moving again. “Trust me, Chris. You have to dress like you don’t need the money or you won’t get any. Steiner wants to turn us down, just like those other firms did,” Katherine said. She sounded like she knew what she was talking about.

“Do you really believe they’re gonna decide based on our outfits? What if they think we’re wasting money?”

Katherine locked eyes with Christy in the rearview mirror as she spoke. “Chris, very few women ever get seen by these guys. Our performance has to be perfect or it’s over. Could you have won the Olympics in a pair of Hush Puppies? No. This is the same thing.”

“Watch out,” Christy shouted as Katherine barreled into the back bumper of a Cadillac changing lanes in front of them.

“Shit!” Katherine yelled. “Did you see the way that asshole cut me off? He never signaled!” She pulled over to the side of the road, behind the Cadillac, and stopped. A red-faced man leaped out of the luxury sedan and inspected the damage, then began screaming and raging, waving his hands in the air.

“Why didn’t you slow down?” he ranted. “For Christ’s sake, couldn’t you see I was pulling over?”

Christy was overwhelmed by a sudden and profound sadness. Is this it? Is this how the story ends? In her mind, she saw her fledgling company’s life flash before her eyes: the first meeting around the dining room table; the moment Sasha, queen of hip-hop, bounded onstage in a pair of Baby G’s; herself and Katherine collapsing in laughter the next day as the orders poured in.

“I did signal, dammit,” Katherine was saying. “Look! My light’s still blinking.”

As they argued, Christy came to a decision. She stuffed her laptop and a pair of heels into her backpack. She put on her running shoes and slipped out of the car.

“I’m outta here,” she shouted.

Katherine checked her watch. “You have fourteen minutes.”








Back on Track



Five minutes later, torrential rain slashed down against the asphalt highway. Then it grew lighter. Then it poured again. Christy kept moving. A little water can’t slow me down, she thought, imagining herself at the Olympic Trials, her father cheering her on. Christy threw her whole body into the run, head high, chest out, legs burning, heart pounding. She picked up the pace, flying over wet gravel, broken glass, cigarette butts. From the Sandhill Road off-ramp she put on her finishing kick, sprinting the last four hundred meters to Steiner McClane headquarters. Soaked to the skin, she stopped to catch her breath under their arched entry. Her legs were trembling, not used to running hard anymore. She couldn’t believe how winded she was and vowed to add interval work to her training regime. Okay, you look like hell. You feel like hell. But you’re on time, she thought.

Walking inside with less than a minute to spare, Christy caught the eye of the receptionist. The woman was pretty, perky, and athletic, which seemed to be the prereq at these West Coast firms. She gave Christy a look of confused recognition.

“Hi, I’m Christy Hayes.”

“Oh my goodness. The bathroom’s in there,” the receptionist said, pointing toward a door. “In case you want to, ah, freshen up.”

“Thanks.”

“Bill’s running about ten minutes late, so take your time.”

In the bathroom, Christy looked in the mirror. She pulled a brush out of her dripping bag. Doing what she could with her hair, she left it wet and loose. Using Kleenex, she wiped the mascara stains off her face. She blotted her suit with paper towels and changed into her heels.

Christy took a deep breath, and walked back to the reception area. She looked around for the first time. The place felt like a modern cathedral, all glass and soft cream carpets. Unlike companies housed in New York skyscrapers, this was all on one floor. In California, power could spread out instead of stacking up.

Two dozen trim men dressed in office casual took note of her arrival. As Katherine said, not many women made the grade to get a meeting with this legend of venture capital. And Christy was a girl you couldn’t help but notice, even soaked through—a trim brunette, shoulder-length hair, long defined legs. So far, she hadn’t met a man who could quite deal with her looks, her obsession with work, and her athletic notoriety. Everyone assumed that men were falling all over her, but in fact, the only ones she ever saw were her employees and accountants. A few weeks shy of her thirtieth birthday, though, she remained hopeful.

Christy was sure that her future husband wasn’t among these timid gatekeepers. She had imagined venture capitalists as adventurers, but from what she had seen, they were more like sheep. Nobody wanted to say yes until the guy down the block did, and then they got into a competitive feeding frenzy. So far, no one was willing to take a chance on Baby G, and now it all came down to this last hour to make Steiner McClane believe in them. Her. She realized she would be alone today. No Katherine with her brilliant mind and intimate understanding of the numbers.

“Bill will be ready in five. Would you like something to drink?” The receptionist walked Christy over to an open kitchen full of yogurt, fruit, candy bars, and bottled iced teas with Zen-looking labels. Christy grabbed two bags of peanut M&M’s—when nervous, she was helpless in the face of sugar. She hoped Bill’s delay would give her time to scarf down both bags.

A tall, lanky redhead with brown eyes and a warm smile walked up and introduced himself. He didn’t need to: Bill Roche, venture capitalist par excellence, one of the few who had achieved name-recognition status in the wider business world. He was thin and wiry in that healthy California way. He looked like someone she might actually like to get to know, not like the other bean counters she had met this week.

“Christy Hayes?” he said, shaking her hand. “Did you fall in a lake?”

Christy laughed, relieved that Bill had a sense of humor. “No, we were delayed flying in. Then I ended up running here when our car got stuck in traffic. Sorry I’m such a mess,” she said, looking down, suddenly mortified.

“Not at all. I’m impressed that you ran to make it. Lucky for you we don’t make investment decisions based on appearance,” he laughed.

“Of course you don’t,” Christy said. “That would be nuts.” She wished Katherine had heard him say that.

“I’ve been looking forward to meeting you, Christy. What you’ve accomplished is really something. Hopefully, we can help you take it further. Let’s go to my office and talk.”

Christy had the strongest surge of hope since leaving New York a week ago. She floated down the wide, cushiony breezeway to a large, open room, all tropical greenery outside the glass. Bill motioned for her to sit at his small conference table made of beautiful inlaid walnut. She switched on her laptop, which remained absolutely mute. Her panic rose as she tapped the keys. Nothing. She tapped harder. Water began to seep from the case onto the table. The black screen stared back at her. Usually she did the vision thing while Katherine presented the numbers and fielded those questions. Today she was on her own. No Katherine. No numbers. No safety net.

Slowly, Christy closed the laptop. Her panic was giving way to the same adrenaline she used to feel at the starting line of a race. Just as she was poised to take off, Bill said, “Stop! Let me call an associate in to join us. Then I want to hear your story, start to finish.”

In walked a familiar face, and, sad to say, a familiar body. David Baum. He had been with an investment group Christy met with three years ago, just as Baby G was getting off the ground. Like the others they approached then, no one at David’s firm would back a girl Olympian trying to break into the competitive world of athletic footwear, and Christy was treated dismissively at each meeting. But she and David had connected. A hot romance ensued. She had fallen hard for him, and it seemed mutual. They alternated between New York and San Francisco on weekends and became familiar faces on the red-eye. But in the end, Christy couldn’t build a company and keep a bicoastal relationship going. She ended it badly, as she did many personal things in those early days of struggle, just for lack of the energy and time to do it right.

Now David and Christy looked at each other. She blushed, and he, smooth as all bankers, moved to cover his emotions. Dammit, of all the pitch meetings in all the towns in all the world, he has to walk into mine, Christy thought miserably.

But she composed herself quickly and told Bill and David her story. How they had gotten started using Christy’s commercial endorsement money to stake the company; their market victories; the opportunities for growth. Bill asked completely different kinds of questions than the other bankers they’d met. He wanted to know how Christy handled disappointments, to hear about the mistakes they had made, things they usually kept under wraps in these gigs. He asked about the toughest decision she’d had to make, and she told them about the time their fall line came in from the manufacturer with a small defect in the architecture of the sole of their flagship model. They decided to pull the shoes, even though it almost put them out of business. Christy felt that Bill understood what it was like to be an entrepreneur; to be lost much of the time, but to have the kind of grit that keeps you going anyway. Christy could feel she was in her zone. She was known for her power of persuasion—part passion, part looks, part vision. She hadn’t felt it with the other venture sheep this week, but with Bill, this High Priest, she was soaring.

Just before the meeting ended, David pulled his lean, athletic frame up and excused himself for another presentation, suggesting to Bill that they talk later. Christy shot him a pleading look as he stood to leave. She could read nothing in his eyes, even though he was looking right at her.

Bill spent twenty more minutes with Christy, and she could tell he was going to say yes.

“Christy, it was great to meet you,” he said. “I was really impressed with your presentation. I just want to get David’s take. It’s good that you two know each other. Personal references are everything with us.”

Christy smiled weakly and swore herself to chastity for life, or at least to dating only gorgeous waiter-actors unlikely to show up when her entire future was on the line. She hoped with all her heart that David would act in the interest of the firm—and not hold their failed relationship against her.

Christy shook Bill’s hand and headed for the exit. She grabbed a few more bags of M&M’s as she passed the kitchen. She had kept Bill interested for over an hour. He was known for his short attention span. Anything over thirty minutes was considered a done deal.

When Christy finally emerged, Katherine was waiting outside the office in their rented Taurus, with its crushed left hood. As she got in, Katherine gave her a look that Christy instinctively understood. “Yeah, I think we have a real shot. I do.” She gave Kath the blow-by-blow as they drove off toward San Francisco. “Bill was great; he was really excited about our business.”

“Christy, what is it?”

“Well, um…there was one thing…”








A Lucky Game of Rock, Paper, Scissors



An hour later, they sat at the airport TGI Friday’s, chowing down on Philly cheese steaks. Ever since they began their money-raising trek, they found themselves eating as much red meat as they could—steak sandwiches, bloody sirloin, prime rib. Gone were the dainty salads of watercress, red peppers, cucumbers, and carrots. They were warriors who needed meat.

After two beers, the women were still handicapping the outcome. Katherine was sure they were screwed. A proud alpha male like David Baum would never let pass a chance to even the score. Christy tried to be optimistic. Certainly we were all grown-ups here, able to separate love and money, she said.

“Oh, yeah,” Katherine howled. As usual, she regaled Christy with three sordid stories proving her point. The Harvard professor who gave her a B on her business ethics exam because she’d said no to a blow job the night before. The senior partner of a major consulting firm who offered her a plum position, if she’d become his lover, which she did—but as soon as he tired of her, the firm gave her a promotion to their Korean office, which amounted to firing her. The jilted boyfriend who happened to be a client of the next consulting company Katherine joined. He refused to do business with them unless she was taken off the team.

Christy had heard such stories about Katherine from others in New York, but she ignored the gossip. Katherine was a loyal second in command who was excellent at her job. Wasn’t that all that mattered? Until today, she couldn’t imagine how Katherine’s sex life could come back to haunt them. Now she wasn’t so sure. Even her own tepid past might cost them everything.

 

“There’s just one seat left in first class,” the ticket agent said, looking at her computer.

“I’ll take it,” Katherine volunteered.

“Kath, c’mon. That’s not how we make decisions at Baby G,” Christy said, wagging her finger and laughing despite total exhaustion.

“Fine,” Katherine said. “Ready. Rock, paper, scissors says shoot.” Katherine beamed when she saw that her scissors beat Christy’s paper. “I won!” She looked at Christy, who appeared to be at breaking point. “Take it, Christy. You deserve it.”

“Thanks, Kath,” Christy said, giving her a hug. “Okay, I’ll see you in New York. They’re boarding first class.”

Christy’s phone rang as she stood in line to take her upgraded seat. She jumped for the cell, accidentally elbowing the next traveler, a stoop-shouldered road warrior who looked even worse than she felt. Christy apologized, but he swore at her anyway.

She cupped the phone to her ear and tried to hear over the gate announcements. It was Bill Roche. The moment he started talking, she could tell it was “no.” He was kind, but said that his firm was very collegial and any partner could veto a deal. Apparently David didn’t feel comfortable. Bill said he was sorry, that he was sure they would find their money. Christy’s face crumpled. She wanted to start begging, “No, no, you were our last chance, pleeeaase…”

She didn’t know how she managed to get off with her dignity intact, but as soon as she clicked off the phone, tears began to splosh down her cheeks. It was over. Three years of her life, all her money, people who would have to be fired.

Christy was pissed off. But mostly she was humiliated. How could her sex life, which had seemed almost nonexistent, have hurt the company so badly? People she loved would lose their jobs because she had been too busy to end her relationship like a grown-up. It was unforgivable. Dear God, she prayed, if you could somehow find it in your heart to help me rescue my company, I promise I will never mix business and pleasure again. I’ll devote my life to Baby G and all the employees who depend on me. I’ll swear off men completely. Just please help me save what I worked so hard to build.

Taking her seat, Christy willed herself to stop crying after noticing the stares she was getting from fellow first-class travelers. The iPod-absorbed rapper wearing pounds of bling. The rumpled salesman rushing home for the weekend. The tanned matron with dramatic black hair who probably paid full price for her ticket. Christy felt the force of their collective sneaky glances. Turning to the passenger next to her, who looked like the fatherly type, she smiled bravely.

“Boyfriend troubles?” he asked kindly.

“No, worse. It’s my company.” Christy went on to tell the gray-headed stranger what happened. She had to talk to someone. And odds were, this elegantly dressed executive wearing a gold Rolex and traveling first class would appreciate her plight. “After all that work and sacrifice, it’s come to this. I just…I refuse to believe it,” she said.

“You did your best. Eight out of ten new businesses don’t make it.”

“That’s what my board said when I presented our worse-case scenario. The fact that they accepted defeat so easily just made me try harder. I was so sure I could win this one.”

“I’ve been in business a long time. You gotta know when to walk away. It sounds like you have great experience you can parlay into a job; don’t worry.”

“But that’s the thing, I don’t want a job. I’ve put everything into this.” Her eyes started to well up again, but thankfully, a flight attendant came by and offered water, orange juice, and champagne. Christy helped herself to a glass of bubbly and slugged it down. By the time she turned back to her seatmate, she was in control.

“The frustrating thing is, we were so close. We would have been in the black in two years. The Olympic Committee is considering us for the official shoe of the Games. They’re tired of the sports shoe giants who are always throwing their weight around; they want to give one of the little guys a chance. You know, send a message. It’s a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. We were gonna use the money we raised to pay the sponsorship fee.”

“When was all this supposed to happen?”

“In the next month. The deal hasn’t been approved for sure, but they said we’re a shoe-in. Ha-ha.” The champagne was starting to kick in.

“I see you’ve kept your sense of humor,” the man said, smiling. “By the way, I’m Niles Raines.”

“Niles Raines? Raines Partners?”

“That’s the one. Tell you what, after we take off, why don’t you give me your pitch? Our firm represents sophisticated high-net-worth clients who look for unusual investment opportunities. Maybe we can syndicate the deal for you.”

If Christy had been Katherine, she would have offered the man a blow job right then and there.

 

Ten days later, they presented to five of Raines Partners’ clients, offering them two points in the company for every four-million-dollar unit purchased. The five investors committed to four million each, contingent on the Olympic opportunity coming through. They insisted on that point, believing that the sponsorship would ensure the company’s success. Without it, they weren’t willing to take the risk.

While Christy waited for word from the Olympic Committee, she ate chocolate. Lots of chocolate. She ran around the Central Park Reservoir three times every morning, then three more times in the evening. She turned her cell phone off so she wouldn’t jump every time it rang. And when she spoke to the Olympic guys, she tried not to sound desperate.

Finally, she got a call from the sponsorship director. He was wavering. There was so much pressure to play it safe. They were worried about backing a company that might not be around in two more years. He said it might be better for everyone if they waited until next time, let Baby G build its track record.

Christy played it cool. If she let him know how much she needed this, it would prove his point. She managed to find out that it was his boss who was against it. Christy got on a plane the next day, determined to change the man’s mind.

 

On a Monday, two weeks later, she made an announcement to the whole company at once. They had to rent an indoor basketball court from a nearby high school in order to accommodate all three hundred employees. She’d decided to tell them the truth. Katherine felt that total candor was a mistake; that employees couldn’t understand all the complexities of the business. Christy almost always took Katherine’s advice, but on this, she knew she was right. The reason her people trusted her was because she always leveled with them.

The gym was set up with bleachers, three hundred chairs, and an old floor-stand mike. She stepped out in front of her people and began to talk.

“Well, we’re still here, all of us. After so many close calls. This one was maybe the closest, guys, and I’m glad that now I can tell you about it.” She talked about the events of the last month, the road trip, the Niles Raines meeting, the Olympic deal. She left out only the part about how a tall sexy banker almost cost all of them their jobs.

“When we started, we knew we were going up against the Big Boys, and everyone said we had no chance. There were lots of times I thought they were right, that I had led you all on a fool’s mission.

“And at those times, you were the ones who still believed, and who kept me going. Well, today, the Big Boys have seen us do what we’ve known we could do all along. That we are the future, and that their best days are behind them.” There were cheers as the group became rowdier.

“Now we’re playing a new game. We aren’t the company out on the fringe that no one worries about. Now we’ve taken a piece of their action. Now they’ll come after us with everything they have.

“All of us will have to step up our game. And I’ll be standing behind each of you as you do, so that we can create the next worldwide brand.”

As she came to a close, no one made a sound. But then the whole crowd was on their feet, clapping and stomping and whooping. Christy looked around. Okay, that’s it. My life belongs to Baby G now.








Fifth Avenue Freeze-out



Eight years later…

After Baby G went public, Katherine insisted that Christy shape up and live like a New York City power woman. Though Katherine never came out and said it, it was obvious she found Christy’s early sense of style to be just short of tragic. First she led her to Bergdorf’s for wardrobe, John Barrett for hair, and Mimi Amurri for makeup lessons. Then she introduced her to manicures, pedicures, facials, and wraps. She found her a personal shopper, a presentation coach, a publicist, and a therapist. Katherine helped Christy understand that success in Manhattan carried an obligation to look and live the part.

On a flight to Mexico to visit their manufacturing plant, Christy suggested that they share their new wealth with the employees, even the secretaries. “I’m thinking we give everyone in management two thousand dollars, and five hundred to support staff. That leaves a hundred thousand for each of us. Sounds fair, right?”

“More than fair,” Katherine said. “It’s so you to be generous like that, but maybe we should hold back just a little. What if next year isn’t as profitable? Everyone will expect at least the same amount. That’s three hundred thousand dollars. It might be more prudent to set the bar a little lower, give us time for some growth.”

The pilot interrupted with an announcement. “Ah, ladies and gentlemen, the control tower has put us in a holding pattern due to weather. We’re expecting some light chop, so I’ve put the seat-belt sign on. If everyone could please stay in their seats, we’d sure appreciate it.”

“So you think a thousand for managers and two-fifty for the support staff would be about right?” Christy asked, tightening her belt.

“Better, definitely better,” Katherine said. “Although, that leaves less than two hundred thousand for each of us. I don’t think anyone would begrudge you and me taking a bit more than that. We’ve sacrificed for this company in ways no one else has. Think about what we’ve been through—the late nights, the road shows, my marriage breaking up. Geez, you haven’t even had time to start a relationship. Maybe we should think about two twenty-five for each of us and split the last fifty among the staff. It’s not like they’re expecting a bonus. And they all got stock in the public offering.”

“Well, that’s true,” Christy said, “but I think they deserve something now that we’ve come so far. They’ve worked hard, too.”

“And I totally agree,” Katherine said, gripping her armrest as the plane weathered the turbulence. “They’ve earned a reward. But at the same time, now that we’re public, it’s important to the company that you and I finally buy our own apartments. We need places to entertain and to show the world that we’re part of the Manhattan power scene. Nothing says you’ve arrived like an apartment in the right building.”

Christy sighed. “What do you have in mind?”

A flight attendant walked by, checking to see that everyone was wearing a seat belt.

“We’re buckled,” Katherine told her as she whizzed past. “I really think, and I mean this for the good of the company, that you and I should split the entire five-hundred-thousand-dollar bonus pool. If we each cash in five percent of our stock, we’d have enough for down payments on apartments. We can do something very generous for our people, like throw them a big party. They’d love that.”

“You think it’s that important for us to have our own apartments?” Christy asked. “More important than giving bonuses to our people?”

“It is, Chris,” Katherine said. “Trust me on this. Personally, I couldn’t care less about owning, but Wall Street notices senior management who live in rental buildings. And believe me, it’s not helping our reputations.”

“I’d like to do more for the staff than just give a party,” Christy said.

“And we can,” Katherine said. “In fact, why don’t we give everyone an extra free pair of our shoes? They’d flip over that.”

Christy thought about it for a moment. She had really looked forward to giving everyone their first bonus checks. But if Wall Street actually cared where she lived, she supposed she had better live in the right place. “All right,” Christy said. “This year, we buy homes. Next year, everyone gets cash.”

“Absolutely,” Katherine said.

 

“So, it says here that you’re not married,” said Mr. Gibbons, the board president. “Are you seeing anyone?” Mr. Gibbons resembled your basic Bowery bum. People were always shocked to learn that he lived on Fifth Avenue and employed a manservant named Pierre.

“Oh no,” Christy said. “I live a quiet life. Between starting my company, taking it public, growing it the way we have, it’s a wonder I have time to work out anymore.” She took a sip of water to wet her parched throat.

“When you do work out, do you walk through your lobby in your exercise clothes?” Mrs. Rich asked in an accusing tone. She was the type of woman who believed nice girls shouldn’t sweat.

“Of course not,” Christy said, trying not to sound defensive, as Meris Blumstein, her real estate agent, had advised her. “I belong to a gym and I change there.”

Christy was on the receiving end of one of Manhattan’s most reviled rituals—the co-op board interview. She had told Meris to find her a condo so she could avoid this humiliation, but then an apartment at 830 Fifth Avenue came up. The place was exactly what she had been looking for, except that it was a co-op, which meant that she’d have to pass inspection by board members who probably couldn’t get in themselves if they were applying today. Christy sat at the round walnut table in the building’s airless boardroom. She couldn’t have felt more exposed if she were lying on her gynecologist’s examining table covered by a thin paper gown.

“It says here that you’re only putting down fifty percent. Is there a reason you need to take out such a big mortgage?” Mr. Crackstone asked, squinting as he read Christy’s board package. Manny Crackstone prided himself on his good head for numbers. Feet in the stirrups, young lady. This instrument may feel a little cold.

“Well, after my company went public, I sold a million dollars’ worth of founder’s shares. The money will be applied to this down payment. But the bank has no problem giving me the mortgage. I’m pledging my stock options as collateral.”

“And what if your stock goes down?” Mr. Crackstone pressed. “Then how will you cover your mortgage payments? You don’t have much in savings. We like to see three times the value of the apartment in the bank at a minimum.” I’ll just be taking a few cells here for your Pap smear.

“Well, as you can see on line six,” Christy said, pointing her clammy finger at the financial statement he was holding, “I have a generous salary. And I’ll be able to exercise more options in a year to bolster my liquidity.” Christy would have liked to ask Mr. Crackstone if he had three times the value of his apartment in the bank.

“I don’t kno-o-ow,” Mrs. Rich said, clucking her tongue. “This seems risky to me.” Right now I’m just feeling for your ovaries. Try to relax.

“Mrs. Rich, on paper, I’m worth almost twenty million dollars. That should give you some sense of security.” Christy felt obnoxious saying those words aloud. But she had to defend herself.

Mrs. Rich raised her eyebrows. “Ms. Hayes, we’re more interested in real worth. Paper worth means nothing to us.” Oh, did that hurt? Sorry about that.

I’m screwed, Christy thought.

“Do you have any pets?” Mr. Gibbons asked.

“No, and I don’t plan to have any.”

“How about children?” Mrs. Rich asked. “Your biological clock is ticking. Tell me, are you the kind of woman who would have a child without a husband?”

“Mrs. Rich, I have no plans to marry or have a child. I work twelve, fourteen hours a day. You’ll hardly notice I’m here.”

Mr. Crackstone held up copies of sign-in sheets. “According to the doorman’s records, you’ve been up to see apartment 9G eleven times. Is that true?” Now I’ll be giving you a rectal exam.

Christy scratched her head. She had no idea. “Maybe. I don’t remember. I did visit a lot because I needed to bring my architect up.”

“Reeeally,” Mr. Gibbons said. “You’re planning a renovation? There’s nothing in your package about a renovation.”

“Not now,” Christy said. “I just wanted to know if someday I would be able to make the changes I’m thinking of.”

“Sure,” Mr. Gibbons said, nodding. You can take your feet out of the stirrups now.

“Wait, is it true that you don’t like our lobby decor?” Mr. Crackstone asked.

“What? Why would you say such a thing?”

“Our doorman mentioned that you made a remark about the mirrored wall we just added,” he said.

“He must have heard me wrong,” Christy said, furious that the weasel wearing the fake Austrian color-guard uniform was, in truth, a spy for the board. “I love everything about this building, especially the mirrored wall in the lobby. It makes the room seem so much bigger. In fact, I’ll probably mirror a wall in my apartment.”

“That’s not mentioned in your package,” Mr. Gibbons said, leafing through his papers.

“It’s another one of those ‘someday’ things,” Christy said.

“Well, thank you, Ms. Hayes. We’ll discuss your application and let you know.” Your test results will be available in about a week.

“Thanks,” Christy said, standing and shaking each board member’s hand. She shut the door behind her and walked into the small waiting room where she’d left her coat and packages. Thank God that’s over, she thought. As she gathered her things, she overheard the discussion inside.

“Have you ever?” Mrs. Rich asked. “As if we’d approve a single girl with her profile.”

“Well, we did approve Janette Jaffe. And she was single,” Mr. Gibbons pointed out.

“Yes, but she was from a socially prominent family. Her father’s president of Winged Foot Golf Club,” Mr. Crackstone said. “This woman doesn’t have enough in the bank for cushion. What kind of CEO spends all her money on a down payment while she doesn’t have a pot to piss in?”

“Mr. Crackstone!” Mrs. Rich said. “Language!”

“Sorry.”

“Well, we know she’s a liar. Who are you going to believe about the mirrored wall? Bobby or her? And eleven visits! She may as well have worn a neon sign that she’ll be a pain in our backsides,” Mr. Gibbons added.

“She’s just another wannabe who thinks she can improve her social standing by associating with people like us,” Mrs. Rich sighed.

Screw them, Christy thought. What snobs. She swung open the boardroom door to face her detractors. “So I take it I’m rejected?” Christy said.

Mrs. Rich’s face turned crimson. “Well, of course we haven’t made a decision yet,” she said. “You’ve interrupted our discussion.”

Christy rolled her eyes. “Don’t bother. I’m withdrawing my application.” She turned and walked out, this time for good. There are other apartments in the city, she thought. I’ll find something yet.








Guess Who’s Coming to Davos



Christy was paying bills in her new study when Maria brought in the fat creamy envelope addressed to her in elegant scroll.

“This just came,” Maria said. “It looks like a wedding invitation.” Maria Ruiz had been Christy’s housekeeper for years. In truth, she was more than that. Part mother, part sister, part loyal friend, it was Maria who waited for Christy with a hot, home-cooked meal every night, who nursed her back to health after her knee operation, who comforted her over failed love affairs—not that there had been many men in the last few years. It was Maria who gave a damn about Christy’s day, from the glamorous moments to the boring details.

“Whoa!” Christy said, her eyes wide. “I’ve been invited to Davos.”

“What’s that?” Maria asked.

“The World Economic Forum in Davos, Switzerland,” she explained, “where the most important people in the world get together every year. Everyone who’s anyone goes. Except I’ve never been.”

“What do they do when they get there?” Maria asked.

“You know, wheel and deal, share ideas, alter the course of world events, that sort of thing. I can’t believe they even know who I am.”

“Well, of course they do,” Maria said. “You’re a famous athlete. You built a big company. Plus, you’re on all those billboards.”

Christy googled World Economic Forum and saw picture after picture of the planet’s movers and shakers. “Look at who goes,” she said. “See, there’s the Dalai Lama, the mayor, President Clinton.”

“Hrrmph,” Maria snorted. “You’re just as important as they are. More important.”

Christy giggled. “Right. Maria, you are the only person in the world who thinks I’m more important than the Dalai Lama, but I love you for that.” She stood and gave her a hug. “Now let’s go see what’s for lunch.”

 

Three months later, Christy arrived in Zurich bleary-eyed, wearing toe-pinching high heels, and schlepping her overstuffed tote. Even after two Olympics and plenty of business travel, Christy always felt slightly homesick when overseas. However, she never failed to be cheered by Golden Arches, and there they were before her. Grabbing some French fries for breakfast, she continued her trudge to baggage and the big red tour bus. She took a seat in the front, avoiding her fellow jet-lagged delegates. At six A.M., it was too early to face the world’s Best and Brightest.

She wished Katherine was with her, but Katherine hadn’t been invited. Christy felt bad about that and considered canceling, but she just couldn’t. This was too important. It was a chance to raise her company’s visibility and make relationships that could mean millions of dollars in profits. If she was honest with herself, there was one other draw. She hoped she might meet someone interesting, though she had been careful not to share this thought with anyone, not even Katherine. Over the last ten years, she had kept her vow and barely dated. Truth be told, working fourteen hours a day wasn’t conducive to falling in love. Now, at thirty-nine, with each new level of success she felt a deepening sense of loneliness.

As the bus drove higher and higher into the Swiss Alps, they passed picturesque farms and small mountain villages. She cast a few furtive glances at her bus mates. They looked slightly nerdy, rumpled, and unassuming. Christy couldn’t believe that these were the giants who could move markets, shake up governments, and define modern culture.

As she discovered the next day, they weren’t. Jimmy Carter, at his Life After Leading session, made a joke that you could tell the big shots by the helicopters they rode in on. A man in the back of the room shouted, “Didn’t I see you on the bus?” The former president responded with an ear-to-ear grin.

Christy’s bus sped past the Royalton Hotel, where the A-list CEOs and heads of state stayed, giving them the advantage of only having to crawl upstairs after the evening drinkfest instead of braving icy streets at the far edge of town. Christy debarked at a hotel that looked like it should be called the Earth Shoe and Granola Lodge. She overheard a famous German Nobel Prize winner cursing his secretary under his breath for forgetting to register him early enough at a more impressive venue. Christy chuckled to herself as he tried to cover his less-than-remarkable status among the world-renowned attendees. Oh well, she thought, at least Davos made me feel important back home.

After checking in, Christy walked over to the conference center in the middle of town. It was a beautiful concrete-and-glass structure that seemed to have been dropped in the midst of old churches, elegant storefronts, and beautiful townhomes that looked like they belonged to the local aristocracy. Davos was centuries old, sitting quietly under a blanket of snow. On one side, the mountains hovered over the town. A gracious alpine valley stretched out below on the other side. Four college-age male snowboarders sporting various facial piercings walked by, giving Christy “the look.” Okay, she thought. I haven’t lost it yet. That’s good news.

Ahead were the tightest security checkpoints she had ever seen. She realized that a person unhappy with the state of the world could wipe out half of its leadership during one coffee break here. As she approached the conference center, two hunky six-foot Swiss guards in full army gear moved together to slow her down. Actually stammering, she told them she was here to register for the World Forum and showed her papers. Wordlessly, they parted again. She had a fleeting image involving black military boots and ripped fishnet stockings. Okay, back to work. Maybe she had kept herself on a short leash a little too long.

Glancing around, she noticed swarms of new arrivals brandishing name badges and official shoulder bags as they darted in and out of small espresso bars, the bookstore where every single book was written by one of the participants, and the VIP section for special members. That was weird. She thought everyone here was special. She was fast learning that Davos was a very good imitation of life at her old high school. There were concentric layers of coolness so that only a couple of people in the world could enjoy being in the truly last inner circle with no one to envy or try to displace. They just had to worry about losing their place to the guys coming up the ranks.

At the registration counter, a petite Swiss beauty wearing a Prada-like uniform looked over Christy’s choices for sessions, all the while clucking and shaking her head. “Sorry, all full. Sold out. And this, too—no space.” She explained patiently, as though to a child, that everyone who knows Davos sends their assistants in a day early to register for the hot speakers. Christy had hoped to attend discussions on currency flows, international markets, manufacturing plants in Asia, but she would have to content herself with more esoteric fare.

Christy was directed to the next counter, which held a huge pile of BlackBerries. The young gentleman who was hosting the booth handed her one, and turned it on to demonstrate. He told her that if she wanted to meet any Davos participant, invite them to a party, or have an e-mail conversation, all she had to do was click on his picture. He suggested that she check her mailbox, as she probably had a slew of messages already. She checked. Empty. The ongoing humiliation of being the lowest of the high continued.

For the official opening-night party, she made the trek again, this time navigating the icy sidewalk in spiky heels and a classic black Chanel cocktail dress with a vintage lynx shrug. She thought she made a pretty cool entrance, only to find that none of the bigwigs whose last names need not be mentioned were there—no Warren, no Bill and Melinda, no Hillary. They were all at private parties with their fellow heavyweights.

Still, Christy had an enjoyable evening hobnobbing with first-year CEOs, inventors, musicians, and scientists. She learned something about molecular biology, contemplative strands of Islam, brain activity, and perpendicular data-recording technology. The evening was only slightly marred by the A-list whose absence sent an unspoken message to the party: You may be important in your own little world, but here at Davos, you are toe jam.

That’s not to say things didn’t improve. Christy had been invited to be a panelist during one of the lunch sessions, Building New Brands. She was asked to open with a five-minute talk about how she’d launched Baby G. She arrived an hour early to prepare and to calm her nerves, only to find people already lining up to get in. When she asked Rosemary, the forum organizer, why the crowd, she was surprised to hear the answer. Apparently the draw was the sexy new hotshot—her.

Between the sessions, there was informal talk over croissants and espresso. After her panel, Christy was sought out by bankers and other CEOs who could help her grow the company. On the personal front, she had the advantage of being one of the younger and prettier single women at the event. That, plus her athlete status, was enough of an aphrodisiac to the unattached men to create a mini-stir. On day two, her BlackBerry started vibrating with amazing regularity. “Would you like to have dinner?” the Russian president proposed. “Can I interest you in a sleigh ride and midnight picnic?” a notorious investment banker wondered. “Would you like to get sex in the bed with me?” a prince of suspicious lineage asked.

Christy accepted the invitation of Francis Rich, managing director of Cantor Farrar, who had attended her session. Coincidentally, he was the estranged husband of that ghastly woman on the co-op board at 830 Fifth Avenue. They’d recently broken up—Christy had read about it on the Post’s Page Six. He invited Christy to tag along with him to the most interesting sessions, the coveted parties, and private conversations from which she’d earlier been excluded. Christy felt like a junior in high school again, when, as a certified geek, she’d been unwelcome at, well, everything until she went out with Ty Schwab, the senior tight end. Then her status was temporarily elevated to low-grade popular.

Fran was as dapper as they came—the sort of blueblood who always wore elegant wing tips and hand-tailored suits with shirts showing the perfect amount of white cuff. Christy thought he was the most sophisticated man she’d ever met. She was so in awe of him that, by his side, she felt flustered and slightly tongue-tied. She didn’t know the protocol of dating a Master of the Universe, but she didn’t want to blow it.

Like Ty, Fran expected Christy to show her appreciation for the privilege of being on his arm. On the fourth night, he leaned over and suggested they blow off the after-dinner discussion of the day’s highlights. He led her outside the hotel and into a waiting sleigh drawn by two huge horses, its backseat heaped with fur blankets. They left the town behind as they turned up a small mountain road past cottages with bright lights inside. Christy could see that Fran was a man with a plan and her job was to go along and be impressed. And she was. The sleigh came to a stop where the snowplow had finished. Beyond them were the towering peaks of the Alps, shimmering in a hazy moonlight. There was a little lamplight from an inn fifty yards away, and they could just hear the slightly drunken voices of delegates heading into eleven P.M. dinners. The driver turned around and nodded at Fran, then left them alone in the sleigh. Christy gulped.

Fran covered her with a warm fur blanket and asked if she wanted anything. Christy had no idea how she was supposed to answer that question, so she mumbled that she was fine, that it was all so beautiful. She was waiting for whatever came next. He traced a finger along her cheekbone and down her throat. Then he told her to take off her clothes.

Christy didn’t know what to say, but she couldn’t do what he asked. She sat frozen, staring at him.

“Christy, you are beautiful, sexy, smart. No man is going to spend time with you without wanting you. There’s no reason to hold back. You deserve to let yourself go once in a while. Look, we’re in the mountains, all alone, on a moonlit night. No one will miss us. Why don’t you just let me take care of you? Tomorrow you can go back to being a CEO.”

Christy prepared her comeback, but as she did, Fran ran his fingertips lightly down her thigh, slipped them between her legs, and began to massage her. She was startled by the wave of heat coming from his hand, and suddenly she wanted more. She took off her clothes, piece by piece, while Fran watched every move.

Later, she got dropped off at the Earth Shoe Lodge, where she sat up watching the sunrise, torn between hope and fear. He seems so interested, so solicitous. Sure, until you gave him everything. He said I was intelligent, attractive, and he was so gracious when he put me in a cab to my hotel. Still, you should have waited…and on and on until finally she pulled on her mukluks and went for a dawn walk through the empty streets, delighted to find a McDonald’s sitting incongruously at the opposite end of town.

By Saturday night, Christy was feeling more confident. She’d come alone and done well. She had made dozens of valuable business contacts. Even really accomplished people seemed to find the story of her company notable—that anyone would have the balls to go up against the Nikes and Reeboks of the world. And she thought she had a real shot with Fran. It seemed important to make a memorable impression at the closing soiree, the only formal event at Davos. She glided in gracefully in her black, wispy-as-a-breeze Versace. Even in the freezing Swiss air, the dress made Christy feel hot, with its tiers of sheer chiffon, its leg-revealing slit to the thigh, and its hand-embroidered leaves hiding the ties that held the backless outfit together. She could sense the heads turning, male and female, and realized almost shyly that her lean athletic body would always be one of her great assets, even at a gathering of the powerful and brainy. She just hoped Fran was watching.

Christy grabbed a red wine, then caught up with Fran, who was standing near a table with the Dalai Lama; Andreas Dracopoulos, the shipping magnate, and Galit Portal, the aggressive front-page reporter for the Financial Journal. This was the first time Christy had seen Galit in person, and she was spellbound. At six feet two, Galit seemed to tower above her colleagues, who ogled her like love-struck minions, leaning in and looking up in unison. She looked nothing like the stern and bespectacled journalist on the back of the biography she had written about Ian Malik. Ravishing was the word that came to Christy’s mind. Her legs rose endlessly out of five-inch Lucite heels, sheathed in the sheerest seamed stockings. Above that were a black silk mini and a matching beaded cashmere that made even Christy want to reach out and touch Galit’s voluptuous breasts. Her jet black hair fell almost to her waist, and her turquoise eyes seemed to promise intimacy. Galit was as famous for using her long legs and short skirts to gain access to media-shy CEOs as she was for having once been a member of Israel’s most elite commando forces, the Sayeret Matkal.

Galit had Fran, Andreas, and the Dalai Lama enraptured and hanging on her every word like lovesick lap dogs. Meanwhile, Andreas’s wife and the Dalai Lama’s acolyte sat slumped in their seats at the far end of the table, both yawning. Christy wondered if she should call him Dalai, Mr. Lama, or Your Highness if they were introduced. She wasn’t certain of the etiquette required in speaking to the Enlightened Being.

Christy gently put her hand on Fran’s shoulder to let him know she was there. He ignored her touch, and Galit subtly turned her body about twenty degrees to shut Christy out. Christy rolled her eyes, wishing that Davos were more about business and less about reliving adolescence.

Galit finally stopped pontificating. Instead of introducing her, Fran took Christy by the arm and led her to the side of the room. “Listen,” he said, “last night was fun, but I’m a married man with a reputation to protect. I think it would be better if we weren’t seen together this evening. But if you want to come to my room later…”

“Wait,” Christy whispered. “You said you were separated.”

“No, the Post reported I was separated, but it wasn’t true. Don’t believe everything you read in the paper.”

“Why didn’t you tell me you were still with your wife?” Christy could barely breathe, she was so angry. “Is it because…”

“I wanted to fuck you?” he said with an amused smile. “What do you think? Admit it. You came here looking to get it on…”

“What? In your dreams, buddy.” Jesus frickin’ Christ, Christy thought. I came to Davos and did this! She wanted to kill Fran. But all she had was her glass. She flung the rest of her red wine in his face.

Since this was a public event, shots of Fran covered in red wine, and Christy turning on her heel, were captured on tape and replayed repeatedly back in the States on CNN and CNBC. Even the Post got in on the action, running a front-page photo of Fran, looking wet, shocked, and confused. The headline read: BABY, GET LOST!

Hoping to avoid everyone, Christy fled to the empty hotel bar. She grabbed a seat and ordered a gin and tonic in a tall glass with extra lime. Give it up, Christy, just give it up, she thought. You did exactly what you said you’d never do again. You’re the CEO of a public company. Love just isn’t in the cards for you, sister. Get over it. Move on.

“Bartender, I’ll have another,” she said. She pulled a pen out of her evening bag and started sketching out a new PR campaign on a cocktail napkin. She had had enough of the world’s movers and shakers. It was time to get back to work.








Hiding Out Is Hard to Do



As Christy diagrammed her ideas, the BlackBerry in her borrowed Judith Leiber bag went off. She pulled it out and checked the message. I’D LIKE TO BUY YOU A DRINK IF YOU WON’T THROW IT IN MY FACE. MICHAEL DRUMMOND.

Christy glanced at Michael, who was standing at the other end of the bar. He was a fit-looking man with a solid build that suggested strength. His eyes were dark, his hair was black with gray speckles, and the smile he was giving her was irresistibly lopsided. She’d read articles about him in Forbes and the Wall Street Journal. Michael was the contrarian who, after graduating from Harvard Business School, didn’t want one of those investment-banking jobs his peers coveted. Instead, he took over the movie his roommate shot but couldn’t afford to edit. Relying on his Visa-card line of credit for capital, he turned his friend’s film into a critical failure but a box-office success. With the proceeds from that project, he bought and revived a flailing magazine venture. This led to the purchase of a book-publishing company, then a production operation, then cable stations. Twenty-five years later, Michael owned the largest privately held multimedia group in the country. And he’d accomplished all this without ever having to get a job. The man had a reputation for being clever, frank, and startlingly outspoken. Some found his directness refreshing; others called him rude. Attractive guy. Tough. Cute butt, too, she thought, sneaking another peek his way. Speaking of asses, don’t make one of yourself again. Be polite, but no more.

“Is it safe to join you?” Michael asked as he took the bar stool next to Christy.

“Yeah, sure. My aggressions have been sated for the moment.”

“I won’t even ask why you did it. Knowing him, he deserved it.”

She decided not to go there. “Why aren’t you at the party?”

“I followed you out. I’ve wanted to meet you since that session on Teleportation.”

“…And Other Ways Quantum Physics Can Improve Your Life, right,” Christy said, flattered in spite of herself to know that she’d made an impression on such an impressive guy. “That was mind-boggling.”

“Not as mind-boggling as you winning the indoor 3k title while training for the marathon.”

Christy almost spilled her drink. “Are you a big track fan?”

“Huge,” Michael said. “I was the fastest quarter-miler at Andover. There were no black kids in the prep schools then, so I was unstoppable.”

“No way.”

“Way,” he laughed. “Of course, when I got to college, I didn’t even make the team. Now I’m one of those track groupies who goes to all the meets.”

“So do I. Will you be at the Millrose Games next weekend?”

“I wouldn’t miss it.”

“Do you still run?” Christy asked. He seemed awfully normal for a Master of the Universe.

“Yeah. I’m competing in the Empire State Building Run-Up when we get back.”

Christy and Michael talked about their passion for running and soon abandoned the hotel bar in favor of the Jacuzzi on Michael’s terrace. Christy was grateful to have a place to hide.

To avoid any misunderstanding, Christy made her intentions clear. “You probably have women falling all over you, but I’ve sworn off romance for the second time this decade, so you don’t have to worry about me…”

“Or me. I’m a harmless middle-aged workaholic,” he said with a grin.

Since Christy didn’t have a swimsuit, she kicked off her shoes, hiked up her gown, and dangled her legs in the bubbling hot water.

Michael changed into his trunks and got in. “This feels so good in the cold air. Let me give you one of my bathing suits,” he offered.

“Kind of a half solution, don’t you think?”

“I can lend you a shirt. They’re in the closet.”

“I’ll be right back.” Christy went into Michael’s bathroom and took off her clothes. She put on one of his T-shirts, which came down to her thighs. Feeling safely unprovocative, she returned to the Jacuzzi and slipped into the water, sitting carefully on the bottom of his shirt.

The two spent the night drinking champagne and talking about everything. The pecking order at Davos. Their favorite cities. Foods they couldn’t stand. Theater. Books. People they knew in common. Their worst fears. Their first loves. It was a relief to have romance off the table. Christy hadn’t realized how much of a strain she’d been under, representing Baby G eighteen hours a day.

Michael talked about his childhood. “It was dull. We lived in Paris.”

“Paris? Dull?” Christy said.

“Paris, Texas. Dad was a fireman and Mom a housewife. In high school, I was the only Texan at Andover, on scholarship of course. Summers, I earned my college tuition cooking Mexican food at La Fonda’s in Frog Hop.”

“Frog Hop?” Christy asked.

“The next town over. Couldn’t get a girlfriend to save my life. I always smelled like enchiladas, no matter how often I bathed.”

Christy laughed. She liked Michael’s energy. He was warm and open. “I love Mexican food, especially Tex-Mex,” she said.

“I can’t even stand the smell of it anymore.” Michael went on to tell Christy how he started his business after college. She knew the story, but wanted to hear every word again from him. Listening gave her a chance to take him in, his droopy eyelids, the laugh lines around his eyes, his messy hair. He was sitting with a kind of formidable grace, unaware of his own magnetism. Christy thought he was the kind of guy you’d instinctively want by your side if anyone tried to give you trouble. She liked that.

When he talked about his daughter, who was in junior high school, and his divorce, his tone changed. His body tensed up, his hands were clenched, and he sounded older, almost bitter. It was a different Michael. He was a little scary.

“Suzanna was a college girlfriend. Things were good. Then we had Ali, and everything changed.”

Michael paused, looking away. “Suzanna became so possessive of her, never let Ali spend time with me. She seemed to be worried that I would somehow compete with her. Ali came to think of me as someone just to get money from. Suzanna threw herself into motherhood and society events.”

“You don’t strike me as a society-ball kind of guy.”

“Yeah, it used to make Suzanna crazy. Whenever she’d drag me to a benefit, my hair would be a mess and my tuxedo shirt would look slept-in five minutes after I put it on. Couldn’t help it. It just happens. Suzanna used to yell at me that she didn’t spend thousands on gowns, jewels, hair, and makeup to be escorted by a guy who looks like the Unabomber in a tuxedo.”

“I like your tousled look. It reminds me of Al Pacino,” Christy said.

“Oh no, come on, really?”

Christy smiled. “Can I pour you another glass of champagne?”

“Absolutely,” Michael said, holding out his glass. “So, do I remind you of Al in The Godfather?”

“Mmm, noooo…I’d have to say Scarface.”

He laughed, reached over, and touched her cheek. “You’re funny, you know that? Anyway, the year Suzanna became PTA president, I was in a ski accident—almost died.”

“I think I read about that.”

“She used to visit me in the hospital, when it wasn’t clear whether or not I’d make it. But once I was on the mend, she and Ali didn’t stop by anymore. They were busy again with their own lives.”
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