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			For the girl who sees herself in these pages.

			Who wishes so deeply that someone would see her.

			You were all I saw, as I wrote it all down.

			I wrote Crushed for you.
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			February 2, 1996

			Dear Future Husband,

			It’s only been two minutes since I wrote to you, but I need to tell you something.

			I believe that Jonathan Taylor Thomas (Home Improvement) was put on this earth for me. For me to marry I mean. But if you are not him, I understand. God said you were meant for me.

			I’m praying for you. I cry a lot about boys, they never seem to like me. I’m loud and obnoxious and seem to come across as annoying.

			I love you so much and I don’t even know you. I have to confess I still can’t get JTT out of my mind, I don’t know what it is though.

			Love Your Future Wife,

			Kiersten Lyons

		

	
		
			foreword

			by Chris Carmack

			I’m not a doctor…but I play one on TV.

			Long before I played Atticus Lincoln on Grey’s Anatomy or Luke Ward on The O.C., I was a high school drama kid in Maryland trying to find my way in the world and just one high school away from the author of this book. My drama club and Kiersten’s had a friendly rivalry, but it didn’t stop us from showing up for each other’s performances, traveling to theater festivals together, or doing our best Cabbage Patch at each other’s homecoming dances. All of these moments were commemorated on Kodak cameras and in the backs of yearbooks. It was before the internet and cloud storage, so I don’t know what has survived, but I’m told there will be pictures in this book, so I guess I’ll find out the hard way. Through all of this, Kiersten kept me laughing. I’m sure an element of her comedy was forged in the fires of life, but as someone who knew her when, I say quite confidently she was a born comedian.

			When we found ourselves both in a strange city three thousand miles from home in our early twenties, she continued to make me laugh. And our shared laughs may have been what got us through our formative years pounding the pavement on Hollywood’s streets. I was there for a lot of the story she tells in this book. I’m not a main character, but I like to think I was bit of a touchstone for her, as she was for me. We reminded each other of who we were, where we came from, and our value, every time we got crushed in a city and industry that frankly didn’t care whether we lived or died. That seems harsh, but it was true.

			We left our families, and homes, and everything and everyone who did care about us to follow a dream. In this we were the same. There was endless opportunity for success but also endless opportunity to lose yourself or fall prey to those cottage industries that take advantage of fresh meat. We were the meat. In this too, we were the same. I needn’t go into detail; she will in this book. We watched each other get crushed and rise again and again. I proudly watched her turn her pain into laughter and beauty when she mounted her one woman show, Crushed. I wish I could say it was smooth sailing for her after that, but there’s no Hollywood endings in Hollywood. It wouldn’t be the last time she was crushed, but it was a poignant moment when she took control of her own narrative and started winning a whole lot more. As a father myself now (and one who can’t help but be terrified of how others will try to write my daughters’ stories for them), I am once again proudly watching Kiersten spread a beautiful and hilarious message of empowerment.

			Thank you, Kiersten, for continuing to be true to yourself and others. Still a touchstone. And to you, the reader…also thank you. It is through your laughter that we heal, and through your lens that these stories are given meaning. And finally, to Jonathan Taylor Thomas, whom neither of us has ever met—you missed your chance, bro. She’s married now.

		

	
		
			author’s note

			Dear Reader,

			I wrote this book for you. I mean, okay, if we’re being technical, yes, I wrote the previous letter to my future husband when I was fourteen and a freshman in high school, hoping that someday, somewhere, someone would like me. And at the time, I was desperately hoping that person was Jonathan Taylor Thomas.

			…And I’m now realizing you may not know who Jonathan Taylor Thomas is. Number one: how dare you?! And Number two: stop reading this book right now (I know my publisher just loves that I said that) and go watch season four of Home Improvement, the animated Lion King, and the cinematic masterpiece that is Tom and Huck.

			In. That. Order.

			Now that we’re both on the same page about the genius and beauty of JTT (but also, like, step back; he’s mine), you can understand how very devastating it was to learn he was, in fact, not put on this earth for me to marry. And therefore, I couldn’t give those letters to him. But even more devastating? I couldn’t give them to my actual fiancé either. Because two months before our wedding, while I was tying the bows on our wedding invitations, he walked in to tell me he was pretty sure he didn’t love me.

			And maybe he never had.

			In all my years of loving boys who didn’t love me back, living in Los Angeles, struggling as an actress*, and being told I wasn’t “pretty enough” (more on that later), I’d never known pain like this. I’d heard of people dying from heartbreak, and at the time, I was sure I would be next.
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			Turns out I almost did die, but not of heartbreak—of heat stroke. Because like anyone suffering from a called-off wedding would, I flew across the country to the home where I grew up and took my childhood bike out around the neighborhood man-made lake, a trail which I had forgotten was literally miles long. And apparently, riding around on a too-small-for-you bike and crying out literally every single ounce of tears you have in 98 percent humidity can make you turn grey and almost pass out in the woods where no one would find you.

			As I dry heaved in the bathroom of the neighborhood pool where I used to lifeguard as a teenager, I looked around, devastated. I had spent so many summers crying in this bathroom, so sure life would be better when I finally grew up. How had I ended up right back where I started, crying in a stall as families splashed outside, teen lifeguards flirted, and tweens used their babysitting money to order Domino’s, completely unaware of my life falling apart on the other side of the wall?

			Everyone’s life was perfect (I mean, they were ordering Domino’s!). From where I sat, it seemed I was the only one heartbroken. The only one struggling. The only one crushed.

			It took me months to learn that wasn’t true, and three years to fully believe it: everyone gets crushed. I don’t want you to have to wait three years to understand that truth like I did. You are not alone. And knowing that is the first step to healing. The first step to knowing you are going to be okay.

			It happened right after the first press preview of my one woman show, Crushed: Why Is It That the Boys You Like, Never Like You Back?

			After ten years of acting in LA, my audition opportunities were still very few and far between because of the “You’re not pretty enough” and the always popular “You’re great; we just don’t know what to do with you.” Creating Crushed was me taking a page from every artist’s playbook: I wrote and performed my own heartbreak. I just didn’t realize my grief would help so many others to see their own.

			“Thank you so much for your show. I really thought I was the only one.”

			It happened again the next night. And the next. Over and over. After each show, girls (and sometimes boys—you know, the ones without cooties) would come up laughing that a detail from my show so similarly mirrored their own life. Crying because they truly thought they were the only one in fourth grade who asked a boy out seven times and was rejected seven times. Hugging me because for the first time, they realized that someone else knew the pain of being so sure a boy was for them when he was surely not. Writing and performing Crushed ended up being the most healing thing for me in more ways than one. One night my favorite writer/ producer just happened to come to the show (I didn’t invite him, but he randomly came), and in a matter of days, we just happened to be sitting in his production offices on my favorite studio lot, mapping out the trajectory for Crushed and my career as he kept saying over and over:

			“I know exactly what to do with your show.”

			I felt so seen.

			FINALLY.

			Until I wasn’t.

			Because what was on track to give me the break I had so deeply and abidingly worked toward in LA for over a decade was completely pulled out from under me. Promises that were made were broken—or maybe better described as vanished.

			Because I got ghosted.

			When the big writer/producer got the greenlight to direct his first feature, he became bigger, and I became a casualty of his success. And for all my time in LA, all the savvy I thought I had, I never once saw this coming…

			But you know what else I didn’t see coming? YOU.

			What started out as people coming up after shows became texts, phone calls from friends of friends, and so many Facebook messages (don’t judge—it was 2012, Facebook was cool, leave me alone). They had just gotten their wedding called off; would it be okay to talk because they didn’t know anyone else who had gone through it? They lost their job; was I around to talk? Their niece didn’t get into her dream college; could I chat? The realization that they weren’t alone, coupled with seeing how freeing it was for me to tell the truth, gave each of them the courage to do the same.

			When this book comes out, it will have been sixteen years since my ex first told me he didn’t love me, thirteen since I created a show about it, and eleven since that producer ghosted me. It’s been eleven since I first wrote the TV pilot version of Crushed, sending it and other scripts out to everyone I could think of, and hearing back the same, “We love it, but we really don’t know what to do with it,” several times over.

			Ten years since a big entertainment literary agent wrote back, “I really love your work. When can I see the live show I’ve heard so much about?”

			Ten since I put the whole thing up again at a theater in Hollywood for her. Ten since I sent out handmade press kits so that hopefully other industry people would come too. Ten since she emailed me so excited about the Crushed slap bracelet in her press kit. Ten since I walked onstage to a packed house—save two seats. Because she never showed. And neither did any other agent or producer.

			It’s been ten years since I walked away from the industry that I was so sure would heal so much of my pain. Ten years since I tried everything I could think of to make my dreams come true.

			Five years since I randomly learned that same agent now worked at the same agency my friend was with. Five since she said she remembered the slap bracelet I sent her in the handmade press kit I’d sent out. She never mentioned anything about not coming to the show she had asked me to put on, and instead she asked to read more of my stuff.

			Five years since I sent her everything I had, including the TV pilot I had produced myself, just like Crushed. And it’s been five since that friend texted me, 

			“It’s not going to work out with ___________, unfortunately. She said she wants to be ‘holy shit’ excited about someone new.”

			I got that text on my birthday.

			Three years since I, ever so timidly, began to share Crushed on TikTok and someone commented:
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			Three years since I thought, I would love to, but it hurts too much to try again.

			And it’s been two years since I read an article about teen girls experiencing extraordinarily high amounts of sadness and violence that changed everything. Minutes after finishing it, I turned on my iPhone’s camera, looked into the lens, and said, “This message is for teenage girls.”

			I repeated the stats I had just read: “Sixty percent of teen girls are experiencing persistent sadness and hopelessness. Thirty percent have thought seriously of harming themselves, and ten percent have.” I was crying and so blotchy from nerves, but I had to keep going. “I wish I would’ve had someone tell me it was going to be okay. Things that I just can’t believe happened in my life—pivots and hardships and heartbreaks…so much heartbreak…that ended up being really, really, really good.”

			I thought of my little-girl self writing that letter to her future husband, so sure she knew exactly who he was. Telling him that boys didn’t like her but holding hope that one day someone would.

			“And I just want you to know you matter…whoever you are. Whatever you believe. Whoever you love. You matter.”

			I can’t pretend the minute I uploaded it I didn’t try to take it down. It felt so vulnerable, and seriously, I was so blotchy. I felt exposed, embarrassed. But before I could press delete, someone commented:
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			And then,
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			It became clear that even though I made it for the sixteen-year-old watching on her phone, it was also for the sixteen-year-old that’s still within each of us, who’s still doing her best to hold hope when the world around her feels anything but hopeful. And she is worth being embarrassed for.

			Two years and a month since I re-shared the beginnings of Crushed.

			This time, instead of tucking these comments away, I allowed them to arm me as I reached out to a friend’s book agent, literally shaking as I pressed Send. She wrote back a while later that she wanted to meet and chose the day.

			I stared at the meeting invite—May 17, 2023.

			Literally fourteen years to the day from when my ex told me he didn’t love me.

			I liked her right away; she wasn’t like a Hollywood agent and felt so much more real. Within weeks I sent over some chapters, and within a few days I received a reply: She loved my writing. I was funny and made her laugh, but I wasn’t a huge name, and memoirs like I was writing are a hard sell. I’m not Tina Fey. I’m not Jennette McCurdy. The words got blurry as I tried to finish the email, but I didn’t need to. It was everything I’ve heard since I moved to LA twenty-three years ago.

			“You’re great, but…”

			Except this time, it’s different. Because Crushed is different. Yes, it started as a way to process hurt, an opportunity for my talent to be seen, but it became so much more. Crushed is the opportunity for each of us to know how truly seen we are.

			Plus, is there anything more poetic (or effing hilarious) than a book about rejection getting rejected??

			So, I emailed the agent right back, thanking her for the kind words and her honesty, and then I linked TikTok after TikTok, no longer tucking those comments away.
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			But as I checked to make sure the email I had sent actually went through (why, yes, I do have anxiety, thank you for asking), I was struck with how powerful the screen full of comments staring back was. I just knew she would finally see it.

			But she didn’t.

			I won’t pretend the entire process of this book hasn’t been gut wrenching—from living it, to writing it, to finding an agent who truly got it, to finally being sent out to publishers and getting crushed all over again: “She’s great, but…”

			No, but really—over and over and over again. I won’t pretend it didn’t cause tears and confusion and more than once asking myself if it was all worth it. But then I would get a message from someone like you.
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			It was worth it because you’re worth it.

			And so is she.

			[image: ]

			She’s sixteen and doing her best to cling to hope as she is called names and made fun of for her chicken legs and flat chest in her one-piece swimsuit. She’s so sure that once she’s famous, once she’s on Broadway, they’ll see that they were so wrong about her.

			If she can only prove that to them, then maybe she’ll believe it herself. She’s still writing letters to her future husband, but this time she’s so sure it’s a boy she actually knows. He’s funny, kind to his little sister, and so cute. Not like “high school boy” cute, like, “in three years he’s going to be the face of Abercrombie, and girls will have his bag all over their rooms,” cute. He also does theater too, at another school where it’s cooler to be a theater kid. He laughs at her jokes, and when she asks him to her school’s homecoming as friends, he accepts, even bringing her a rose corsage. She’s so sure soon he’ll see her as more than a friend.

			But he never does, because life doesn’t always go the way you planned. We get crushed, we get heartbroken, and we also get surprised. Because the boy that sixteen-year-old me was so sure she was going to marry?

			He wrote the foreword you just read.

			And the letter I wrote to my future husband? The one where I was crying about boys not liking me because I was annoying and loud? The one where I was so sad? Well, that day, that exact date, February 2, 1996, would become one of the greatest days of my life—I just didn’t know it yet.

			You’ve probably surmised by now (I mean, you’re literally holding the book) a publisher did see the book, see me…see us. In fact, I signed the book deal May 17, 2024. Fifteen years to the day my ex told me he didn’t love me.

			Sixteen-year-old me had dreams of her memoir, filled with glamorous tales of Hollywood sets and torrid affairs, and yet this one is so much better. Because it’s real and really surprising. I will never not be in awe of the twists and turns it took to get here.

			I don’t know what life has in store for you, but I know one day you’re going to look at a picture of yourself from right now and be so excited to tell her about all the surprises she has to look forward to.

			[image: ]

			You’re going to be okay. Actually, better than okay. And until you’re there, I’ll be right here, sitting beside you with that non-dairy ice cream.

			Or dairy, if you’re able, but you don’t have to brag about it.

		

	
		
			part one

			“THE HEARTBREAK”

			The Taylor Swift “White Horse” of it all…

		

	
		
			 

			Look, there are going to be moments (like literally the previous page) when I reference a song, because it’s either the theme for the section or because the lyrics are kind of essential. Also, “kind of essential” is my family paying our electric bill, so as much as I would like to have secured the music rights to have all of these lyrics on page for you, I don’t have that kind of money. And I don’t know if you’ve been following along thus far, but we don’t always get what we want…like me never having a boyfriend during my formative years that I could make a CD mix for.

			But you know what’s better than a mixed CD for a teenage boy with a not-yet-fully-formed frontal lobe to appreciate said thoughtful gift? A carefully curated Spotify playlist for you that at any point during this book you can refer to:

			kierstenlyons.com/crushedthebook

			Please also use for crying in the shower, crying in your car, or the ever-popular crying on the airplane on your way back to your hometown as you look down at all the tiny houses and think to yourself, all these people have perfect lives, and I’m the only one silently sobbing into my neck pillow because my life is completely over!

			Oh, just me?

			Also, for your reference, I’ve created a timeline for the “White Horse” portion of my life, because we all know heartbreak often means one moment might trigger a memory, which might trigger a thousand more. Because that is grief.

			And while grief isn’t linear, history very much is.
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			Chapter One

			the moment everything changed

			May 17, 2009

			Roses are Red,

			Violets are Blue,

			The sex was amazing last night,

			Let’s do this again soon.

			—Jessica

			I can’t believe I just met you 13 hours ago…and by the way your shower IS really roomy…

			—Tanya

			I loved you in the Outback commercial, and inside me…

			—Sarah

			How had I become that girl? You know, the girl on the verge of marrying a guy who has a chalkboard-painted bathroom graffitied with notes from former one-night stands that he just couldn’t erase because it was “part of who he was”?

			I say verge because roughly seven minutes before this, I was sitting on his bed, blissfully tying the bows on our wedding invitations. James walked in and sat in his wooden desk chair. The chair turned ever so slightly as he ran his fingers through his hair. I’m pretty sure he was auditioning for the opening credits of 90210.

			“I don’t think I love you.”

			My hands immediately stopped tying.

			“How long have you been feeling this?”

			“I dunno.”

			I was calm. This wasn’t new territory for him, for us, so there was no cause for alarm. Looking back now, it alarms me how much this didn’t alarm me.

			“I don’t think I know what love is.”

			I asked again, “How long have you been feeling this?”

			“Why do you keep asking me that?”

			The satin ribbon pulled tight in my hands. “Did you cheat on me?”

			This also wasn’t new territory for him.

			“Why would you ask me that?” he fired back. “I need to talk to my sister. She’s the only one who gets me.”

			And then he walked out and disappeared for the next forty-five minutes.

			I looked down at the invitation. The ribbon was cutting off my circulation. I just couldn’t let go. Then I had no choice—I felt the immediate urge to be sick. I ran into that bathroom only to be confronted by all those girls on the walls.

			Last night was great. Let’s do IT again soon.

			—Catherine

			I ran back to his room, searching for the box I had brought over just days before. The day I put my entire life in storage. My entire life except my bed, which I had gifted to a newly divorced dad who had answered my Craigslist ad in the “For Free” section. I specifically remember watching the dad take it down my West Hollywood stairs and thinking, “The next bed I sleep in will be our bed—the bed my future husband and I are picking out together.”

			I was crashing on my friend Sage’s couch for the two months leading up to our wedding because I’d decided I wasn’t living with anyone until marriage. That was peculiar to James; he’d lived with an ex-girlfriend, maybe two. He’d also slept with a large percentage of Manhattan and Los Angeles, so my lack of living and sleeping with him wasn’t just peculiar—it was downright terrible for him.

			But I was worth it. That’s what he’d said.

			I found my journal at the bottom of the box, maybe the twelfth one I’d had since moving to LA to pursue my dreams of being famous. I mean, acting. Well, both.

			Twenty minutes passed without him coming back. I scribbled furiously, telling God I wanted to marry a man who loved me. Who really loved me, sacrificially. Who, before he’d ever hurt me, would care more about his relationship with God than his relationship with me. Who loved me.

			James still wasn’t back.

			I walked through the house, passing his roommate’s door. The roommate who didn’t like me because I wasn’t hot enough for James. Something he told James, and something James told me.

			I found James out on the balcony and on the phone.

			“She’s here. I have to go.”

			I heard his sister say goodbye. He looked at me angry, like I had done something wrong.

			I don’t know how long we were out there before I asked the question again, but something told me to. “Did you cheat on me?”

			He shook his head no but wouldn’t meet my eyes. No 90210 opening credits this time.

			Again, something nagged me to ask once more. James shifted his weight in the chair, so annoyed with my questioning. “Yeah. Fine. Is that what you wanted to hear?”

			That was the last thing I wanted to hear. I asked him when, as if the timeline could somehow ease the knot that was forming in my stomach. Was it before or after he proposed? He mumbled something about his work Christmas party. My brain scanned dates, trying to figure out when exactly that was, but everything felt foggy, fuzzy. I asked him when that was, and he countered that it was months ago; how could he remember the exact date?

			“Let me see your phone. I want to look in your calendar.”

			The minute I said this, his entire face fell, because he already knew. It was December 15, 2008, the night after he proposed to me on the balcony of the Chateau Marmont.

			The Chateau Marmont. Don’t worry, he cheated at the Magic Castle.

			The. Magic. Castle.

			For those of you who don’t know, the Magic Castle was a members-only home shaped like a castle in the Hollywood Hills where they did…magic. I’m pretty sure Neil Patrick Harris was an owner at one point. What I’m saying is, when one thinks of places where inhibitions run wild, it’s most definitely a fake castle where Doogie Howser is performing magic.
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			I hit him. James, not Doogie. On his chest, over and over. At one point I felt myself float up above and watch this drama play out. It all felt very Dawson’s Creek, and as much as I wanted to be on that show, I did not want to be in that show.

			My hits were pathetic and offered no relief. I remember taking off my engagement ring and throwing it at him. It was Tiffany’s, a solitaire, and everything I thought I wanted. I remember him telling me he did love me and staring at the street below, the same street that every morning hundreds of cars would crawl across trying to get a parking space to hike Runyon Canyon.

			He saw the girl he had lived with there one time. It was before me, but years after they had spoken. He had cheated on her too. He had cheated on every single girl he’d ever been with. It made sense—so had his father. His father had married the woman he cheated on James’s mother with, and then he cheated on that woman, too. I didn’t so much understand generational wounds just yet, but I did understand romcoms.

			James was the guy all the girls wanted, the witty and handsome guy (he was a model, for goodness’ sake) who never had a real man to model his life after. He’d never known real love, the kind of love that is unconditional and loves you down to your very soul. I didn’t fall for his lines like the girls that came before me. In fact, the first night I met him, the beautiful bartender working alongside him at Bar Marmont looked at me with a smirk and said, “James, watch out for this one. She’s different than the rest.”

			It was everything I had always wanted.

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			God is rude

			If you’ve ever been to a twelve-step meeting or, I don’t know, just listened to a mere eight minutes of Dax Shepard’s Armchair Expert, you’ve heard the term higher power. For some, it’s the universe; for others, it’s nature. For me, it’s God.

			From the moment I entered my first Al-Anon meeting, I came face-to-face with story after story of gut-wrenching heartbreak, deep longing, and prayers going anyway but the way we want.

			I walked into the meeting not sure if I should even be there, but within minutes I realized I was exactly in the right spot. I was starting to see how worried I often was about James’s drinking—always worried about how much he was consuming when I wasn’t around and the choices that would come out of it.

			Like, you know, cheating on his fiancé the night after he proposed.
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			But it was more than James: as I heard story after story of loved ones’ heartbreak, I realized how universal it was to try to change others. How human it was to wrestle with our obvious lack of control.

			From infancy, we are told if we believe it, we can achieve it—if we pray hard enough, the door will open. And yet, no matter what any of us did, our higher power was all, “NOPE!”

			Rude.
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			Forget the hundreds of thousands of prayers where I’d begged God to let me marry Jonathan Taylor Thomas, to get the part in the school play I wanted, for Jodie Sweetin to finally answer my letter back where I detailed that I would most definitely dye my hair blonde so I could play a cousin, or, I don’t know…MAYBE NOT HAVE MY WEDDING CALLED OFF?!?!

			All those solid nos.

			But every time I’m all, “Your will be done,” then God’s like, “I got you.”

			So. Rude.

			God never gives me what I want unless it is good for me, and honestly, that is not only rude, but it also makes having plans pretty much impossible.

			You know—like wedding plans.

			[image: ][image: ][image: ]

			James was raised with money—like, penthouse-in-the-city-and-a-home-in-Tuxedo-Park kind of money. Yes, you read that right: Tuxedo Park. And why is it called that? Because it was where the term for the fanciest of men’s formalwear was coined.

			I, on the other hand, was raised with two brothers and two sisters, parceling out one large McDonald’s french fry between five of us. No, literally: we would count them out one-by-one, and whoever got to sit in the front seat on the way home from the drive-thru usually snuck extras. For years that honor belonged to my older brother, but one day he moved on from riding with the family, and it became my job sit up front and hold the bag of dinner. As much of a people pleaser as I was (the consummate goodie-two-shoes who was always chosen by the teacher to “watch the class” if they had to run out), I felt absolutely no remorse for taking an extra handful of fries.

			James had absolutely no remorse for taking an extra handful of women. Actually, I take that back; he felt tons of remorse—shame, in fact—but he covered it up with anger (that he took out on me) because I dared to desire someone who loved me well.

			We had broken up once before, days after the night I first met his father. You know, the father who owned the house in Tuxedo Park. The father who cheated on his mother (and then married the woman he cheated with, and then cheated on her).

			The father that taught his son to keep secrets.

			JUNE 2007

			The Little Door is a farm-to-table restaurant that caters to LA’s elite. It’s where James and I had our first real date, and it’s the first time I experienced James’s incredible ability to lie. It was a busy night, the kind of night where every time the door opens the entire place looks up to see who walked in and judge if they were famous or beautiful (or both).

			James was the latter; he was categorically beautiful. I was the eternal late bloomer consistently told I “wasn’t pretty enough” by casting directors, producers, and, as we all know, his roommate. Couple this with a childhood filled with words like “ugly” and “gross” being tossed my way, and I was equal parts enamored with this beautiful person taking me out and uncomfortable with the whole thing too. Everyone turned as we made our way to the host stand. A beautiful girl looked for our name but couldn’t seem to find it.

			“Really? Amos said he called it in. Huh….”

			“Amos?”

			“Yeah, Amos McArthur.”

			Her eyes widened at the name.

			“Let me just text him quick. He’s so busy, I really should’ve reminded him…. It’s my fault.”

			“No, no. It’s completely fine. You don’t need to do that.” She winked, grabbing two menus and showed us to a cozy two top. I asked James who Amos was.

			“He’s the owner of a few places I’ve worked at, and I definitely didn’t call him.”

			He nestled into his menu, so pleased with himself. I learned later that Amos did, in fact, have a soft spot for James. Apparently, he loved hiring charming guys who could get any girl they wanted. It made his establishments that much more desirable and in turn made him desirable.

			To be fair, we’re talking about LA. There exists a catering company called Beautiful Bartenders, and applying for a waitress job often means little clothing and lots of flirting. Sex sells—or the allusion of it at least—and the power of knowing you could with anyone at any time could be intoxicating.

			OCTOBER 2007

			The Little Door was quieter the night I met James’s father—maybe a Monday, but I can’t remember exactly. That’s the thing about heartbreak: some things are so vivid, others fuzzy. James’s face as we walked in is still vivid in my memories. He gripped my hand with this nervous excitement I hadn’t seen before, almost childlike, so excited to show his dad the girl that was so different than the rest. I loved when he said that. He also said that the guy who would be joining his father was a shark, “so get ready.”

			But the guy wasn’t a shark—he was just an older married finance bro hitting on our server at a farm-to-table restaurant. So…typical. James’s dad? He was right there with him, but the flirting was all the more effortless with him.

			He ordered for the table: a charcuterie board, my first one. Don’t get me wrong; I’d had a Lunchables before (I’m not a monster), but this wooden cutting board filled with a hundred dollars’ worth of meats and cheeses was completely out of my league. James’s dad regaled us with each cheese and why he chose them: “And this gouda pairs nicely with—”

			My eyes narrowed in on the elusive cheese.

			Who was I to judge this father who had lied so much when I too had lied to Jonathan? It was time to make myself an honest woman and try it—the gouda—dairy issues and all. Spoiler alert: Lactaid pills and expensive wine do not pair well, and I spent most of later that night curled up in a ball.
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| wasn't just writing letters about Jonathan Taylor Thomas; | wrote let-
ters to him as well. It's at this point | should confess James is not the
only one who's lied to a romantic partner. | was given a Nickelodeon
Magazine with Jonathan Taylor Thomas on the cover (look, | know it's
easier to write JTT, but he has expressed in many interviews that he
doesn't like that moniker, and | will respect him until the day | die).
Anyway, | received this magazine, and in it, he talked of his future
plans to go to college at Northwestern, to possibly study directing,
and said that his favorite cheese was gouda. | promptly wrote him a
letter. | asked him if he had, in fact, read the dystopian tween novel
The Giver, because | thought he would love it. This was not the lie. |
had read it a few times (it was on my summer reading list) and loved
it. Iknew if | brought it up, he would be impressed. | was so sure most
girls were writing to him about the Sweet Valley High book series or
other such nonsense. | also told him my favorite cheese was gouda.
It's at this moment | should note | am allergic to dairy and at that
point in my life had never tried nor even seen gouda. In that moment
| created myself to be who | thought the person | loved would love
back. It wouldn't be the last time.
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*It wasn't just letters to my future husband | was writing when | was
akid. | was also writing letters to select cast members of Full House
(read: Jodie Sweetin) letting her know, yes, | was available to be on her
show as a cousin who comes to live with the family, and of course, |
would dye my hair blonde to fit in.

I'm still waiting to hear back from her.

But true to my word, | did dye my hair blonde once, but that was be-
cause | let a beauty school student give me highlights just before
a big audition, and my hair turned orange, and the blonde was to
fix it. I did book that job though—a guest star on TNT's The Closer,
thankyouverymuch.
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Hil I stumbled upon your TikTok
about a month ago and | just want
o thank you. As a single almost 30
year old | tend to lose hope but
you have helped me hold on.
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Yesterday, 9:19 AM

Oh my goodness - you have no
idea how much your message
means to me! | have no idea what
the future holds for you (or any of
us) but | promise you are so
valuable and matter so much!
(That's something | struggled with
for so long and if | can share that
truth with others than | feel so
grateful)
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Thank you so much for
responding! Last night | was re
watching all your videos and it
made me feel so seen- thank you
so much and | can't wait for your
book!
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