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My Wedding Story

When Jared first proposed, I was shocked. Not necessarily about the proposal, but more because I immediately understood how much work I had to do before the wedding. Not even for the wedding. More like on ME. I was nowhere close to the person I wanted to look like when I married Jared. When I imagined myself as a bride, I imagined that moment when everyone would first see me, and I just felt like I wanted to hear audible gasps. Not necessarily because of how truly stunning I looked. I mean, that. Obviously that. But more like, about my transformation. Like, they all thought they knew what I looked like, and my basic body type, and then it’s very “JOKE’S ON YOU! And you, too, Jared, because I am physically an entirely different person!”

So the first, and really most important, part of my transformation was my weight loss. I knew this would be the key to achieving that “Wait, I thought Jared was marrying Hayley. Our Hayley. And so who is this person? What is going on here?” reaction. As is, I am a fit person who takes care of her body. Jared jokes that it’s obsessive and unhealthy, but then I typically make a joke about the fact that he routinely works eighty-plus-hour weeks with near-constant travel for his finance job and so we all have our funny quirks, and that’s why we love each other. It’s what makes us us. Then he usually says something like, “Someone has to pay for all this!” while waving his hands in the air. At this point, I usually just disengage entirely, because first of all, he’s being crazy, and second, it’s important not to stress out too much while planning your Big Day. I read that on The Ring.

So I started a detox diet eight months before the wedding. The diet said to eliminate sugar, dairy, carbs, meat, nuts, alcohol, caffeine, nightshades, algae, glass, plastic, synthetic velvet, and soy. I don’t eat any of that anyway, but I do drink matcha and eat exclusively mushrooms, so I was worried at first. But I just stuck to my diet of hot water with lemon and compacted lampshade dust and was hardly ever hungry for eight months. But let me tell you—I ate every last organic mushroom I could find the day after the wedding. Which actually was only four, but they were delicious.

So in addition to the diet, I started getting tri-weekly colonics three months out from my Big Day. I wanted to feel weightless, and all that water was really making me feel bloated and yucky. I would recommend doing a colonic an hour before walking down the aisle. I did, and my stomach was so flat it was basically concave.

In terms of fitness, I stuck to my daily eight-mile five a.m. run but added private Pilates classes and barre classes as well as a boxing instructor. Closer to the wedding, I upped my cardio to include an additional eight-mile daily run, and that really helped to get those extra pounds off.

For beauty, I figured I needed to focus the most on my skin, as obviously my goal was to wear no makeup at my wedding and look completely flawless in photos and in real life. You know, people throw around the word “flawless” a lot, and I get it. I mean, I too revere Beyoncé in a religious way. But when I say “flawless,” I mean TRULY WITHOUT FLAWS. That takes a lot of work and determination to achieve.

That’s where the shock therapy comes in. I began seeing Mara Lynley-Rose three months before the big day. She uses electroshock therapy on your face to simultaneously stimulate and paralyze it. It’s amazing.

And here, I must mention my love, Jared. After fifteen years of dating, we were at a level where I felt completely comfortable with him. Like no ask would be too big. So when I was unable to drink my water and eat my dust biscuits in the weeks before the wedding, he was right there, emailing his assistant Megan to come feed me. I think I knew in those moments how much Jared truly loved me. Megan must have, too, because she usually cried silently the entire time she was feeding me.
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I stuck to my routine with my existing facialist, Francoise Bouton, who is truly a goddess. Closer to the wedding, we introduced swan blood to my routine, and I really noticed a difference. My skin felt tighter, almost taut. Ever since I turned thirty-one this year, my skin has gotten so saggy and dry. Francoise said it was in my head. And I said, “Ha! I wish that were true! I’m an old dried-up hag now. But oh, well, Jared’s stuck with me! Unless we get a divorce. But I truly don’t think we will. Honestly.” Then Francoise was like, “Just lie still, Hayley, and let the swan blood do its work.”

I had my eyebrows all ripped out and put back in more evenly spaced. I felt like they were patchy, and just knowing that some hair follicles were closer together than others really bothered me. There’s something grotesque about it. Do you know Soup? Not the food, the brow specialist in Tribeca. Her name is Soup Li. She is an actual living genius. Anyway, she did them. My eyebrows. People tell me how expressive they are.
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You know how they say that if your teeth are loose or falling out in your dreams, then you must be anxious? Well, I must be a REALLY anxious person, because two months before the wedding, my teeth literally began crumbling and falling out of my mouth. It was disgusting. So I had to get all new teeth, which Jared was not thrilled about, to say the least. He kept saying my new teeth were costing almost as much as the wedding, which is completely insane, because the wedding I KNOW costs so much more, and beyond that, I was like, “Do you really want a bride with no teeth?” and he admitted that no, he did not. So the teeth were a thing.
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I am a natural blonde, but for my wedding, I wanted to be blonder. Like, imagine when you stare at the sun and then look away, and then it’s so light you can’t see anything at all. That was my inspiration. So I met with five different colorists before meeting with Oscar Blanci, who gave me my blonde. We ended up just stripping my hair of all its natural blonde and then just painting on a sort of glaze made from the luminescent abdomen of a firefly that is indigenous to Bora Bora.
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So when it was finally my Big Day, the biggest, most important day of my entire natural life, was I happy with my transformation? Mostly.

While perhaps I didn’t lose those last 0.6 pounds, and my skin didn’t glow as evenly on my face as it did on my left calf muscle, I’ll forever cherish the look on Jared’s face when he saw me coming down the aisle. I’ll never forget how his jaw dropped and his eyes welled up with tears, and I’ll never forget his first words to me when I met him at the altar: “What have you done?”

I knew in that moment that all the hard work was worth it, because he could see how much I had transformed, knew how hard I had worked to get to be the person who was standing in front of him that day. I’ve truly never felt so happy as I did in that moment—feeling so SEEN by Jared.
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The Four Horsewomen of the Apocalypse


ANDI

I went every year. I’ve been going since I was eighteen. This year felt different somehow. I needed it. I was feeling so bogged down with school and work and all my friends were being so lame about it. They were like, “Ohhh, I don’t really want to plan it,” or “Ohhh, it’s going to be so expensive . . .” Nobody would commit. For a second I considered just dropping it and not going this year. But there was just something inside me, like a voice, that was saying, “Go to the desert, bring forth my message to my people.” Really weird! But I’ve been studying so much, I assumed it was just that I hadn’t been getting enough sleep. I actually have been taking the tiniest amount of Xanax lately. Prescribed—not like, recreationally. But it really affects me.

I guess it was a weird idea to go by myself. I can’t even eat lunch alone. I just felt like, whatever, and why not, and it will be an experience. All that.

So, since I waited until the last minute to book anything, and since all my friends bailed on me, I couldn’t find a ride out. Everything was booked. Finally, I just called an Uber pool.

WHITNEY

We were all supposed to go. We had the entire trip booked. We had a helicopter booked, a house booked, a driver booked. It was supposed to be the best weekend. Then Kate ruined it by breaking up with her boyfriend, Jason, like four days before, and he was the one who had the helicopter hookup, and so obviously that fell through, and then he was like, “I’m actually going to take the house, too.” I guess it was meant to be a “fuck you” to Kate, but I was like, “Okay, you’re fucking this up for all of us, you realize??” And he was like, “Fuck you, too, Whitney. This is basically your fault. You’re the one who seduced me in the first place.” And I was like, “Seduce?? Nobody says ‘seduce.’ And also I was drunk, and you’re being lame.” He was just like, “Have a nice life, Whitney.” And I was like, “Okay, you’re being retarded.” So, yeah, it all fell through, and then Kate didn’t want to make a new plan with me involved because of what happened with Jason, so they’re all going on their own as a big girl group. So I was just like, fuck it, I’m going anyway. I’m sure I’ll run into people there that I know. I just felt like I had to be there. What? Was I supposed to just not go? It’s Coachella.

It was too late to book a driver or anything, so I just called an Uber pool, which is disgusting but I was desperate.

RAYNA

I always go alone. I go to a lot of festivals, actually. Almost always alone. I used to go with my boyfriend, Rami, but we broke up. Or we stopped being together. “Break up” is not a term we use. We’re not actively together. But we’re always Together. Spiritually. Does that make sense? He’s my whole heart.

Last year was my first year going without Rami. I loved it. I took mushrooms and just danced for three days. I accidentally got heatstroke and a really gnarly sunburn and ended up in the medic tent, covered in ice packs with an IV drip, but it was worth it. I felt like I had opened up a chamber of my heart that had been previously locked. Even to Rami.

I got an Uber pool the day of. It’s cheap, and a good way to meet new people. I’ve met some really cool people in Uber pools. It just feels good to connect sometimes. Plus, I had a bunch of extra mushrooms and I figured I could probably sell some to somebody in the car.

GRACE

I’d never been to Coachella before. I’ve led what many believe is a very sheltered life. Maybe it has been in a lot of ways. I haven’t had a lot of the experiences most girls my age have had. I didn’t grow up with boys and proms and grades and football games.

I remember exactly where I was when Beyoncé first spoke to me. I was taking inventory of the bunker. My sister had been called away, and I was left to do the inventory alone. I grew up in a big family. Alone time is something to be treasured. It’s also a breeding ground for Evil. I worried when I heard her speak for the first time. Was it Satan? I didn’t know who the voice was. She called me by name: “Grace, join me.”
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