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“The Epitome of the Urban Socialite You Love to Hate.”

—TIME
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GLOWING PRAISE FOR

White Girl Problems

“Made me laugh a lot and cry a little. It’s about time someone drew our attention to the devastating reality: white girl problems are all around us . . . absolutely hysterical.”

—Susan Sarandon

“A snarky, satirical diary/memoir of how the poor-little-rich-girl goes from the lap of luxury to rehab after a $246,893.50 shopping spree meltdown at Barneys. . . . A confessed train wreck, [Babe] giddily invites you to stare. And just when you think you might finally need to look away, there’s the impossibly startling—and hilarious—faux insight that keeps you hooked.”

—Publishers Weekly

“A pop-culture send-up with a troubled material girl anti-heroine . . . wickedly funny.”

—Kirkus Reviews

“Amusing and laugh-out-loud funny.”

—New Now Next

“Do you ever go to the mall, buy one too many shirts, and then realize you’re $11 million in debt? . . . If you love Hollywood and love to laugh, White Girl Problems is the page-turner for you.”

—Examiner.com
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Dedicated to the strongest person I know: me


La terre est couverte de gens qui ne méritent pas qu’on leur parle.

(The earth swarms with people who are not worth talking to.)

—Voltaire



one
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FLOAT IN THE LIGHT.

When I first got to rehab, I was morbidly obese. Not physically, but emotionally. I was angry at myself, angry at the world, and angry at my phone. But four months of rehabilitation for a (possible) shopping addiction and an (alleged) alcohol/drug addiction had brought me to a much more peaceful place.

Achieving inner (and outer) peace had been no picnic. Rehab basically sucked for the first three months. People passive-aggressively punished me for being pretty, I ate 100 percent more white foods than I would have liked, and I shoveled way too much horse shit, literally. Like, actual shit that came out of a horse, with an actual shovel. But then something changed. I couldn’t tell you why, but the last month at Cirque Lodge was magical; it was like the fog cleared and I suddenly understood why I’d made so many bad decisions in my life. I gave in to my own healing process. I wrote apology letters and made amends with some loved ones whom I’d slandered in the past, told a nurse with bad skin that she was smart, met my birth mother for the first time, taught myself sign language, and accepted that the real reason people hate each other is because they hate themselves.

I was unchained. It was like having a midlife crisis, except instead of being a sad, saggy forty-six-year-old with a botched face-lift, I was twenty-five and ten pounds lighter, thanks to a stomach virus and the medication I took to treat it. I was in the best shape of my life. I was a New Babe Walker, a glowier Babe, a Babe with goals and aspirations. As I looked out over the sprawling Utah mountains on my last day of treatment, I realized I was my own soul mate. I was ready to marry myself and take myself on a honeymoon to The Rest of My Life. In that moment of beauty and reflection, I could’ve never foreseen what was soon to come.

When Jackson, my rehab counselor, walked me out of Cirque and helped me load my fourteen suitcases (Goyard) into two idling black Escalades, I felt what can only be described as heartache. This was it. I was actually leaving the place that had been my sanctuary of cigarettes and fur for the last four months of my life. I felt like a delicate butterfly emerging from a chrysalis. The winds were strong, but I knew I had to be stronger.

“So this is good-bye, I guess,” I said, giving Jackson’s arm a gentle squeeze. I would have hugged him, but I’m allergic to raw lamb’s wool. “Thanks for helping me find me.”

“Babe, I was but an eagle soaring overhead, lovingly watching you scale the canyons of despair and the peaks of hope on your journey back to your true self.”

“Well, you’re the best eagle-man I’ve ever known. I won’t miss your almond breath, but I’ll miss your spirit.”

“And I’ll certainly miss your liveliness and your honesty, Babe. You can always call me if you feel like you’re slipping back into old habits.”

“Got it. I’ll text you when I get home and wanna do coke or buy an entire spring collection.”

“Alright. May your path be one of serenity and sincerity.”

“And may your path lead you to a Sephora, where you’ll discover that French shampoo I’ve been telling you about. Bye, Jackson.”

“Walk in love and light, Babe. Let the universe deliver.”

A single tear rolled down my cheek as the Escalade drove away from Cirque, Jackson getting smaller and smaller as I watched him wave through the back window, but I wiped it away with a sense of pride. I had set out to do something and I’d finished it. That felt good. I put my headphones on and listened to a playlist I’d curated of Tibetan monks chanting life-affirming statements, all the way to the airport.

In a few short hours, I’d landed safely at LAX and was in another Escalade (white this time) on the way to my dad’s house in Bel Air. Apparently rehab had worked, because I didn’t raise my voice once during the entire trip back home. A first for me. Thankfully, the flight was only mildly annoying. Some ogre tried to steal my window seat, but moved when I delivered an icy but kind stare instead of speaking directly to him. Then, when I was retrieving my luggage at the baggage claim, I mistakenly counted thirteen suitcases instead of fourteen, which would have been a disaster for Old Babe, but New Babe was all about grace under pressure and re-counting. The whole moment was defused quickly with a few breathing exercises. Such a tough scenario, because baggage handlers can be so flippant sometimes—it’s like they don’t care about anyone’s needs but their own. But I guess everyone has a story.

Standing in the foyer of my dad’s house, I inhaled the aroma of Tom Ford Tobacco Vanille candles—the quintessential smell of home.

“Welcome back, love!” my dad shouted from the top of the stairs. “You look bloody radiant.”

“Dad!” I exclaimed, climbing the staircase to hug him.

“Let me look at you. My God, I know five actresses and one pop star who would kill their firstborn if it meant having your glow,” he said as he kissed my forehead. “How are you, my sweet?”

“I’m good! I’m so glad to be home,” I said, looking around. “Did you get my email about moving out?”

During my last week at Cirque, I’d decided that the first order of business as “independent me” was getting a place of my own, so I’d informed all family members as well as the staff that I’d be relocating to our guest house. It’s important to have your own space post-rehab, where you can be still, reflect on life, and not get distracted by any personal family chefs you used to fuck or pets you don’t like.

“Of course, darling. Everything was moved this afternoon. Your new home awaits. I must say, I’ll miss you. This house won’t be nearly as loud or messy without you.”

“I’ll miss you too, Dad, but it’s for the best. Think of me as a delicate lotus flower. In order to bloom, my leaves have to float on the surface of the pond, but my roots will always reside here.”

Overcome by the power of my inner recognition, he grasped the banister for support.

“You sound like Keith Richards after he detoxed in 1977. I’m—I’m glad to have you home. Get settled—dinner is at eight.”

The main house on my dad’s property is a post-Gothic, ivy-covered precious gem. It’s huge but it’s cozy, and it’s cute but it’s cluttered. Great for Old Babe, but too much for New Babe. New Babe needed warmth, light, and space, which is why the guest house made perfect sense. It was originally a three-bedroom that belonged to our neighbors, until a dispute over a weeping willow in the backyard got ugly and my dad decided to buy their house out from under them so they’d leave us alone forever. Then we gutted it and turned it into a huge one-bedroom, complete with an enormous walk-in closet, state-of-the-art bathroom, solarium, and sauna/steam situation. Think French Moroccan meets Tibetan minimalism meets Mary McDonald.

I lost my virginity in this guest house, so it was a sentimental space for me. It had, however, been off-limits after a teeny incident during which the solarium burned down when I let my friend use it for her fledgling nail polish company, which turned out to be a cover for her boyfriend’s meth lab. So it was also a dark place for me. Lightness and darkness. Now that the solarium had been rebuilt, I had been rebirthed as New Babe, and my dad trusted me again, it was time for me to make the guest house my own. Little did I know, my safe space would soon be violated.

After I’d watched Mabinty, my Jamaican bff/confidante/housekeeper, unpack my suitcases and smudge the guest house, I had a low-key welcome-home dinner with my dad, Lizbeth (my dad’s annoyingly beautiful, upsettingly tall, slightly too young, and far too nice girlfriend), Mabinty, Mabinty’s new bangs, and Mabinty’s new boyfriend, Carl (a fifty-eight-year-old white version of Randy Jackson . . . unclear). The lighting in the dining room was perfect, and the food was super fresh and low-cal. My dad made a typical dad toast to kick things off.

“When Babe called me to say that she was off to some rehab in Utah, I thought, Oh, here we bloody go. My daughter’s addicted to heroin. But then it turned out that she just had a bit of a shopping problem and I was relieved. Then, when Babe called again to tell me she was staying an extra three months at rehab, I knew it must’ve been heroin all along. As it turns out, she just wanted to put in the extra work. Proud of you, Babe.”

“Actually, I was addicted to coke,” I interjected, then waited a beat. “Just kidding.”

Everyone laughed.

“I hear that, girl!” shouted Carl. Mabinty affectionately patted Carl’s back.

“My brother’s struggled with addiction for years,” Lizbeth chimed in, “but he’s not nearly as driven as you are to get his life together, Babe. It’s amazing how well you’re doing.”

“Thanks, Lizbeth. Addiction is no joke. But I was never addicted to drugs. I was addicted to shopping, and that made me feel so good that I wanted to celebrate by taking drugs. What we resist enslaves us, but what we embrace, we become,” I explained calmly.

My dad went on. “It’s all very impressive, Babe. You know when enough is enough, you know who you are, and we’re so happy to have you back in our lives. Cheers!”

We all took a sip of sparkling water with lemon. Everyone was making a big deal of not drinking alcohol even though I said I didn’t care, and I could tell by the end of dinner they were all jonesing for a cocktail. Lizbeth, especially. She kept asking me if I was “okay” and putting her hand on my arm. Old Babe would have stared at her until she stopped talking, but New Babe was absolutely better than okay. I just used some emotional realignment techniques to center myself, smiled, and kept reassuring Lizbeth that I was “great.” This whole song-and-dance routine went on for half an hour, and by the end of dinner I was so exhausted that I decided to call it an early night and retreat back to the guest house to unpack my vintage archives, which had just arrived that evening from storage.

I must have fallen asleep inside one of my wardrobe boxes, because I awoke the following morning to a hard slap on the face from my bestie, Genevieve, who was kneeling next to me holding an iced coffee. Roman, my best gay, stood next to Gen.

They looked pissed.

“Babe, get up,” Gen commanded.

“You’re thinner,” remarked Roman.

That got my attention. I rubbed my swollen eyes and threw my hair up into a high pony.

“What time is it?” I asked.

“I have no idea. Ten a.m.?”

“Who let you in?”

“Mabinty. Why don’t you want to hang out?” Roman asked.

“No, no, I do,” I said as my eyes finally unblurred. “Wow, you both look really slutty, but in a prude way.”

“I genuinely appreciate you noticing,” Gen responded. “So, how did rehab work out for you in the end? Was it worth it? You look great, but you missed an amazing winter season.”

“She didn’t miss anything. Stop fucking with her. We were lost without you, Babe. You’re a bitch for not calling us the second you got out.”

“Yeah. Dish.”

“Okay,” I sighed as I climbed out of the box, “I fucked this really hot guy named Paul.”

“Obviously.” Gen smiled.

“Met my mom and her lesbian lover.”

“You have a mom?”

“Yes. I’ll explain later. It was kind of insane.”

“Love it.”

“Had an amazing rehab dog.”

“Woof.”

“Who unfortunately met an untimely death.”

“Wooooooof.”

“Had a terrific rehab masseuse. Learned a lot from her.”

“Love.”

“She also met an untimely death . . . unrelated.”

“So much death. So dark.”

“I know. Addressed some of my underlying abandonment/eating/drug/shopping issues.”

“Work. Okay, get dressed. We’re taking us to brunch.”

“Guys, just because I went to rehab doesn’t mean I eat brunch now.”

“I know, that was a joke. We’re going to Malibu. You don’t have to eat.”

“Okay, give me thirty.”

Two hours later, we all piled into Gen’s new Tesla Model S and headed off to Malibu. You leave town for four months and cars become slightly more expensive, electric, and have a huge iPad display thingy in the front dash? Unclear.

“How excited are you about Roman’s new single?” Gen squeaked.

“Quoi?” I squeaked back.

“You haven’t heard it? Romie, you didn’t send her the song? It’s everywhere, and it’s everything!”

I was confused. Roman didn’t sing. He refused to even enter a karaoke bar.

Gen continued. “Right after you left town he started recording some tracks with this DJ he knows.” She beamed. “It’s in the Top Ten on iTunes—”

“It’s called ‘Pièce de Résis-dance,’ ” said Roman. “Stupid name, I know, wasn’t my idea, and it’s pretty much—”

“THE club song of the year. I’m so proud. We’re obviously going to listen to it immediately.” Gen started messing with the dashboard/iPad thing.

The song was heinous, but I could already tell I’d love it after a few more listens or a few hits of a joint.

“Wait—Roman, this is actually good.” I smiled.

“Thanks. I mean, it’s whatever. Also . . . Gen just found out last week that she’s being made senior vice president at her firm,” he announced.

I was annoyed that the focus wasn’t 100 percent on me and my struggles, because I’m pretty sure I was the one who just got back from rehab, but I just smiled and nodded. Neither of their successes was surprising. Roman was a club promoter, he knew every DJ in town, and was one of the best-looking gays in LA, if not LA and New York. And Gen had been working in real estate ever since her parents put her on Adderall at age ten.

“Congrats. I’m so happy for you both. Isn’t it nice that we’ve all come so far in the past few months?” I continued. “Roman is a YouTube celeb, Gen got a promotion at work, and I’ve been emotionally promoted to a higher level of existence and understanding about life.” I knew that was kind of rude, but I’d just reemerged into the world and was finding it hard to be genuinely interested in someone else’s moment.

We drove around for a while, smoked cigarettes, watched people brunch, and went to Gen’s parents’ newly renovated Malibu house, where she and Roman revealed their plan to throw me a proper welcome-home party.

I accepted their offer because rejecting it would have made me look like a cunt, and I may be a cunt, but I sure as fuck didn’t want to look like one. Especially not fresh out of rehab. Post-rehab, you want people to think that you’re better but not completely healed of your special sickness, whatever it may be. If you act like you’re totes fine and nothing happened, then people will think you’re insane and you will have zero sex. Trust. I may have only been in rehab for four short months, which is nothing by LA standards, but I knew my shit.

Anyway, the next day they both came over to sketch out the broad strokes. After careful consideration, we decided to have a small dinner party in lieu of a massive blowout. They didn’t want me to, but I insisted on helping and went ahead with curating the guest list, floral theme, and scent story. Roman smoked a joint, Gen got annoyed at him for being stoned, and then Roman showed us the people he was “seeing” on Grindr.

I spent the next morning aggressively texting/inviting/guilting my desired ten-person guest list to come to the party. They all eventually agreed, thank God. I then went about locating and booking rare tropical birds to make up for the party’s otherwise lack of wildlife. No post-rehab bash is complete without a few representatives from the animal kingdom. They elegantly remind us that we’re all animals on this earth, constantly evolving yet eternally caged. At Cirque they told us that having animals in our lives would keep us grounded, and that caring for another living thing releases oxytocin in our brains and that’s, like, as powerful as doing a line of blow or something. I didn’t totally get it, but I was going with it. So the party needed birds.

Planning this event was proving difficult. Gen was “too busy at work” to return my texts, so I couldn’t even get an approximate pool depth for my exotic fish guy, which meant there would be no platinum arowanas (google them) spicing up the otherwise boring backyard. Also, my orchid dealer was too busy planning Demi Moore’s new boyfriend’s bris to handle putting together centerpieces for my intimate soiree. Hydrangeas would have to suffice.

On the day of the party, I found solace in a kale lollipop for lunch, went for a quick jog down and then back up my driveway, showered, and then napped for twenty-five minutes. When I felt rested enough to be nice to my hair and makeup people, they came over.

Mabinty and I were sitting in my bathroom while Hair gave me a blowout and Makeup worked on dulling my forehead shine. I would usually learn their names, but I was under a lot of stress that night. I really didn’t appreciate the fact that I was going to have to eat in front of people again to fully display my recovery. Oh, and yes, I have forehead shine. I’m human, get off me.

“So,” I said to Mabinty, “when I walk in, should I just go straight to the head of the dinner table and begin the toast I wrote to myself? Whoa, easy with the powder up there.”

“Sorry, Babe,” whimpered Makeup.

“You’re forgiven.” I turned back to Mabinty. “Or should I greet people and act as if the party’s not all about me? Like, be totally casual? I’m glad it’s going to be intimate, but that almost makes it more awkward to navigate.”

“Yuh gwan be fine. Don’ overtink nutin’ tonight. Be yuhself, that’s what yuh friends be missin’ the past few months. So, give dem Babe Walker. Don’t worry what dey tink,” advised Mabinty, the wise one.

“Oh. Okay, I’ll just completely disregard what anyone thinks about me. That’s really easy to do, Mabs.”

“Yuh bein’ a bitch.”

“Mi know,” I muttered, closing my eyes and rubbing my temples in an attempt to center my thoughts.

“If yuh dun know by now, we rootin’ for ya, gyal. Yuh need a smooth transition back into yuh life here in LA.”

“Mi know,” I said.

God, I’d missed my sweet, cunty Mabinty.

“But yuh gwan be fine. Bettah than fine. Yuh’ll be great again. While yuh were away, mi started meditatin’ like yuh always told me to do.”

“Mabs! Bless!” I turned to Hair. “I’ve been telling her to get her zen game together since I was eight. So stubborn, this one.” Hair just nodded. “What time is it?” I asked.

“Seven fifteen,” said Makeup, glancing down at some kind of plastic Michael Kors watch, I’m sure.

“Fuck. Okay, we’re done here. I need to get dressed. Cocktails started at six, so people are probably showing up there now.”

I’d sketched out a few looks (like I always do, as mirrors are not to be trusted) and decided on my party outfit: a vintage Pucci jumpsuit, a vintage Judith Leiber Buddha Bag, and purple Prada platforms. I slowly walked toward the front door of Gen’s parents’ Malibu manse feeling powerful yet likable, expecting to simply float into a manageably small and chic gathering; I stepped through the front door only to be confronted by a very, very harsh reality. It was packed. Hundreds of people. Strangers. It smelled like sugar and beer, which was alarming because I’d designed a lavender/old library scent with my aromist specifically for the event.
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Genevieve and Roman had apparently invited all of Malibu, half of the Lakers, and anyone who’d ever slept with James Franco. In a word, it was merde. I’m talking magenta balloons, WELCOME HOME banners, plastic cups, teenagers, and a keg.

My body must’ve gone into shock. If that Laker hadn’t been there to catch my fall, I would have broken my nose from fainting, again. I found the closest unoccupied room and stood in silence with my eyes tightly shut, trying to calm myself. I am peace. I am me. Me is peace. I am peace. I am me. Me is peace. I am peace. I am—

BAM! The door swung open so hard that it almost flew off of its hinges.

Standing before me was a very drunk Genevieve and some girl I didn’t recognize, whose presence at that particular moment baffled me because she was also wearing vintage Pucci and a lot of foundation.

After I struggled to stomach Gen’s inappropriately formal, one-shouldered Christian Siriano gown, I released the following words from my trembling lips:

“Why are you doing this to me?”

“Um. Are you kidding? Look around,” she slurred, motioning with her Solo cup filled almost to the brim with vodka cranberry. “This is way more fabulous than your party plan.”

“What?! No, it’s not!”

“And this vibe is so much more you.”

“So much more me???” I yelled at her.

“You love when I invite the Lakers! Oh, and the bird guy had to take the birds home. I tried to get him to stay so you could at least see them, but you were so late and he said rap music was too scary for them. So, he left.” All of this was said so flippantly, as if she had no idea that I was hysterically crying on the inside.

It was at this exact moment that I realized being away for four months had had a real effect on me. Before rehab, I would’ve loved a party like this. But I wasn’t going to tell Gen that. “You obviously don’t know me anymore. Excuse me, I have a party to hate.” I looked at the girl standing next to Gen. “I don’t really know who you are, but I’d appreciate it if I never found out.”

With that, I attempted to walk past her and into my party, but she tried to hug me.

“You don’t know me, Babe, but I hope that you find the strength to—”

“Excuse me?” I lashed out at her.

“You’re in a dark place. I’ve been there.”

“You don’t know me, weirdo. Don’t pretend that our mutual appreciation for Pucci gives you the right to tell me where I am.”

I stormed off, allowing the crowd to swallow me before she had a chance to respond.

The saddest part was that no one there knew who I was. I was standing in a house full of people boozing, coke-ing, smiling, and avoiding Charlie Sheen, yet no one was rushing toward me to tell me that I looked really happy, or that LA blows without me. What was the point of this party, anyway? I didn’t want to drink, and I couldn’t shop, and I couldn’t slap anyone, and there were no hot guys there. The longer I stood watching everyone, the tighter I balled my fists, and the more I wanted to scream.

Float in the light, I am the light, light is light, we are light, ham sa, ham sa shanti—fuck this.

“Do you even know who I am?” I scrasked (scream-asked) a girl in an Alexander Wang dress from the bad season, grabbing her arm.

“Um?”

“Exactly. You should go. It’s not safe here.” I ushered her away from the crowd.

“But my bag. Wait, what? I just came with some friends . . .”

“You’ll be fine.”

And like that she was out the door.

I continued this evacuation procedure and was actually making good progress with one of the Jenner girls when someone grabbed my arm and pulled me backward.

“BABE, STOP.” It was the strange girl who was with Gen earlier and she looked mad but also scared. Was I being scary? I was totally being scary.

“Who the FUCK are you?!” I shouted at her. I noted that, in extreme close-up, her skin was in really good shape, surprisingly enough.

Roman was standing behind her. “This is ridiculous. Babe, you need to stop, everything is fine,” he commanded.

“Roman, you have to understand. I’m fragile and Genevieve is just doing this to annoy me.” As if on cue, Genevieve then approached the three of us. “Right, Gen? You’ve been waiting months to fuck with me again. I get it.”

“NO! I thought you would be happy that so many people showed up. But I guess you’re right, I DON’T know you. Or at least I forgot what a cunt you can be.”

“Wow.” I was basically speechless. “And who is she?” I said, motioning to the random girl. “My replacement? Clearly you guys don’t give a shit about me anymore.”

“Babe,” Roman said, trying to grab my hand, but I was already making my way toward the door. I stopped and looked at them with cold, dead eyes.

“The next time one of you gets home from rehab, I’ll remember this.”

On my way out I grabbed the first tall guy I saw by the hand and dragged him with me. He was oddly not bothered by my psycho behavior.

“Can you take me home? Please? This was supposed to be my party, but the whole thing got totally out of hand. I hate all of these people. Except you. You’re fine. But everyone else. I just . . . I was . . . I’m really fragile tonight. I just . . . I can’t.”

And then I totally lost consciousness, but I kept repeating those words: “I can’t.” Over and over and over. It was like a seizure fucked a blackout and gave birth to a litter of tourettes.

“I’ll get you home. Just stop talking,” I heard him say through the fog.

“Thank you. Um . . .”

“Jonathan.”

“Jonathan. Thank you, Jonathan. I’m just really confused right now.”

This catastrophic evening took a momentary turn for the better when I stepped into Jonathan’s black Land Rover. Once we were in the car, I realized that he smelled amazing, his tan was amazing, he had huge amazing hands, and the top of his head was blessed with amazing surfer hair. Totally not my type, but also totally my type.

“So, did you have fun?” I said, looking out onto the empty highway.

“You mean before you dragged me out?”

“Sorry about that.”

“It’s okay. And yeah. I guess I was having fun. I’d never seen a Playboy Bunny naked, so that was cool.”

“THERE WAS A FUCKING PLAYBOY BUN—” I stopped myself before my scream became crying. I managed to cool down quickly and squeeze out a whimpered: “Oh. Cool. Awesome.”

Silence.

“So, who are you?”

“I’m Jon, remember?” he said, smiling.

“I remember your name. I mean, who are you? Besides a potential kidnapper-murderer.”

“I surf, I work at a surf shop here in Malibu. I’m in a band, but we don’t really play shows. I actually went to high school with you. I was a few years older than you guys.”

“You guys?”

“You and Genevieve.”

Then I put it together. This was Jonathan Larson. Gen’s older cousin through marriage whom she has always wanted to fuck and probably will always want to marry. We used to send him anonymous boob-texts when we were sophomores.

“Oh yeah! You’re that guy. I remember you now. You used to date that heavy girl from Spain.”

“Flora. Yeah, she was actually at that party. She’s engaged now.”

“Wow. Good for her.”

Silence.

Luckily we were pulling onto Sunset, so I was only a few minutes away from home and the end of this awkward taxi ride.

“So, is it weird to have the same name as the guy who wrote the Broadway musical Rent?” I asked.

“Sorry, not a big theater guy. What is that?”

“Oh. Hmmm, I don’t know that I’ve ever met someone who didn’t know what Rent was. This is my house, you can just let me out here.” I grabbed my bag and exited the car. “Thanks for the ride.”

“No prob. Uh . . . ?”

“Babe. Babe Walker.”

“Right. How could I forget a weird name like that? Later, bro.”

After that last sentence, all I could do was look in his general direction and wait for him to reach over and close my door from the inside. I made my way to the guest house, and tried to reconcile my anger with Gen and Roman by doing a yoga/meditation session in the steam room. I couldn’t believe they’d thought that was an appropriate event to throw for someone who’d just gotten out of rehab. But considering how fucked up my life was going to get over the next few months, that shitty party would be the least of my worries.



two
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TRYING TO DO MORE REGULAR-PEOPLE STUFF.

Genevieve 7:16AM What is your problem?

This was the text from Gen that I awoke to in the morning. I knew I’d have to deal with her being mad at me after I stormed out of the party, but I didn’t like the idea of her being mad at me while I was supposed to be mad at her.

Babe 9:10AM What is your problem?

Genevieve 9:10AM What do you mean?

Genevieve 9:11AM I asked you.

Genevieve 9:15AM What is your fucking problem?

Babe 9:16AM Before answering that, I’d really like to know what your fucking problem is.

Genevieve 9:18AM My problem is that I’m not clear on what your huge problem is right now.

Babe 9:19AM I’m busy. brb

Under the impression that Gen and I could now move on from her mistake, I tried to go back to sleep. Then my phone buzzed in my hand.

Genevieve 9:25AM I fucked your dad.

Babe 9:26AM Not funny. It’s too early to be that not funny. Call me later.

Genevieve 9:28AM I’m not trying to be funny.

Babe 9:28AM Genevieve

Genevieve 9:29AM Babe

Babe 9:30AM Genevieve

Genevieve 9:31AM Babe

Babe 9:32AM Gen

Genevieve 9:33AM Babs

Babe 9:35AM Don’t call me that.

Babe 9:37AM Why are you doing this?

Babe 9:37AM It’s fine. I’m not mad anymore kind of.

Genevieve 9:45AM Ok

Babe 9:46AM Ok what?

Genevieve 9:50AM Ok I slept with your dad while you were at rehab.

Babe 9:51AM You’re fucking insane. Being this annoyed right now is giving me wrinkles, I can feel them sprouting.

Babe 9:54AM And besides, I fucked your cousin Jon last night after he drove me home. He’s really nice.

Genevieve 9:54AM What?

Babe 9:55AM Kind of weird that he’s your cousin, though.

Babe 9:56AM He had a huge dick. It was like losing my virginity all over again.

Genevieve 9:57AM Literally Babe, the DAY after you went to rehab, your dad emailed me and was like you should come over for tea darling and all this shit.

Babe 10:02AM My dad hasn’t written one email in his life. Cheryl does them for him.

Babe 10:03AM Did you know Jon plays the bass?

Genevieve 10:04AM Your dad took me to Nobu.

Babe 10:05AM Jon asked me to come on tour with his band.

Genevieve 10:06AM The Nobu in Tribeca. In New York. New York City.

Babe 10:07AM I came six times, it was actually excessive.

Genevieve 10:08AM He fingered me in the restaurant.

Babe 10:08AM He wants to teach me how to surf.

Genevieve 10:08AM Out of all the old guys I’ve fucked, your dad is definitely the most limber.

Babe 10:08AM Between your younger brother and Jon, I preferred your younger brother.

Genevieve 10:08AM We TRAVELED together.

Babe 10:08AM I’m PREGNANT.

Genevieve 10:10AM You’re insane.

Babe 10:11AM We’re family now.

Genevieve 10:12AM So are we.

Babe 10:12AM You’re my cousin.

Genevieve 10:13AM I’m your mom.

Babe 10:13AM Bye.

Genevieve 10:14AM Ugh bye.

There’s no way Gen and my dad ever even did so much as run into each other at The Grove while I was away, much less copulate. He would never and she would never. So I knew she had to be lying. But that didn’t mean I was going to come clean about my lie anytime soon.

I fell back asleep and woke up at noon, feeling properly incubated and ready to grab life by the tits. I crawled out from under my igloo of pillows, flossed, brushed my teeth, and headed across the yard to the main house to pick up my hearty breakfast of green juice and an e-cigarette followed by a real cigarette. One of my post-rehab goals was to quit smoking. It’s a process.

As I approached the kitchen I heard two very British men talking about the stock market or cars, I can’t remember. One of the voices belonged to my dad, but the other was unidentifiable. I try not to enter rooms unless I know exactly who is inside, so I stood waiting for a bit, peering through the thin crack between the door and the wall.

My dad sat with Anonymous at the island, with a cup of tea and an empty cereal bowl in front of him. I could only catch glimpses of the other guy, but I could tell he was about my age and had good hair. I figured he was safe, so I opened the door and feigned surprise when I “saw” them sitting there.

“Oh, good morning,” I said, walking toward the fridge.

Not only did this guy have great hair, but his smile was warm and oddly familiar. He was hot, in the most British way. Dirty blond locks, blue eyes, a solid nose. Chris Martin meets Eddie Redmayne meets Prince William. I immediately felt attracted to him, so I ignored him.

“Glad to see you’re still getting your fiber, Dad.”

He smiled and put his arm out, roping me into a side hug. “If it weren’t for this one here, I’d probably have keeled over by now.”

“Dad, please! Don’t be dark.” I kissed him on the cheek and went back to the fridge, maintaining my silent treatment toward the boyfriend in my kitchen.

Then, “Babe, you remember Charles Dean,” my dad said. I had to make eye contact now, there was no way around it.

“Hiya, Babe,” said Charles. “It’s been a long time.”

“Charles Dean. Charles Dean? As in fourteen-year-old Charlie Dean from London?” I asked.

“Well, a bit more like twenty-seven-year-old Charlie Dean who now lives in New York. But yeah, same guy.”

I hadn’t seen Charlie since I was eleven years old, but a flood of memories came rushing back when I realized who he was. His dad grew up with my dad and we’ve known each other since we were babies. Not only was he one of my first friends, he was my first kiss. I was eleven and there was no tongue, but it was still totally my first kiss.

“You’re so much hotter now!” Oh fuck, I really didn’t need to say that out loud.

“Well, thanks!” Charlie laughed. My dad was thankfully tuned out, looking at his BlackBerry. I could feel my face turning red. “Lest you forget, I was just thirteen years old when we had our fling,” he said with a wink. “I’ve grown into my teeth since then.”

“So random, you being here.” I tried to play it cool after my minor word-vomit mishap.

“My girlfriend’s here for work, she’s an actress and she’s doing a few episodes of Californication.”

“Oh . . . so are you cool with your girlfriend being naked in front of millions of people? I mean, I’m assuming she has to at least show her boobs to be on that show, but I’ve never seen it, so I wouldn’t really know.”

“Well-done. She’s playing a ‘high-class escort,’ ” Charlie said, making air quotes with his hands.

“That’s really cute,” I lied, putting some celery stems into the juicer. I had virtually no relationship with Charlie and yet the second he said he had a girlfriend, I was annoyed. I told myself to relax, New Babe doesn’t speak jealousy. “So, you’re in town for a while?” I asked.

“Just a few days. Figured I’d take meetings with some West Coast clients if I was going to be in LA anyhow.”

“Charlie’s a big hedge fund guy now, aren’t ya? Doing great for himself,” my dad said with a huge grin. He’d always loved Charlie, I remembered that. I even recall thinking Charlie might’ve secretly been my brother, which was weird because we’d kissed that one time.

“I love the work, but it keeps me on a pretty strict schedule in New York, so just a short trip. And no offense, you all have a lovely house, but this town isn’t for me. There’s just so much—”

“Please,” my dad interjected, “I never wanted to live in the face-lift capital of the world, but after almost thirty years, I’ve grown to love this fucked-up city.”

“You have to be a truly open-minded person to live in a place like LA; I think that’s why I prosper here,” I said, pouring my juice into a glass and walking toward the door. “Hope your girlfriend becomes a big star. It was interesting seeing you, Charlie.”

“Likewise, Babe. Do let me know if you’re ever in New York. Get my number from your dad, I’d love to catch up properly.”

“You got it,” I said, almost out the door.

“Oh, I quite liked your book. I read the whole thing in one sitting on a flight to London.”
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