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Novel (Taylor Jenkins Reid)

The Seven Husbands of Evelyn Hugo by Taylor Jenkins Reid is a captivating, multi-
layered story about the glamorous, secretive life of a Hollywood icon. Through a
fascinating interview with a young journalist, Evelyn reveals the truths behind her
seven marriages, exploring themes of love, ambition, and sacrifice. With rich character
development and an unexpected, heart-wrenching twist, this novel is perfect for fans

of complex, emotional stories and unforgettable female protagonists.

Evelyn Hugo to Auction Off Gowns

Evelyn Hugo to Auction Off Gowns: Film legend and iconic 1960s fashionista,
Evelyn Hugo, is preparing to auction twelve of her most celebrated gowns through
Christie’s, with the proceeds directed toward breast cancer research. At the age of 79,
Hugo’s lasting impact on Hollywood and the fashion world remains undeniable, having
captivated audiences with both her magnetic performances and her sophisticated,
sensual style. Over the years, her wardrobe has become synonymous with timeless
elegance, and these gowns, worn during pivotal moments of her career, now stand as
pieces of history in both film and fashion archives. Known for her ability to marry
sensuality with restraint, Hugo’s fashion choices have shaped the visual culture of her
era, influencing not only her contemporaries but also the generations of women who

have followed in her footsteps.

The upcoming auction promises to be a momentous event for fashion enthusiasts and

collectors alike, as these gowns were worn during some of the most memorable



moments of Hugo's life and career. Included in the sale are the striking emerald-green
Miranda La Conda gown that Hugo wore to the 1959 Academy Awards, a moment that
cemented her status as a Hollywood icon. Also featured is the exquisite violet soufflé
and organdy scoop-neck gown, worn by Hugo at the 1962 premiere of Anna Karenina,
a look that became one of her signature fashion moments. Perhaps most poignant of
all is the navy-blue silk Michael Maddax gown, worn by Hugo in 1982 when she won
her Oscar for All for Us, a moment that represented not only her professional success
but also the culmination of her decades-long career. Each of these garments
represents more than just a piece of fashion; they are windows into the past, each

dress telling the story of the woman who wore them“and the legacy she built.

While these gowns carry great historical value, the emotional weight behind their sale
is perhaps the most significant aspect of this auction. The driving force behind Hugo's
decision to auction off these prized pieces is deeply personal. Evelyn Hugo has been
no stranger to public scandal, with her tumultuous personal life often making
headlines, particularly her seven marriages, including her decades-long relationship
with film producer Harry Cameron. The two were not only partners in life but also in
business, with Cameron playing a major role in her career. They shared a daughter,
Connor Cameron, who tragically passed away from breast cancer just shy of her 42nd
birthday. The loss of her daughter has profoundly shaped Hugo’s decision to dedicate
the auction’s proceeds to breast cancer research, turning her personal grief into a

source of hope for others.

Evelyn Hugo’s origins, however, are far removed from the glamorous world she would
later come to dominate. Born Evelyn Elena Herrera in 1938, she was the daughter of
Cuban immigrants, raised in the gritty Hell’s Kitchen neighborhood of New York City. It
wasn’t until she arrived in Hollywood in 1955 that she reinvented herself, adopting the
name Evelyn Hugo and blonde hair to match the image of a quintessential film star. It
wasn’t long before she was firmly entrenched in the glitz and glamour of the
Hollywood elite. Hugo quickly became a household name, known not only for her on-

screen talent but also for her fashion-forward looks that made her a trendsetter and a



fixture at major events. Her rise to stardom was swift and sure, a testament to her
talent and her keen understanding of how to navigate the complicated world of

Hollywood.

Her legacy, however, is not confined to the silver screen. Despite retiring from acting
in the late '80s, Hugo's influence has endured, and she continues to be celebrated for
her contribution to the fashion world, as well as for her charitable efforts. The decision
to auction her gowns, many of which hold immense cultural and personal significance,
underscores the profound impact-she has had—not just as a star but as a woman who
is using her platform to make a meaningfull difference. For Hugo, the sale of these
gowns is more than a business transaction; it is a way to honor her daughter’s memory
and contribute to the fight against breast cancer, a cause that has become deeply

personal.

In many ways, this auction represents the full circle of Hugo’s life, encapsulating her
transformation from a young girl growing up in Hell’s Kitchen to an international movie
star and, later, a philanthropist who uses her fame to advocate for causes close to her
heart. Each gown in the auction reflects a different chapter of Hugo’s life, from her
early Hollywood days to her more reflective moments later in life. The sale of these
pieces, then, is not only a way for fans and collectors to acquire a part of Hollywood
history but also an opportunity to support a cause that is deeply meaningful to Hugo
herself. By auctioning off these gowns, Evelyn Hugo is not just passing on her legacy of
style and glamour but also creating a lasting impact on the fight against breast cancer,

ensuring that her influence continues to reach beyond the red carpet.



Chapter 1

Chapter 1: When Frankie called out to Monique, asking her to step into her office, the
young journalist was initially taken off guard. She glanced around at her colleagues,
uncertain of whom Frankie was addressing. When it became clear that Frankie meant
her, Monique felt a mix of.econfusion and excitement. She hadn’t expected to be called
into her boss’s office, especiallyjafter having spentiless,than a year at Vivant, mostly
working on lighter pieces. Frankie, known for her no-nonsense attitude and magnetic

presence, had earned Monique’s respect from day one.

Walking into the office, Monique couldn’t help but be captivated by Frankie’s
commanding energy. Despite not fitting the mold of conventional beauty—her features
were sharp and striking, with widely set eyes and a tall, slender frame—there was an
undeniable magnetism about her. Frankie’s bold fashion choices, her love for vibrant
colors, and the oversized jewelry she wore only added to her presence. For Monique,
Frankie represented something more than just a successful journalist—she embodied a
role model for women of color in a field where such figures were often

underrepresented.

Sitting down across from Frankie, Monique prepared herself for whatever news was
coming. But nothing could have prepared her for what Frankie was about to say.
Evelyn Hugo, one of the most iconic movie stars of all time, had specifically requested
Monique for an exclusive interview. It was a shocking turn of events, especially given
Monique’s relatively junior position at Vivant. She had spent most of her time at the
magazine writing light, trendy pieces, far removed from the kind of serious journalism

that this opportunity promised.

Frankie continued to explain that Evelyn’s people were asking for an interview related

to a charity event she was hosting, but there was a sense that something more was



going on beneath the surface. Frankie suspected that Evelyn, known for her many
marriages and turbulent Hollywood career, wanted to craft a specific narrative, one
that could only be controlled by someone less seasoned, like Monique. It was a
challenge—one that tested both her professional skills and her personal confidence.
Frankie, however, didn't seem to doubt Monique’s abilities for a second. She was
confident that this young writer, despite her lack of experience, had the potential to

not just interview a legend but to take charge of the narrative.

As Frankie showed Monique the-email confirming the request from Evelyn’s team,
Monique’s emotions swirled: There was a mix of excitement, disbelief, and fear. The
pressure was immense—Evelyn Hugo’s fame alone could turn this feature into a
massive success, but Monique realized it wasn't just about landing the interview. She
was being asked to step into the spotlight, to stand her ground, and perhaps even
clash with one of Hollywood’s most revered figures. In that moment, Monique realized
that the story wasn’t just about Evelyn Hugo—it was about her as well. This was her
opportunity to prove herself, to transition from being the writer working in the shadows
of more experienced colleagues to being someone whose work would be front and

center.

Monique had always aspired to make an impact in journalism. She dreamed of writing
stories that mattered, stories that changed the way people viewed the world. But after
months of writing filler pieces and observing her colleagues getting the big
assignments, Monique’s confidence had taken a hit. Now, with the opportunity to
interview a living legend, it felt like everything she had worked for was about to come
to fruition. Frankie’'s words, though tough, were meant to motivate her. Monique
wasn't just being asked to write a piece—she was being asked to rise to the occasion,

to break free from the constraints of her current position and make her mark.

Frankie’s belief in her, combined with the pressure of the assignment, ignited
something in Monique. She knew this was her moment. She wasn’t just being asked to
interview Evelyn Hugo; she was being invited into a world where her voice mattered. It

was time to step up, to stop doubting herself, and to show that she could handle the



big leagues. Monique’s response was simple, yet resolute—she was ready. But deep
down, she knew this was just the beginning of a much larger journey, one that would

require everything she had, both professionally and personally.

The next few days were a whirlwind. Monique found herself researching Evelyn Hugo's
career with an intensity she hadn’t known she was capable of. Every movie, every
marriage, every moment of scandal—she devoured it all, knowing that the story she
was about to tell would define her career. There was no room for second-guessing or
hesitations. As she prepared to meet Evelyn Hugo, Monique understood that the
stakes had never been' higher, not just for the magazine, but for her own future in the

world of journalism.



Chapter 62

Chapter 62 takes the reader through a significant transformation in Evelyn Hugo's life,
a shift from the dazzling spotlight of her early years to a quieter, more reflective
existence. After decades spent in the media's glare, Evelyn ultimately finds peace in a
stable, though passionless,-marriage with Robert, who provides her with the
consistency she now craves. Following the-painful passing of her beloved Celia,
Evelyn's once vibrant world fades into a quieter routine, defined by charitable work
and a deep devotion to her daughter, Connor. No longer the glamorous actress of her
youth, Evelyn channels her energy into philanthropy, dedicating herself to causes she
holds dear, such as advocating for LGBTQ+ rights and supporting lung disease
research. While the world outside no longer buzzes with the same intensity as it did
when she was an icon, Evelyn still has a role to play, using her influence to support

and bring attention to the causes that matter most to her.

The narrative shifts focus to Connor, who begins her own journey toward self-discovery
and personal fulfillment. After a promising start in the finance world, Connor becomes
disillusioned with the career path she had chosen, feeling increasingly disconnected
from the corporate world. This sense of dissatisfaction leads her to make a bold move,
choosing to leave the financial sector and pursue teaching at Wharton, a decision that
surprises and inspires those around her. In this pivotal moment of career reinvention,
she is quietly supported by Robert, whose unshakable belief in her abilities highlights
the enduring familial bonds they share. While Robert’s support is unwavering, it is
evident that this shift also reflects a deeper understanding between them—one that
goes beyond expectation and into unconditional love and acceptance. As the chapter
unfolds, we see the complexities of family life at play, particularly when Robert passes
away, drawing Connor, her boyfriend Greg, and Evelyn closer together. This period of

grief deepens their relationship, marking the evolution of their emotional ties and



further solidifying the idea that family is not always about blood, but about the people

who support you unconditionally.

However, it is Evelyn’s role as a mother that truly takes center stage in this chapter,
particularly when Connor is diagnosed with cancer. The devastating news forces
Evelyn to confront a new kind of loss, one that cuts deeper than any she has ever
faced before. The grief that accompanies watching a beloved child battle a life-
threatening illness is raw and heartbreaking, and Evelyn’s reactions are filled with an
emotional intensity that'is both deeply personal and universal. As she navigates this
heart-wrenching chapter in'her life, Evelyn reflects on the meaning of love, purpose,
and what it truly means to be a parent. Her willingness to care for Connor and stand by
her during this incredibly difficult time allows Evelyn to find a sense of solace, despite
the overwhelming pain. Her role as a caregiver, the one who provides comfort and
strength, becomes a profound and meaningful way for Evelyn to give back after years
of taking from the world. Even as her own world falls apart, she finds meaning in being
there for her daughter, and in giving to others through her charitable work, Evelyn

discovers a sense of peace that comes from serving others.

As the chapter continues, it becomes clear that Evelyn’s life, once marked by fame,
scandal, and the intoxicating allure of celebrity, has transitioned into one defined by
quiet reflection and a deep focus on familial bonds. This transformation highlights the
unpredictable nature of life itself, as the glamorous past Evelyn once lived has now
given way to the real, hard-hitting challenges of mortality and loss. The loss of her
daughter’s health forces Evelyn to come to terms with the fragility of life and the
fleeting nature of time, and it brings a shift in her perspective about what truly
matters. Rather than the adoration of the public or the material accomplishments she
once pursued, Evelyn now seeks fulfilment in the quiet moments she shares with her
daughter and in the knowledge that she is leaving behind a legacy of love and giving.
Her story is no longer about the fame that once defined her, but about the
relationships she has nurtured and the ways she has touched the lives of others in

more meaningful ways.



In the closing pages of the chapter, Evelyn’s reflections on her life and her connection
with Connor emphasize the enduring nature of love and the importance of family. The
legacy Evelyn leaves behind is not measured by the number of awards or accolades
she has accumulated, but by the way she has impacted those closest to her, and by
the way her life has been intertwined with the causes she has supported. Even as she
faces the loss of Connor’s health, Evelyn finds a sense of peace in knowing she has
given everything she could to make the world a better place. Her grief is not the end of
her story, but rather a testament to the depth of her love for her daughter and her
willingness to stand by, her through the most difficult of times. The chapter ultimately
captures the essence of a life well-lived—not one marked by fame or fortune, but by
love, sacrifice, and the quiet moments that shape a person’s legacy. This is Evelyn’s
true legacy: the relationships she has cultivated, the causes she has championed, and

the love she has given and received throughout her life.



Chapter 31

Chapter 31

There is a certain freedom in marrying a man when you aren’t hiding anything. Celia
was gone. | wasn’t really at a place in my life where | could fall in love with anyone,
and Rex wasn’t the type of man who seemed capable of falling in love at all. Maybe, if
we’'d met at different times'in ourlives, we'might'have-hit it off. But with things as
they were, Rex and | had a relationship built entirely on box office.

It was tacky and fake and manipulative.

But it was the beginning of my millions.

It was also how | got Celia to come back to me.

And it was one of the most honest deals I've ever made with anybody.

| think I will always love Rex North a little bit because of all that.

“So you're never going to sleep with me?” Rex said.

He was sitting in my living room with one leg casually crossed over the other, drinking
a manhattan. He was wearing a black suit with a thin tie. His blond hair was slicked
back. It made his blue eyes look even brighter, with nothing in their way.

Rex was the kind of guy who was so beautiful it was nearly boring. And then he smiled,
and you watched every girl in the room faint. Perfect teeth, two shallow dimples, a
slight arch of the eyebrow, and everybody was done for.

Like me, he’d been made by the studios. Born Karl Olvirsson in Iceland, he hightailed it
to Hollywood, changed his name, perfected his accent, and slept with everybody he
needed to sleep with to get what he wanted. He was a matinee idol with a chip on his
shoulder about proving he could act. But he actually could act. He felt underestimated
because he was underestimated. Anna Karenina was his chance to be taken seriously.

He needed it to be a big hit just as much as | did. Which was why he was willing to do



exactly what | was willing to do. A marriage stunt.
Rex was pragmatic and never precious. He saw ten steps ahead but never let on what

he was thinking. We were kindred spirits in that regard.

| sat down next to him on my living room sofa, my arm resting behind him. “l can’t say
for sure I'd never sleep with you,” | said. It was the truth. “You’re handsome. | could
see myself falling for your shtick once or twice.”

Rex laughed. He always had. a detached sense about him, like you could do whatever
you wanted and you wouldn’t get under; his.skin..He,was,untouchable in that way.

“l mean, can you say for certain that you'd never fall in love with me?” | asked. “What
if you end up wanting to make this a real marriage? That would be uncomfortable for
everyone.”

“You know, if any woman could do it, it would make sense that it was Evelyn Hugo. |
suppose there’s always a chance.”

“That’s how | feel about sleeping with you,” | said. “There’s always a chance.” |
grabbed my gibson off the coffee table and drank a sip.

Rex laughed. “Tell me, then, where will we live?”

“Good question.”

“My house is in the Bird Streets, with floor-to-ceiling windows. It's a pain in the ass to
get out of the driveway. But you can see the whole canyon from my pool.”

“That’s fine,” | said. “l don’t mind moving to your place for a little while. I'm shooting
another movie in a month or so over at Columbia, so your place will be closer anyway.
The only thing | insist on is that | can bring Luisa.”

After Celia left, | could hire help again. After all, there was no longer anyone hiding in
my bedroom. Luisa was from El Salvador, just a few years younger than | was. The first
day she came to work for me, she was talking to her mother on the phone during her
lunch break. She was speaking in Spanish, right in front of me. “La sefora es tan
bonita, pero loca.” (“This lady is beautiful but crazy.”)

| turned and looked at her, and | said, “Disculpe? Yo te puedo entender.” (“Excuse me?



| can understand you.”)

Luisa’s eyes went wide, and she hung up the phone on her mother and said to me, “Lo
siento. No sabia que usted hablaba Espafiol.” (“I'm sorry. | didn't know you spoke
Spanish.”)

| switched to English, not wanting to speak Spanish anymore, not liking how strange it
sounded coming out of my own mouth. “I'm Cuban,” | said to her. “I've spoken Spanish
my entire life.” That wasn’t true, though. | hadn’t spoken it in years.

She looked at me as if | were a painting she was interpreting, and then she said,
apologetically, “You do-not look-Cuban.”,

“Pues, lo soy,” | said haughtily. (“Well,  am.”)

Luisa nodded and packed up her lunch, moving on to change the bed linens. | sat at
that table for at least a half hour, reeling. | kept thinking, How dare she try to take my
own identity away from me? But as | looked around my house, seeing no pictures of
my family, not a single Latin-American book, stray blond hairs in my hairbrush, not
even a jar of cumin in my spice rack, | realized Luisa hadn’t done that to me. | had
done it to me. I'd made the choice to be different from my true self.

Fidel Castro had control of Cuba. Eisenhower had already put the economic embargo
in place by that point. The Bay of Pigs had been a disaster. Being a Cuban-American
was complicated. And instead of trying to make my way in the world as a Cuban
woman, | simply forsook where | came from. In some ways, this helped me release any
remaining ties connecting me to my father. But it also pulled me further away from my
mother. My mother, whom this had all been for at some point.

That was all me. All the results of my own choices. None of that was Luisa’s fault. So |
realized | had no right to sit at my own kitchen table blaming her.

When she left that night, | could tell she still felt uncomfortable around me. So | made
sure to smile sincerely and tell her | was excited to see her the next day.

From that day forward, | never spoke Spanish to her. | was too embarrassed, too
insecure of my disloyalty. But she spoke it from time to time, and | smiled when she
made jokes to her mother within earshot. | let her know | understood her. And | quickly

grew to care for her very much. | envied how secure she was in her own skin. How



unafraid she was to be her true self. She was proud to be Luisa Jimenez.
She was the first employee | ever had whom | cherished. | was not going to move

house without her.

“I'm sure she’s great,” Rex said. “Bring her. Now, practically speaking, do we sleep in
the same bed?”

“l doubt it's necessary. Luisa will be discreet. I've learned that lesson before. And we'll
just throw parties a few times a year and make it look like we live in the same room.”
“And | can still . . . do what | do?”

“You can still sleep with every woman on the planet, yes.”

“Every woman except my wife,” Rex said, smiling and taking another sip of his drink.
“You just can’t get caught.”

Rex waved me off, as if my worry wasn’t a concern.

“I'm serious, Rex. Cheating on me is a big story. | can’t have that.”

“You don’t have to worry,” Rex said. He was more sincere about that than anything
else I'd asked of him, maybe more than any scene in Anna Karenina. “I would never do
anything to make you look foolish. We're in this together.”

“Thank you,” | said. “That means a lot. That goes for me, too. What | do won’t be your
problem. | promise you.”

Rex put out his hand, and | shook it.

“Well, I should be going,” he said, checking his watch. “I have a date with a
particularly eager young lady, and I'd hate to keep her waiting.” He buttoned his coat
as | stood up. “When should we tie the knot?” he asked.

“l think we should probably be seen around town a few times this coming week. And
keep it going for a little while. Maybe put a ring on my finger around November. Harry

suggested the big day could be about two weeks before the film hits theaters.”



Chapter 16

Chapter 16 opens with the protagonist caught in the web of a scandal ignited by an
article from Sub Rosa, a magazine known for sensationalizing the lives of Hollywood’s
elite. The protagonist sits in Harry’s office with him and Celia, discussing the fallout of
the article that has now become a public issue. Sub Rosa has made a name for itself
by distorting facts and creating stories thatappealjtosthe public's thirst for gossip. The
magazine’s shift from truth to fiction has left a trail of consequences, not only for the
protagonist but also for Sunset Studios, which is now facing negative press that could
damage its reputation and bottom line. The conversation reveals the deep tension
between the studio's need for positive publicity and the media's insatiable hunger for
scandal. It’s clear that, in Hollywood, the public’s perception of reality is more

important than the truth.

This situation stands in stark contrast to the success the protagonist and Celia had just
experienced. They had recently wrapped up filming Little Women, a project they hoped
would propel them into the next phase of their careers. With award season around the
corner, they both felt the excitement of what might be, yet the scandal over the article
threatens to overshadow these professional highs. The protagonist and Celia are
caught between the duality of their public triumphs and the private struggles that
come with fame. Hollywood, as the protagonist reflects, is a place that offers immense
success but also imposes a constant battle to keep a pristine image, a battle that is

becoming harder to fight as the lines between fact and fiction blur.

As the plot unfolds, the protagonist becomes obsessed with the idea that their maid is
the source of the leak to Sub Rosa. The betrayal stings more deeply because the maid
was someone the protagonist trusted, someone allowed into their private space. To
regain control and restore some semblance of order, the protagonist decides to fire the

maid, but this decision doesn’t solve the problem—it only fuels their desire to act.



They concoct a plan to fake a miscarriage, a drastic move designed to generate
sympathy and take attention away from the article. The protagonist believes this will
protect their public image and shield their marriage to Don from the harsh judgment of
the public eye. The plan is born from desperation, driven by a deep fear of losing
everything they have worked for. It’'s a moral compromise, one that signals how far

individuals in Hollywood will go to maintain their positions at the top.

The decision to feign a miscarriage further illustrates the complexities of living in the
spotlight, where maintaining a carefully curated image can often require significant
personal sacrifice. In the world of Hollywood, where public opinion is everything,
personal integrity often takes a backseat to the pursuit of success and the avoidance
of scandal. The chapter lays bare the pressures of fame—the constant balancing act
between the truth of one’s private life and the need to project a perfect public
persona. The protagonist’s willingness to go to such lengths to preserve their image
serves as a reminder of the toll that being in the public eye can take on personal

relationships and self-perception.

The chapter delves into the inherent challenges of life in Hollywood, where public
perception can make or break a career. Through the protagonist’s inner turmoil and
the decisions they are forced to make, the narrative explores the fragile nature of
fame. The complex relationships within the industry become more evident as the
protagonist struggles to reconcile their personal desires with the demands of the
entertainment world. The focus shifts from the scandal itself to the broader
implications of living in an industry where loyalty, trust, and truth are frequently
sacrificed for the sake of success. The interactions between the protagonist, Harry,
and Celia highlight the competing interests at play, where professional alliances are

often built on the shifting sands of personal agendas.

As the protagonist reflects on the damage done by the Sub Rosa article, they also
begin to realize the profound impact that living in Hollywood has had on their sense of
self. The conflict between truth and fiction is something they must navigate daily. In

Hollywood, it is often easier to manipulate the truth than to face the consequences of



it. The chapter explores how, in a world where image is everything, truth becomes
something to be molded, manipulated, and hidden if it stands in the way of success.
Through the protagonist’s actions, the narrative conveys the extent to which
individuals are willing to go in order to protect their careers, their reputations, and

their futures in the ever-changing landscape of Hollywood.

The underlying theme of this chapter is the tension between personal ethics and
professional survival. Hollywood, with all its glitz and glamour, is also a world where
people are constantly-battling for.control over how they are perceived. The
protagonist, caught in a storm of media scrutiny,must make tough decisions that will
define their future. By the end of the chapter, it becomes clear that in this world, there
are no easy answers. The line between right and wrong is blurred, and sometimes, the
choices made are not just about survival—they are about maintaining a grip on the
fragile image of perfection that the public demands. The complexities of Hollywood life
are laid bare, showing that the price of fame is often much higher than most can

imagine.



Chapter 21

Chapter 21 begins with the narrator seeking refuge from the chaos of their life in the
quiet sanctuary of Celia’s apartment. With the bustling world outside temporarily put
on hold, the narrator spends their days immersed in books, the peaceful solitude
offering a brief escape from-the emotional turmoil they carry. Meanwhile, Celia is
occupied with the filming of herlatest movie, therfocus;split between the demands of
her career and the complex, unspoken bond she shares with the narrator. Their
relationship, though rich in physical closeness, is also marked by emotional
walls—moments of intimacy and desire linger in the air, but neither of them
acknowledges the deeper feelings that threaten to complicate their connection. These
underlying emotions remain unspoken, mostly due to the constraints of societal

expectations and the narrator’s reluctance to fully accept their sexual identity.

Despite the tension, there are small moments where the narrator's longing for Celia
surfaces, subtly hinting at a bond that transcends friendship. The two share quiet
evenings together, the space between them filled with a deep, yet unacknowledged
yearning. The complexity of their relationship grows as the narrator is faced with the
internal battle of wanting to step beyond the limits set by the world around them and
give into the feelings they share with Celia. However, their fear of how this would
impact their lives prevents them from confronting this reality head-on, leaving them to

live in a kind of emotional limbo.

The narrative takes a dramatic turn when Harry arrives with divorce papers from the
narrator’'s husband, a prominent figure in Hollywood. Harry delivers the papers with a
stoic expression, revealing that the terms of the divorce include a significant financial
settlement on the condition that the narrator remains silent about their marriage. This
stipulation serves as a clear attempt to control the narrative around their marriage,

protecting the husband's reputation at all costs while silencing the narrator from



sharing their truth. This effort to stifle the narrator’s voice not only reveals the
manipulative nature of their husband but also underscores the disparity in power

between the two.

Harry further explains the full extent of the control the narrator’s husband has over
their life, revealing the twisted plans he has to ruin their career. He intends to have the
narrator loaned out to failing studios, where their projects will surely be unsuccessful,
damaging their reputation and professional future. This grim reality speaks to the
power structures in Hollywood, where personal lives are treated as commodities to be
controlled, and careers are often shaped not by talent, but by the whims of those in
power. The manipulation-behind the scenes, designed to crush the narrator’s career
and silence them, speaks to the dark side of the entertainment industry where power,

money, and control dominate, and where personal well-being often comes second.

Faced with this emotionally draining reality, the narrator resolves to take control of
their future, deciding to free themselves from the shackles of their manipulative
marriage. As they process the information, the financial cushion offered by the
settlement allows them to consider new possibilities for their life and career without
the constant threat of financial instability. The bond of friendship and support that
Harry offers becomes an anchor in this moment, giving the narrator the strength to
face the uncertain path ahead. For the first time in a long while, they feel the

possibility of a life lived authentically and free from the suffocating grip of their past.

Amidst the turmoil, the narrator finds themselves drawn more strongly to the idea of
pursuing a relationship with Celia, realizing that this, perhaps, is the only path forward
that offers a chance at genuine happiness. The chapter closes with a hint of hope as
the narrator envisions a future where they no longer have to live under the oppressive
expectations of their past, but instead can begin to live their truth. This is the
beginning of a journey of self-acceptance, not just in their personal life, but in their
career as well, where they can finally step into their power, free from the constraints of
a marriage that was never meant to define them. The narrative hints at the profound

change coming their way, as they seek not only a personal transformation but also a



chance to reclaim their autonomy and live without fear of judgment.



Chapter 19

Chapter 19 unfolds as a pivotal moment in Evelyn's life, offering a deeply personal
confession that has long been withheld. The conversation begins in a light, casual
manner, with Monique asking about mundane things like dinner preferences, but
quickly transitions to more-profound and introspective topics. As Evelyn opens up
about her past, the complexities of her identity-emerge, particularly her long-standing
love for Celia St. James, a woman who has shaped her in ways both profound and
painful. This chapter delves into Evelyn’s inner world, highlighting the complex layers
of her sexuality and the depth of her emotions, which have remained hidden for years

due to the oppressive societal constraints of her time.

As the conversation deepens, Evelyn reveals a truth that has been buried beneath the
weight of societal expectations: she is bisexual. Though she has long struggled with
her identity, Evelyn's love for Celia has always been constant, transcending societal
judgment and the norms that sought to define her. Her confession is not just about
revealing her sexual orientation, but about confronting the unspoken love she has
carried with her for Celia, a love that has defined much of her existence. In the
moment when Evelyn acknowledges Celia St. James, the recognition of a lifelong bond
reflects the raw, unfiltered truth of her emotions—emotions that have been stifled by

fear of rejection and societal condemnation.

The conversation with Monique continues to reveal the tension that has been building
between Evelyn and the world around her. When Monique makes the mistake of
assuming Evelyn is exclusively gay, Evelyn’s frustration becomes palpable. This
misstep reflects a common societal issue—people often categorize others based on
preconceived notions and rigid labels, failing to appreciate the full complexity of an
individual's identity. Evelyn’s insistence on defining herself on her own terms serves as

a powerful reminder of how often marginalized individuals are forced into boxes that



limit their true expression. By challenging Monique’s assumptions, Evelyn reclaims her

narrative, demanding that her identity be seen in its entirety.

Evelyn's journey is not just about coming to terms with her sexuality but also about
navigating the complexities of love, identity, and the external pressures that have
shaped her experiences. The jealousy Evelyn feels when Celia’s life with Don becomes
public reveals the depth of her emotional turmoil, as she confronts the reality of her
own desires and the constraints placed on them. Her internal conflict exposes the
painful truths that many LGBTQ+-individuals have faced in past decades—struggling to
accept themselves while simultaneously facing arworld that refuses to accept them in
return. Through Evelyn’s reflections, we gain insight into the struggles of loving
someone in a world that punishes such love, particularly when that love is for someone

of the same gender.

Monique's mistake in assuming Evelyn’s sexuality, followed by her sincere apology,
further emphasizes the importance of listening to individuals and respecting their
autonomy in defining their identity. Evelyn’s response to this apology is a quiet but
powerful statement about the need for self-definition in a world that often imposes
labels. The chapter ultimately underscores the importance of embracing one's true self
and fighting against the forces that seek to diminish or erase those truths. Through
Evelyn's journey, the narrative highlights not only the personal struggles of identity
and love but also the broader societal issues that continue to shape the lives of those
who fall outside the norm. Evelyn's courage in revealing her love for Celia is a
monumental act of self-acceptance and defiance against the restrictions of her time,

making this chapter a significant turning point in the story.



Now This: July 1, 1988

Now This, July 1, 1988, marks another dramatic chapter in the life of Evelyn Hugo, a
name that continues to make waves in both Hollywood and tabloid circles. The starlet,
whose personal life has always been under intense public scrutiny, is once again facing
a divorce, this time from_her-third husband, Max Girard. As expected, the split is far
from amicable, and the circumstances sunroundingyit promise to make this a messy
and high-profile affair. In her divorce filing this week, Evelyn cites “irreconcilable
differences,” but the reasons behind their decision to part ways go much deeper than
what’s officially written on the paper. Behind the scenes, a storm is brewing, with
accusations flying from both parties and a growing public interest in the details of their
break-up. The former couple’s marriage has been anything but ordinary, and as it

comes to an end, the world is watching, eagerly awaiting the fallout.

Max Girard, who was initially seen as a calming influence in Evelyn's life, has taken an
aggressive stance in the aftermath of their separation. Reports suggest that he is not
only seeking spousal support but also airing his grievances publicly, with a vendetta
that seems to grow by the day. According to sources close to the couple, Girard has
been spreading hurtful claims, accusing Evelyn of infidelity, calling her a lesbian, and
even suggesting that she owes him her Academy Award. These statements, fueled by
his heartbreak and anger, have cast a shadow over the divorce proceedings, with
many wondering how much of this is driven by genuine pain and how much is an
attempt to tarnish Evelyn’s reputation. While Girard has every right to feel betrayed,
his public outbursts are undeniably turning a private matter into a spectacle, keeping
the media engaged and eagerly awaiting every new development. His bitterness is
palpable, and it's clear that he’s struggling to cope with the breakdown of his marriage

in a way that feels personal, not just professional.



Meanwhile, Evelyn, as always, remains a captivating figure at the center of the storm.
Last week, she was seen out to dinner with Jack Easton, a much younger Democratic
congressman from Vermont, who has been the subject of much speculation since the
two were photographed together. At just 29 years old, Easton is more than two
decades younger than Evelyn, and the nature of their relationship has sparked a
whirlwind of rumors. While some suggest that the dinner marks the beginning of a new
romance, others are more skeptical, questioning whether this relationship is genuine
or simply a diversion from the turmoil in Evelyn’s life. Evelyn’s romantic
entanglements have always been part of her public.persona, often driven by a desire
for companionship and a sense of escape from her tumultuous world. The timing of her
dinner with Easton—so soon after the end of her marriage—only fuels speculation
about her motives and whether this is a fleeting fling or something more serious. For
Evelyn, however, this new chapter may be a chance to find solace after years of
emotional highs and lows, even if it means stepping into another whirlwind of public
attention. The question remains: is Evelyn truly ready for a lasting connection with
Easton, or is she simply seeking a distraction to fill the void left by the collapse of her

marriage?

Despite the public chaos surrounding her, Evelyn remains a resilient figure. She’s no
stranger to scandal or controversy, and while the accusations from Max and the media
frenzy around her love life may seem overwhelming, Evelyn is determined to maintain
control over her narrative. She has weathered storms in her personal life before, from
the collapse of her previous marriages to her complicated relationships with fame, and
she is far from done. The media loves to paint her as a woman whose life is defined by
her romantic entanglements, but Evelyn is more than just her love affairs. She’s a
survivor, a woman who's constantly reinventing herself, even in the face of public
humiliation. As Max’s accusations continue to mount and the media’s gaze intensifies,
Evelyn is proving, once again, that she’s more than capable of handling whatever
comes her way. Her story is far from over, and whether or not her relationship with
Jack Easton evolves into something more lasting, one thing is clear: Evelyn will

continue to live her life on her own terms, even if that means taking risks and



embracing the fallout. The world will be watching every step of the way, as Evelyn

Hugo’s next chapter unfolds.



Chapter 3

Chapter 3 begins with Monique waking up ahead of her alarm, the quiet stillness of the
early morning providing a brief moment of solitude before the rush of the day begins.
She checks her emails, quickly scanning through messages until one from her boss,
Frankie, demands her attention. The subject line, “KEEP ME UPDATED,” in bold caps,
feels like a command, reminding Moniquejof,the pressure she’s under. As she prepares
for the day ahead, Monique finds herself balancing a mix of emotions—confidence,
uncertainty, and the weight of expectations from both her job and the assignment

she’s about to undertake.

Monique’s morning routine is simple but deliberate. She dresses carefully, choosing an
outfit that reflects a sense of professionalism while still being comfortable enough for a
long day ahead. Looking at her reflection in the mirror, she notices the subtle changes
in her appearance since her relationship with David ended. While always slender,
Monique has shed a few extra pounds, particularly around her face, a side effect of the
emotional toll of her past relationship. She feels a sense of empowerment as she
recognizes her renewed confidence—physically and mentally. It's as if this new phase

of her life has finally begun, and she’s ready to embrace it fully.

After making herself breakfast and having a brief moment of reflection, Monique picks
up her phone to call Frankie. She carefully crafts her response to her boss, maintaining
a calm and even tone despite the tension running beneath the surface. She knows that
Frankie expects results, but Monique isn’t ready to share the complexities of her
situation with Evelyn just yet. The truth is, Monique is still figuring out how to navigate
this assignment, and the more she interacts with Evelyn, the more she realizes just
how complicated and fascinating the woman really is. But she puts on a facade for

Frankie, promising that everything is going smoothly, even if it'’s not quite the reality.



As Monique makes her way to Evelyn’s luxurious apartment, she’s once again
reminded of the vast divide between their worlds. Evelyn’s building—an architectural
marvel overlooking Central Park—is a statement of both elegance and power. The
doorman, a warm and gracious presence, greets Monique as if she’s a long-awaited
guest, leading her to the elevator without a second thought. As Monique enters the
apartment, she’s struck by the richness of the space—every detail carefully curated to
reflect Evelyn’s wealth and status. She’s about to step into the life of one of the most
iconic figures in Hollywood history, and despite her nerves, Monique is determined to

rise to the occasion.

Inside, Monique meets Grace, Evelyn’s assistant, who immediately puts her at ease
with her friendly and approachable demeanor. Grace, who seems genuinely delighted
to meet Monique, offers her a warm welcome despite the formality of the situation.
Monique is keenly aware of her own insecurities, but Grace’s warmth helps her shake
off some of the nervousness that’s been building up. As Grace leads her to Evelyn’s
study, Monique is struck by the beauty and tranquility of the space—so different from
her own modest apartment. It's a reminder that she’s about to engage with someone
who has lived a life of immense privilege and glamour, yet Monique is determined to

remain focused on the task at hand.

Evelyn enters the room with all the poise and confidence of a woman who knows her
worth. Her presence is magnetic—her beauty timeless, and her aura one of quiet
strength. Monique watches as Evelyn moves with grace, her every action seemingly
deliberate and controlled. The casual elegance Evelyn exudes is both disarming and
empowering, and Monique can’t help but feel a sense of awe as they sit down to talk.
Evelyn, however, doesn’t waste any time before surprising Monique with a bold
declaration—she’s not here to discuss the gowns she’s auctioning off; instead, she
wants to tell Monique her life story. This revelation catches Monique off guard, but as
Evelyn begins to outline the terms of their conversation, it’'s clear that this will be far
more than just a simple interview. Evelyn wants to share the truth behind her

marriages, her career, and her image—a story of both triumphs and regrets.



Monique’s initial shock gives way to intrigue as Evelyn sets the stage for what
promises to be an unforgettable journey. The weight of what Evelyn is offering
Monique—the chance to tell the full, unvarnished truth of her life—becomes clear. This
isn’'t just another celebrity profile. It's an opportunity for Monique to capture the
essence of a woman who has been at the center of Hollywood’s most glamorous and
scandalous moments. Monique realizes that she’s not just interviewing Evelyn; she’s
being entrusted with a part of history, and this is a chance that could shape her entire

career.

Evelyn’s proposition to Monique is bold+she wants to tell her life story, but not for the
typical glossy magazine spread. Instead, she’s offering a deeper, more intimate
account, one that will reveal the raw truths of her life behind the fame and beauty.
Monique is hesitant, uncertain about the consequences of accepting such an offer, but
the allure of this once-in-a-lifetime opportunity is too great to ignore. Evelyn’s
confidence and control over the situation are palpable, and Monique knows that from
this moment forward, her life will never be the same. The decision to take Evelyn’s
offer isn’t an easy one, but Monique is starting to understand the power that lies in the

story Evelyn is about to unfold.



Chapter 10

Chapter 10 begins with the protagonist reflecting on her lavish wedding to Don at the
iconic Beverly Hills Hotel, attended by three hundred guests, mostly Hollywood elites.
The wedding is orchestrated almost entirely by Don’s parents, Mary and Roger Adler,
with little input from the couple themselves. The protagonist wears a breathtaking
jewel-necked taffeta gown, designed by;YivianyWaornleythe head costumer at Sunset
Studios, embellished with rose-point lace and long sleeves. Her hair is elegantly styled
by Gwendolyn into a simple yet flawless bun, with a delicate tulle veil completing the
look. While the wedding is a public spectacle controlled by others, the protagonist feels
a deep sense of commitment as she exchanges vows with Don, a man she believes to

understand her better than anyone else.

After the wedding, as the couple is basking in the celebration, Harry pulls the
protagonist aside to check on her emotional state. Despite the overwhelming
excitement of the wedding and the glamour of being Hollywood’s newest golden
couple, Harry asks if she is truly happy with Don. The protagonist, feeling like the
center of attention, reassures him that she is fine, believing with her youthful optimism
that Don is indeed her happy ending. At just nineteen, she feels she has found
someone who sees her, and with his reassuring presence, she feels a sense of
completion. However, as Harry continues to speak to her, a hint of discomfort arises,
and she curiously asks why he has never made any romantic advances toward her,

despite the close friendship they’ve shared for years.

Harry, always a charming and likable man, deflects her question with humor, offering
to kiss her on the cheek if she desires. The protagonist, in her slightly tipsy state,
pushes further, wondering if she’s been giving off signals that she wanted more from
their friendship. Harry, though clearly avoiding the topic, explains that he simply

doesn’t see her that way, despite her being a stunning woman. The protagonist is



taken aback by his response, but she remains composed, not entirely sure how to
process his admission. The conversation marks a turning point for her, as she grapples
with the realization that the relationships in her life often come with certain

expectations—some unspoken and some deeply rooted in the dynamics of Hollywood.

As the protagonist looks over at Don, swaying with his mother on the dance floor, her
mind drifts to the growing sense of unease in their marriage. Don is seven years older
than her, and despite their passionate connection, she begins to feel the weight of
their differences. Don;a successful actor with a legacy to uphold, is determined to rise
above his parents’ shadow and prove himself .asa major star. Meanwhile, the
protagonist is trying to navigate her own desires for success while balancing the public
persona of being a wife in a famous marriage. The differences in their ambitions, as
well as Don’s complex relationship with fame, start to create an undercurrent of

tension in their otherwise perfect life.

Harry’s admission, that he’s never been attracted to her, leads the protagonist to
reflect on her role in her own relationships. She realizes that, just like with Don, she
has always played a part to meet certain expectations, whether those are romantic,
professional, or personal. Her image in the eyes of others, particularly in Hollywood,
has been carefully cultivated and constructed. The protagonist begins to feel the
weight of constantly performing for the camera, even in her most personal
relationships. The conversation with Harry reveals her inner conflict, as she struggles
to separate who she is from who others expect her to be. Despite the glamorous
wedding and her belief that she’s found her “happy ending,” she starts to question
whether she can ever truly escape the roles imposed on her by society, fame, and the

expectations of those around her.

As Harry and the protagonist continue their conversation, the tension is palpable. The
protagonist, still processing the reality of her marriage and her complex relationships
with the men in her life, realizes that the road to happiness might not be as simple as
it once seemed. She wants to believe in the ideal of love, but she’s beginning to

understand that love, like fame, comes with its own set of rules, compromises, and



challenges. Harry’s rejection, though gentle, serves as a reminder that even in the
most glamorous and idealized relationships, there are limits. The protagonist, despite
the facade of perfection, feels more lost than ever, caught between the desire to
please others and the need to preserve her own sense of identity. The narrative
captures the tension between public admiration and personal fulfillment, as the
protagonist grapples with the complexities of love, fame, and self-discovery in an

industry that values appearances above all else.



Chapter 53

Chapter 53 begins with Celia stepping into the challenging role of Lady Macbeth in a
1988 film adaptation. Instead of aiming for the Best Actress category, she strategically
places herself in the Best Supporting Actress race, a decision reflecting her deep
understanding of the Hollywood game. This choice not only showcases her intelligence
but also her insight into-the intricacies ofjthe industny,swhere certain categories
provide a better chance for recognition. While Celia is focusing on her craft, the
narrator is facing a personal struggle, recognizing the realities of aging in Hollywood,
an industry where youth and beauty are constantly prioritized. Instead of attending the
glitz and glamor of the Academy Awards, the narrator decides to spend the evening in
a more meaningful way, choosing family over fame. In doing so, she comes to terms
with how the industry's emphasis on appearance has pushed her into smaller, less
impactful roles as she ages. This revelation is poignant, as she reflects on the stark
contrast between the glamour of her youth and the more subdued roles she now finds

herself offered, emphasizing the painful truth of Hollywood’s superficial demands.

On the night of the ceremony, the narrator remains in New York with her daughter and
Harry, watching the events unfold from a distance. Celia's win, seen from afar, stirs an
emotional reaction, especially when Celia mentions a private joke in her acceptance
speech, one that recalls their shared history. This moment captures the narrator's
complex feelings toward Celia, combining admiration with a sense of longing for what
could have been. Heeding Harry’s advice, the narrator decides to take a step toward
reconciliation, sending Celia a letter filled with congratulations and admiration. This
letter marks the beginning of a heartfelt exchange between the two, where they both
open up about the past, their mistakes, and the love they once shared. Through their
written words, it becomes clear that despite the years apart, the bond between them

has not entirely disappeared. Both women acknowledge the faults that led to their



separation but also the lasting emotional connection that still lingers between them.
This exchange sets the stage for the possibility of healing, as both women reflect on

their shared past and express a mutual desire to reconnect.

Celia’s reply is filled with raw honesty and vulnerability, apologizing for past actions
and referencing a film project that had once caused a rift between them. Despite the
pain, there is an underlying hope in her words—a glimmer of possibility for rebuilding
their relationship. She speaks of the life they could have had together, and in doing so,
she expresses regret.over the years lost to misunderstandings and choices. The
narrator, touched by this, begins to question if itds possible for past lovers to evolve
into friends, realizing that it's never too late to try and make peace. There is a strong
desire to not let the remaining years of their lives be wasted, to try and mend the
fractures that time has created. As the chapter concludes, the narrator reflects on the
power of forgiveness, recognizing the immense weight carried by years of silence, and
contemplates whether they can start anew. This chapter not only explores the deep
emotional complexity of their relationship but also the broader themes of love, loss,
and the passage of time. It poignantly delves into the struggles of letting go of past
hurts in order to make room for healing and connection, leaving the reader to consider
whether true reconciliation is always possible or if certain wounds are too deep to
mend. The possibilities of rebuilding love and friendship are tenderly explored, leaving

the future open for hope and renewal.



Chapter 29

Chapter 29

For two months, | was living in near bliss. Celia and | never talked about Mick, because
we didn’t have to. Instead, we could go wherever we wanted, do whatever we wanted.
Celia bought a second car, a boring brown sedan, and left it parked in my driveway
every night without anyone asking questions.'Weé 'would sleep cradling each other,
turning off the light an hour before we wanted to fall asleep so that we could talk in
the darkness. | would trace the lines of her palm with my fingertips in the mornings to
wake her up. On my birthday, she took me out to the Polo Lounge. We were hiding in
plain sight.

Fortunately, painting me as some woman who couldn’t keep a husband sold more
papers—for a longer period of time—than outing me. I’'m not saying the gossip
columnists printed what they knew to be a lie. I'm simply saying they were all too
happy to believe the lie | was selling them. And of course, that’s the easiest lie to tell,
one you know the other person desperately wants to be true.

All'l had to do was make sure that my romantic scandals felt like a story that would
keep making headlines. And as long as | did that, | knew the gossip rags would never
look too closely at Celia.

And it was all working so goddamn beautifully.

Until | found out | was pregnant.

“You are not,” Celia said to me. She was standing in my pool in a lavender polka-dot
bikini and sunglasses.

“Yes,” | said. “l am.”

| had just brought her out a glass of iced tea from the kitchen. | was standing right in
front of her, looming over her, in a blue cover-up and sandals. I'd suspected | was

pregnant for two weeks. I'd known for sure since the day before, when | went to



Burbank and saw a discreet doctor Harry had recommended.

| told her then, when she was in the pool and | was holding a glass of iced tea with a
slice of lemon in it, because | couldn’t hold it in anymore.

| am and have always been a great liar. But Celia was sacred to me. And | never
wanted to lie to her.

| was under no illusions about how much it had cost Celia and me to be together and
that it was going to continue to cost us more. It was like a tax on being happy. The
world was going to take fifty percent of my happiness. But | could keep the other fifty
percent.

And that was her. And this life we had.

But keeping something like this from her felt wrong. And | couldn’t do it.

| put my feet into the pool next to her and tried to touch her, tried to comfort her. |
expected that the news would upset her, but | did not expect her to hurl the iced tea to
the other side of the pool, breaking the glass on the edge, scattering shards in the
water.

| also did not expect her to plunge herself under the surface and scream. Actresses are
very dramatic.

When she popped back up, she was wet and disheveled, her hair in her face, her
mascara running. And she did not want to talk to me.

| grabbed her arm, and she pulled away. When | caught a glimpse of her face and saw
the hurt in her eyes, | realized that Celia and | had never really been on the same page
about what | was going to do with Mick Riva.

“You slept with him?” she said.

“l thought that was implied,” | said.

“Well, it wasn't.”

Celia raised herself up out of the pool and didn’'t even bother to dry off. | watched as
her wet footprints changed the color of the cement around the pool, as they created
puddles on the hardwood and then started dampening the carpet on the stairs.

When | looked up at the back bedroom window, | saw that she was walking back and

forth. It looked like she was packing.



“Celia! Stop it,” | said, running up the stairs. “This doesn’t change anything.”

By the time | got to my own bedroom door, it was locked.

| pounded on it. “Honey, please.”

“Leave me alone.”

“Please,” | said. “Let’s talk about this.”

“No.”

“You can’t do this, Celia. Let’s talk this out.” | leaned against the door, pushing my
face into the slim gap of the doorframe, hoping it would make my voice travel farther,
make Celia understand faster.

“This is not a life, Evelyn,” she said.

She opened the door and walked past me. | almost fell, so much of my weight had
been resting on the very door she had just flung open.

But | caught myself and followed her down the stairs.

“Yes, itis,” | said. “This is our life. And we’ve sacrificed so much for it, and you can’t
give up on it now.”

“Yes, | can,” she said. “l don't want to do this anymore. | don’'t want to live this way. |
don’t want to drive an awful brown car to your home so no one knows I'm here. | don’t
want to pretend I live by myself in Hollywood when | truly live here with you in this
house. And | certainly don’t want to love a woman who would screw some singer just
so the world doesn’t suspect she loves me.”

“You are twisting the truth.”

“You are a coward, and | can’t believe | ever thought any differently.”

“1 did this for you!” | yelled.

We were at the foot of the stairs now. Celia had one hand on the door, the other on her
suitcase. She was still in her bathing suit. Her hair was dripping.

“You didn’t do a goddamn thing for me,” she said, her chest turning red in splotches,
her cheeks burning. “You did it for you. You did it because you can’t stand the idea of
not being the most famous woman on the planet. You did it to protect yourself and
your precious fans, who go to the theater over and over just to see if this time they’ll

catch a half frame of your tits. That's who you did it for.”



“It was for you, Celia. Do you think your family is going to stick by you if they find out
the truth?”

She bristled when | said it, and | saw her turn the doorknob.

“You will lose everything you have if people find out what you are,” | said.

“What we are,” she said, turning toward me. “Don’t go around trying to pretend you're
different from me.”

“l'am,” | said. “And you know that I am.”

“Bullshit.”

“l can love a man, Celia. | can- go marry,any.man.l want and have children and be
happy. And we both know that wouldn’t come easily“for you.”

Celia looked at me, her eyes narrow, her lips pursed. “You think you're better than
me? Is that what’s going on? You think I’'m sick, and you think you’'re just playing some
kind of game?”

| grabbed her, immediately wanting to take back what I'd said. That wasn’t what |
meant at all.

But she flung her arm away from me and said, “Don’t you ever touch me again.”

| let go of her. “If they find out about us, Celia, they’ll forgive me. I'll marry another
guy like Don, and they’ll forget | even knew you. | can survive this. But I’'m not sure
that you can. Because you’d have to either fall in love with a man or marry one you
didn’'t love. And | don’t think you're capable of either option. I'm worried for you, Celia.
More than I'm worried for me. I’'m not sure your career would ever recover—if your life
would recover—if | didn't do something. So | did the only thing | knew. And it worked.”
“It didn't work, Evelyn. You're pregnant.”

“1 will take care of it.”

Celia looked down at the floor and laughed at me. “You certainly know how to handle
almost any situation, don’t you?”

“Yes,” | said, unsure why | was supposed to be insulted by that. “l do.”

“And yet when it comes to being a human, you seem to have absolutely no idea where
to start.”

“You don’t mean that.”



“You are a whore, Evelyn. You let men screw you for fame. And that is why I'm leaving
you.”

She opened the door to leave, not even looking back at me. | watched her walk out to
my front stoop, down the stairs, and over to her car. | followed her out and stood,
frozen, in the driveway.

She threw her bag into the passenger’s side of her car. And then she opened the door
on the driver’s side and stood there.

“l loved you so much that | thought you were the meaning of my life,” Celia said,
crying. “l thought that people were put on.earth to.find,other people, and | was put
here to find you. To find you and touch your skin and smell your breath and hear all
your thoughts. But | don’t think that’s true anymore.” She wiped her eyes. “Because |
don’t want to be meant for someone like you.”

The searing pain in my chest felt like water boiling. “You know what? You're right. You
aren’t meant for someone like me,” | said finally. “Because I'm willing to do what it
takes to make a world for us, and you’'re too chickenshit. You won’t make the hard
decisions; you aren’t willing to do the ugly stuff. And I've always known that. But |
thought you’'d at least have the decency to admit you need someone like me. You
need someone who will get her hands dirty to protect you. You want to play like you're
all high and mighty all the time. Well, try doing that without someone in the trenches
protecting you.”

Celia’s face was stoic, frozen. | wasn't sure she’d heard a single word I'd said. “l guess
we aren’t as right for each other as we thought,” she said, and then she got into her
car.

It wasn’t until that moment, with her hand on the steering wheel, that | realized this
was really happening, that this wasn’t just a fight we were having. That this was the
fight that would end us. It had all been going so well and had turned so quickly in the
other direction, like a hairpin turn off the freeway.

“l guess not” was all | could say. It came out like a croak, the vowels cracking.

Celia started the car and put it in reverse. “Good-bye, Evelyn,” she said at the very last

minute. Then she backed out of my driveway and disappeared down the road.



| walked into my house and started cleaning up the puddles of water she’d left. | called
a service to come and drain the pool and clean the shards of glass from her iced tea.
And then | called Harry.

Three days later, he drove with me to Tijuana, where no one would ask any questions.
It was a set of moments that | tried not to be mentally present for so that | would never
have to work to forget them.

| was relieved, walking back to the car after the procedure, that | had become so good
at compartmentalization and disassociation. May it make its way to the record books
that | never regretted, not for one minute,.ending.that pregnancy. It was the right
decision. On that | never wavered.

But still | cried the whole way home, while Harry drove us through San Diego and along
the California coastline. | cried because of everything | had lost and all the decisions |
had made. | cried because | was supposed to start Anna Karenina on Monday and |
didn’t care about acting or accolades. | wished I'd never needed a reason to be in
Mexico in the first place. And | desperately wanted Celia to call me, crying, telling me
how wrong she’d been. | wanted her to show up on my doorstep and beg to come
home. | wanted . . . her. | just wanted her back.

As we were coming off the San Diego Freeway, | asked Harry the question that had
been running through my mind for days.

“Do you think I'm a whore?”

Harry pulled over to the side of the road and turned to me. “I think you’re brilliant. |
think you’'re tough. And | think the word whore is something ignorant people throw
around when they have nothing else.”

| listened to him and then turned my head to look out my window.

“Isn’t it awfully convenient,” Harry added, “that when men make the rules, the one
thing that’s looked down on the most is the one thing that would bear them the
greatest threat? Imagine if every single woman on the planet wanted something in
exchange when she gave up her body. You'd all be ruling the place. An armed
populace. Only men like me would stand a chance against you. And that’s the last

thing those assholes want, a world run by people like you and me.”



Chapter 17

"Chapter 17" opens on a night of quiet celebration and reflection, as Celia joins the
narrator to mark the release of a new article. While Don is unsure if the decision to
release the article was the right one, and Harry is preoccupied with a secretive new
relationship, the narrator sees this moment as an opportunity to unwind and enjoy life.
The evening is spent in-the comfort of themarrator'sihome, without the usual
entourage or staff, a rare occurrence that allows the protagonist to feel a bit more
human, rather than the polished, public figure that she is known to be. As Celia
searches the kitchen for a corkscrew, their easygoing banter reveals the stark contrast
between their personal lives and their public personas. The lack of staff, with the
studio still vetting applicants for a maid, highlights the vulnerability and realness of the
moment, making the kitchen—a space usually distant for the wealthy—feel almost

unfamiliar.

The kitchen, in all its domestic simplicity, represents a part of life the protagonist
never really had a chance to experience growing up. Being wealthy has a way of
detaching people from the simple pleasures and responsibilities of life, such as cooking
or even choosing the right wineglass. It’s a reflection of how, in the world of the rich
and famous, parts of their homes—and, by extension, their lives—can feel like a
performance or set, rather than something authentically theirs. As Celia finds the
corkscrew and the protagonist fumbles for wineglasses, they share an understated
laugh, recognizing how much of their lives are dictated by others. Their glassware
choices become a metaphor for their lives: a mismatch of identities and roles, trying to

find what fits, even as they stumble through the motions of their day-to-day existence.

The conversation shifts to their backgrounds, with Celia reflecting on her privileged
upbringing in Georgia. Despite being surrounded by wealth and family, her life is far

from perfect. Her parents, with their notions of Southern nobility, and her siblings,



some of whom don’t even understand her career in movies, paint a picture of family
ties that are both suffocating and supportive. In contrast, the narrator shares that her
familial relationships are virtually nonexistent. Having been estranged from her father
and relatives back in Hell’s Kitchen, she has no longing for those connections. This
conversation reveals the divide between the two women: Celia, who has money and
family history but yearns for a sense of authenticity, and the narrator, who has carved
her own path, driven solely by her ambition. It’s a connection that transcends their
differences, one rooted in mutual admiration and understanding of the sacrifices each

has made to get where they are,

As the night continues, their conversation becomes more candid, with Celia showing a
surprising vulnerability as she discusses her desire to stand out in a world that often
defines women by their appearances. The protagonist, on the other hand, is aware of
the attention her looks garner, but it's the quiet strength she has built in her rise to
fame that defines her. Their friendship is tested, not by jealousy or competition, but by
an understanding of what it means to truly be seen in a world obsessed with surface-
level beauty. As Celia takes the protagonist’s hand, toasting to her being “absolutely
unstoppable,” their bond deepens, showing the layers of support they provide for one
another. The celebration, however small and intimate, marks a pivotal moment in their
relationship: a reminder that behind the glittering facades of Hollywood, there are real,

raw emotions and struggles at play.

When the conversation turns to their careers, both women express admiration for one
another, albeit with subtle tensions beneath the surface. Celia reflects on how the
protagonist's performance in Father and Daughter was so captivating that it left a
lasting impact on her, while the protagonist, ever self-critical, deflects the compliment.
Despite the mutual admiration, the tension between them is palpable, with both
women struggling to reconcile their competitive instincts with their desire to support
one another. The chapter explores the complexities of female friendships in the high-
stakes, image-driven world of Hollywood, where every relationship has its roots in

ambition, rivalry, and shared experiences of navigating an industry that demands



constant reinvention.

Their discussion shifts to more personal revelations as they start a fire in the fireplace,
a simple, almost childish endeavor that leads to a playful moment of camaraderie. The
contrast of the warm, intimate setting with the world outside—the chilly desert winds
and the Hollywood facade—creates a space for honesty and vulnerability. In a world
where both women are constantly performing, this moment of trying to start a fire
becomes symbolic of their desire for something real and grounding. Celia, once again,
shows her carefree side as she grabs the wine and drinks directly from the bottle, a
rebellious act that only deepens the protagonist's sense of closeness to her. It's in
these moments, unguarded and raw, that the true nature of their friendship is
revealed—not in the glitz and glamour, but in the shared understanding of the

pressures they face.

Their playful moment takes a turn when the protagonist, in a teasing act, spills wine on
Celia’s shirt. The act, though accidental, serves as a turning point in their evening—a
reminder that, despite the tension in their careers and friendships, they can still laugh
and enjoy each other’s company. As the protagonist leads Celia to her bedroom to
change, they share a quiet, poignant exchange. The protagonist's confession that she
doesn’t know if she loves Don anymore reveals the emotional turmoil that comes with
their relationship. Celia, with her directness, pushes for an answer, but the
protagonist’s response shows the complexity of love in a world where public image
often blurs the lines between affection and obligation. This moment encapsulates the
heart of the chapter: navigating love, fame, and the intricate dynamics of female

friendships in an industry built on illusions.

Celia's final question, “Do you love him?” cuts through the emotional fog of the
evening, and the protagonist's answer is complex and unresolved. It's not a simple
declaration of love, but rather an acknowledgment of the complicated, layered nature
of their relationship. The chapter concludes with the protagonist offering Celia a shirt
from her closet, a seemingly trivial act that holds deeper significance. The lilac button-

down blouse, which doesn’t fit the protagonist well but would suit Celia perfectly,



symbolizes the passing of both material and emotional wealth between them. In this
quiet moment, as Celia dons the shirt, they share an unspoken understanding—both
women have found something rare in one another, a bond forged in the fires of

ambition, love, and mutual respect. It is this connection that will carry them through

the challenges ahead in the ever-turbulent world of Hollywood.



Chapter 65

Chapter 65 takes the protagonist on a turbulent emotional journey, from fury to self-
realization, as the truth about her father’s death is slowly revealed. The anger that
begins to well up inside her starts as fear, a deep, instinctive dread that quickly
transitions into disbelief. The.sense of disbelief evolves into denial, as she struggles to
accept the reality of the situation—*“No,jthisican’tjbe true. It's a mistake, surely.” But
when the truth finally hits her, it's impossible to ignore. The anger is no longer just a
reaction to being misled—it becomes a response to the years of false assumptions that
have clouded her understanding of her father’'s death. She realizes that for so long,
she had blamed her father for his own tragic end, and now, in the face of this new
information, that long-held belief crumbles. What once seemed like a simple narrative
of a man making a fatal mistake is revealed to be far more complicated, and with this

new truth comes an overwhelming flood of emotions.

As Evelyn’s confession sinks in, the protagonist is left with a deep, simmering rage. It’s
a fury that, unlike the grief she initially felt, refuses to be subdued. The betrayal she
feels isn't just from Evelyn’s actions but from the realization that she had spent years
blaming the wrong person. The letter Evelyn has kept for years, hidden away and now
thrust into the protagonist’s hands, becomes the catalyst for all this new
understanding. In the letter, her father confesses feelings for someone else, revealing
the love he had for Harry, a love that, for so long, was never fully understood by the
protagonist. The truth of her father's struggle between duty and passion complicates
her perception of him entirely. It’s not just the anger she feels for what Evelyn has
done, but a mix of regret, confusion, and a sense of deep loss as she realizes how
much she didn’t know about her father. Her emotions surge, as everything she thought
she knew about the past is now under review, and she is left with a burning need to

understand the whole truth, even if it makes her uncomfortable.



The protagonist’s anger reaches a boiling point, manifesting physically as she steps
toward Evelyn, confronting her face to face. Her emotions are raw and volatile, and
she struggles to contain them. She pushes Evelyn, her actions fueled by years of pent-
up resentment and pain. She accuses Evelyn of manipulating her, using her to confess
her life story while leaving the protagonist to deal with the fallout. In her rage, the
protagonist tells Evelyn that she’s glad no one is left to love her, a comment born from
a mixture of anger and betrayal. But as quickly as her fury erupts, it fades into
something else—regret. She steps back, realizing the depth of her own feelings and
the complex nature of the relationship she.shares with.Evelyn. Evelyn, despite her
many faults, has given her a glimpse into her father’s soul, and now the protagonist

must decide what to do with this newfound knowledge.

The letter, though a painful gift, reveals the hidden layers of the protagonist’s father’s
life—things she had never known. In his words, the protagonist discovers that her
father was a man torn between his love for Harry and his responsibilities as a father
and husband. He writes about how he couldn’t leave his family, despite his deep
affection for Harry, because of his love for his daughter and his desire to provide her
with stability. The protagonist is struck by the sacrifice her father made, giving up a
passionate love to stay with his family. It's a revelation that forces her to reconsider
her entire view of him. The man she had blamed for his own death, the man she had
resented for his perceived mistakes, was in fact a man of deep love and commitment.
This realization shifts the entire narrative of her life, replacing the anger she had once

felt with a more nuanced understanding of her father’s struggles and choices.

As she sits down to read the letter, her father’s words begin to reshape the memories
she’s held onto for so long. The bloodstains on the letter—a stark visual reminder of
the accident that claimed her father’s life—make her pause, questioning whether it
was her father’s blood that marked the paper or someone else’s. Yet, despite the
lingering physical reminders of the past, the emotional weight of the words on the
page carries more significance. The protagonist begins to reframe her understanding

of her father, seeing him not as the man who caused his own demise, but as a man



caught between duty and desire, love and responsibility. The realization is
overwhelming, as she grapples with the truth that the person she blamed for so many
years might not have been the one at fault. It’s a heavy burden to bear, and she finds

herself needing space to process it all.

In the quiet after Evelyn leaves, the protagonist is left alone with the letter, the truth,
and the complex emotions that have come to the surface. For the first time in nearly
three decades, she has a new perspective on her father, one that reshapes her
understanding of his_life'and choices. The weight of the letter, the words her father
wrote to Harry, provide a new lens through whichishe can view her father’s legacy.
She begins to see him not as the man who was responsible for the car accident, but as
a father who loved her deeply, who made sacrifices for her, and who chose to stay in a
life that was not entirely his own to ensure her happiness. This shift in perspective
doesn’t erase the pain of his death, but it adds depth to her understanding of who he
was. She feels an immense sense of loss, not just for the man he was, but for the years
spent misunderstanding him, and the years she now has to reconcile with this new

knowledge.

The chapter closes with the protagonist holding the letter, her mind swirling with
thoughts of her father and the truth that Evelyn has revealed. She realizes that this
moment—this revelation—is the beginning of a new chapter in her own life. It's a
moment of reckoning, where she must decide what to do with the truth she’s been
given. Will she let it define her, or will she let it guide her toward understanding? The
choice is hers, but for now, she’s left to process the weight of the past and how it will
shape her future. The anger that once consumed her begins to fade, replaced by a

sense of clarity and a new understanding of the man her father truly was.



Chapter 43

Chapter 43 begins with Don's unexpected apology as he sits down to meet Evelyn. She
had already ordered her iced tea and taken a few bites of a sour pickle, thinking that
his apology was merely for being late, something that didn’t seem necessary.
However, when Don’s apolegy comes with a weight that feels different, it catches her
off guard. He is noticeably thinner than beferej-his paleyface showing the marks of a
man who has seen better days. Time had not been kind to Don, and the years apart
had taken a toll, both physically and emotionally. His once charming appearance,
which had always been striking, now had a worn quality, yet there was still something
magnetic about him. Even now, his presence seemed to draw attention in a way that

only someone with his particular brand of charisma could.

Don begins by telling Evelyn that he’'s been sober for 256 days, a statement that hits
harder than he perhaps anticipated. His confession isn't just about his past mistakes
but is a genuine admission of self-awareness. Evelyn, though caught off guard by the
depth of his apology, still feels a need to remind him of all the pain he caused her and
others. His history of being a cheater, his unkindness, and the emotional toll he took
on her—she couldn’t let those things be erased by a mere apology. Don takes full
responsibility for these actions, acknowledging that he failed her and that he cannot
take back what was done. This apology feels genuine, but it's also overwhelming
because Evelyn came to him for a professional matter—wanting to discuss working

together on a movie, not to revisit the wounds of their past.

The waitress arrives to take their orders, and Evelyn chooses a Reuben sandwich,
recognizing that if she’s going to engage in a meaningful conversation about Don’s
apology and what comes next, she needs something substantial to eat. Don orders the
same, and as they speak, it becomes clear that the waitress knows exactly who they

are. There’s a subtle recognition in the way she holds back a smile, trying to remain



professional in front of the famous duo. Once the waitress leaves, Don continues,
saying that his apology can’t erase the past, but that he’s working every day to be a
better man, hoping that it brings Evelyn some sense of comfort. But Evelyn, ever
practical, responds by saying that being a better man now doesn’t make up for the
pain he caused. His transformation, though commendable, comes too late to undo the
emotional damage, and she is steadfast in her belief that an apology alone doesn’t

heal the scars.

Don, however, insists-that he is committed to changing and not repeating the mistakes
of his past. He promises hewill never hurt anyone the way he hurt her, or Ruby, again.
His words, though earnest, begin to soften Evelyn’s hard exterior, if only briefly. Still,
she isn’t ready to forgive him just yet, and she makes it clear that actions speak louder
than words. She reminds him that if things had gone differently in his life—if his career
hadn’t crashed and burned, if Ari Sullivan hadn’t dropped him the way he had
orchestrated for her—he might still be living a reckless, unrepentant life. The fact that
he was here, apologizing, was the direct result of his fall from grace, and Evelyn was
under no illusion about that. He had only come to this place because life had forced

him to, not because he had made an effort to change on his own.

Don, sensing her skepticism, shares a deeply personal reflection: that he loved her
from the moment he met her. He confesses that his love for her was intense, almost
consuming, and that he ruined it by becoming someone he could no longer recognize.
The guilt of his actions haunts him, and he wishes he could go back to their wedding
day and make things right. This longing for redemption, for a second chance, is
something he knows is impossible. But, in this moment, he offers Evelyn the one thing
he has left: a sincere apology, delivered from the bottom of his heart. He wants her to
know how incredible he believes she is, how great they were together, and how deeply

he regrets the way he treated her.

Evelyn listens to him, her emotions conflicted. Part of her is touched by his
vulnerability, but another part of her feels a sense of distance. She cannot simply let

go of the past and allow this new version of Don to take away the pain that still lingers.



His words, though heartfelt, are not enough to erase the years of hurt, of betrayal, and
of abandonment. Still, there is something deeply human in Don’s confession,
something that makes Evelyn wonder if she is capable of forgiveness. However, she
remains guarded, unwilling to trust that the man sitting across from her is truly the
man he claims to be now. He is asking for redemption, but it is clear to her that

redemption is a long road, and it doesn’t come easily.

As the conversation winds down, Evelyn is left with a mixture of emotions. She
recognizes that Don_has changed,.at least on some level, but she also understands
that change isn’t always enough to undo the past. The journey toward healing is a
personal one, and while Dan’s apology is a step in the right direction, Evelyn knows
that it will take more than words to heal the wounds he left behind. She stands firm in
her conviction that no matter how much he regrets his actions, the damage cannot be
undone by a simple apology. Nonetheless, Evelyn begins to feel a shift within herself,
wondering if it's possible to find peace with the past, or if some wounds are simply too

deep to ever fully heal.



Chapter 49

Chapter 49 begins in the early morning hours, after the eventful night, when Harry had
already left to check on Connor at the hotel. Max and | find ourselves lingering in the
courtyard of a mansion owned by the head of Paramount, a setting filled with opulence
and grandeur. The soothing-sound of water spraying from the circular fountain above
us adds a serene backdrop as we sit togethen;reflectingjon the night’s success and
what we’ve accomplished, both professionally and personally. Max’s limo pulls up, a

familiar sight, but one that signals the end of our evening together.

Max offers to give me a ride back to my hotel, his casual tone belying the undercurrent
of the night’s tension. When | ask where his date has gone, he nonchalantly shrugs,
admitting she was more interested in the tickets than his company. It's a moment that
lightens the mood, as | joke about his "poor" situation, yet Max dismisses it with a grin,
claiming that he’s just spent the evening with the most beautiful woman in the
world—me. His flirtatious words, though charming, are met with my playful eye roll.
Still, when he offers a more humble gesture, suggesting we go grab hamburgers, my

curiosity is piqued.

| had every intention of going back to my hotel, to be with Connor, to feel the comfort
of my routine. But as Max opens the limo door and invites me to join him, the idea of a
late-night burger seems oddly appealing, even in my glamorous gown. We drive to a
nearby Jack in the Box, where the limo driver struggles to navigate the drive-through,
leading Max and | to decide it's easier to step inside. There we stand, completely out of
place in our formal attire, behind a group of teenagers ordering fries. It's a surreal
moment, one that | wouldn’t have imagined happening that night, but Max, ever the

gentleman, doesn’t seem phased.



As we reach the front of the line, the cashier, recognizing me instantly, reacts with a
level of excitement I'd grown accustomed to but never quite comfortable with. Her
exclamation, “Oh, my God! You're Evelyn Hugo!” sets off a chain reaction. | laugh it
off, using the line I'd perfected over the years: "l have no idea what you’'re talking
about." It's an automatic defense mechanism, one that’'s worked countless times
before, and tonight is no different. The reaction from the staff and customers only
grows, as the cashier calls out to others to witness the sight of me, standing in a gown

in a fast-food restaurant.

Max, who finds the situation-amusing, tries/to remain lighthearted, but the growing
crowd begins to encircle us. I can feel the eyes of everyone in the room, their curiosity
and admiration more intrusive than flattering at this point. What started as an innocent
detour for food quickly escalates into a scene, with more and more people from the
back of the restaurant coming forward to take a look. The sense of being on
display—like a caged animal—is something I've never quite gotten used to. Despite
the discomfort, | maintain composure, signing autographs and politely nodding at the

requests for photos, hoping for an escape soon.

Max, ever the pragmatist, tries to ease the situation by asking for the burgers, but his
casual request is drowned out by the frenzy around us. The enthusiasm is
overwhelming, but | do my best to remain kind, signing paper menus and hats that are
shoved in my direction. Even as | repeatedly say, "We really should be going," the
crowd only grows more persistent, unwilling to let the moment end. It’s the paradox of
fame—the desire for personal space constantly clashing with the public’s need for
acknowledgment. As one of the older women in the crowd mentions seeing me win an
Oscar just hours earlier, | nod, acknowledging her observation but turning the

attention back to Max, who, with a simple wave, claims his own share of the accolades.

Still, the scene doesn’t ease, and Max, ever protective, steps in, urging the crowd to
give me some space. He effortlessly takes charge, his voice cutting through the noise
as he clears a path for us. With the burgers finally in hand, he picks me up, tossing me

over his shoulder in a way that’s both playful and assertive. We exit the restaurant,



Max carrying me as if we're escaping a mad house, and | can’t help but laugh at the
absurdity of it all. The limo ride back to the hotel is a quiet respite after the chaos,
though | find myself reflecting on the contrasting worlds | exist in—the glamorous,

spotlight-filled life | lead and the normalcy | crave in private moments like this.



Chapter 46

Chapter 46 dives deeper into the personal and professional complexities of Evelyn's
life, particularly regarding her infamous role in a film that both catapulted her career
and nearly destroyed her reputation. Despite the movie being a commercial success,
the impact it had on Evelyn's.public image was far from positive. Her portrayal of a
woman with unapologetic sexual desiresjgnited publicoutrage, especially given the
film's explicit nature and its controversial X rating. The backlash was swift and brutal,
with critics labeling her as promiscuous, while ignoring the brilliance of her
performance. The public’s reaction to her role as Patricia—who boldly expressed her
sexual desires—was seen as scandalous and morally offensive to many, even though
the role itself was groundbreaking and powerful. Evelyn found herself at the center of
a moral panic, where the boundaries of art and personal integrity were blurred, and

she became a scapegoat for society’s discomfort with female sexual empowerment.

In spite of the film's massive success, Evelyn explains how this controversy cost her
more than just an Oscar nomination—it robbed her of her dignity in the eyes of many.
Don Adler, a man with a notorious reputation, won the Oscar for his performance,
while Evelyn was overlooked, despite delivering what many considered an exceptional
performance. This injustice stung deeply for Evelyn, especially since she knew how
groundbreaking her portrayal was. Yet, instead of being applauded for pushing
boundaries, she was condemned and reduced to a stereotype of the "sexpot"” that the
media could easily vilify. Her portrayal of a woman who openly desired sex became a
point of fixation for the public, while her true acting skill and dedication to the role
were ignored. The hypocrisy of the situation—where the same people who clamored to
see the film were the ones chastising her for it—was something Evelyn could never

fully reconcile.



The conversation turns inward as Evelyn reflects on the personal costs of her career,
especially in her relationship with Celia. She admits, with deep regret, that her
obsession with fame and the sacrifices she made for her career ultimately drove a
wedge between her and the woman she loved. Evelyn’s bisexuality, often
sensationalized by the press, was not the source of their breakup, though it played a
role in the complexity of their relationship. The true issue, Evelyn acknowledges, was
her inability to fully commit to Celia, as she balanced her love for her with an
insatiable hunger for success. She used her relationships with men as stepping stones,
leveraging her sexuality to advance in the.industry,.while keeping her true
desires—those for Celia—locked away. This disloyalty, Evelyn recognizes, was not one
of physical infidelity, but emotional betrayal. She used her body to gain power, not
realizing that by doing so, she was distancing herself from the one person who truly

understood her.

Evelyn admits to using her body in ways that felt empowering in the moment but
ultimately left her feeling empty and regretful. She acknowledges that, at the time,
using her sexuality was the only currency she had, and she didn't know how to stop
once it had become a means to an end. She slept with men like Mick to protect her
career, making choices that, in retrospect, she realizes were selfish and short-sighted.
She slept with Harry because she wanted a child, thinking that her marriage to Celia
would be scrutinized if they adopted. These decisions, she confesses, were made with
a sense of urgency and fear that she might lose everything she had worked so hard to
achieve. The tragedy, Evelyn says, is that she continued to use her body even after
she no longer needed to. Instead of stepping away from this behavior, she kept using
it, even knowing it would hurt Celia and ultimately lead to the unraveling of their

relationship.

The qguilt Evelyn carries isn’t just about the choices she made with men; it's about how
those choices affected Celia, the woman who truly held her heart. She deeply regrets
how her selfishness made Celia complicit in her actions, forcing her to approve of

decisions that were harmful to their relationship. The weight of this realization is



profound: Celia may have left her in anger, but it was the culmination of years of small
betrayals and emotional neglect that led to the final break. Evelyn’s actions, while
born out of fear and ambition, left wounds too deep to heal, even though she never
physically cheated on Celia. Her greatest sorrow is that she couldn't fully give herself
to Celia, couldn’t honor their love the way she should have. Instead, she used her body
for everything except the one thing it was meant for: true intimacy with the person she

loved most.

In her reflections, Evelyn admits that her tragedy was not just about fame, but about
the choices she made at the expense of her relationship: She used her sexuality for
power, for protection, and forvalidation, all while knowing deep down that it was
hurting the one person who had always been there for her. This internal conflict, her
desire for success juxtaposed with her need for love, ultimately destroyed what could
have been the most meaningful relationship of her life. The complexity of her
feelings—her love for Celia, her ambition, and her fear of losing everything—created a
tragic cycle that she couldn't break. It wasn't just the men she slept with or the roles
she played that caused the pain; it was the way she neglected the emotional truth of
who she was and who she loved. In the end, Evelyn’s true tragedy is not her fame or
her sexuality, but the emotional distance she allowed to grow between herself and

Celia, and the irreparable damage that distance caused to their love.



Chapter 48

Chapter 48 is a pivotal moment in the protagonist’s journey, as she desperately
searches for a way to help Harry reclaim his life. Harry’s relationship with his daughter,
Connor, is the foundation of his potential recovery. Connor’s love for her father is
unconditional, and her dependence on him serves as a constant reminder of the
responsibility Harry has-to stay sober andpresent. jThedeep bond they share is
unmistakable—Connor's likeness to Harry grows every day, from her broad frame to
her striking ice-blue eyes, a physical manifestation of their shared history. But despite
the joy they bring each other, Harry’s struggles with alcohol are far from over. When
Connor is not with him, Harry retreats back into his old habits, drinking himself to sleep

and spiraling into emotional isolation.

The protagonist understands that Harry needs more than just Connor’s love to stay on
track; he needs purpose, and for her, the key to unlocking that purpose lies in work.
She knows the only thing that will truly get Harry out of his self-destructive cycle is
finding a project he can feel passionate about, one that will give him a reason to get
out of bed every morning. This is where the protagonist’s role comes in—not just as a
supportive partner but as someone who can find the right project that speaks to both
Harry and herself. She sets out on a tireless search for the perfect script, knowing that
if Harry believes the role is important enough for her, he might just find the strength to

engage with it fully.

After weeks of reading hundreds of scripts, she comes across one from Max Girard.
The script is called All for Us, and it speaks to her on a personal level—it's a story
about a single mother struggling to survive in New York City, trying to balance her
dreams with the harsh realities of raising three children. The story was deeply moving,
one that would resonate with Harry’s struggles—both as a father and as someone who

has fought to find meaning in his life. The protagonist knows that this script, with its



portrayal of resilience and hope, could provide Harry with the incentive to rise above
his addiction. But it's not just the role that excites her—it’'s the opportunity to play a
powerful, complex character that would showcase her skills and finally give her the
recognition she’s been striving for. Her need for this role is not only personal; it is the

catalyst she believes will pull Harry out of his funk.

She doesn’t waste any time in presenting the script to Harry, hoping it will spark
something within him. At first, he resists, as he has resisted so much of life in recent
months. But when she-mentions-how this role might finally win her that elusive Oscar,
something clicks. Harry picks up the script, and for the first time in a long while, he
seems genuinely engaged. The project provides not only the possibility of professional
success for her but also a tangible way to help Harry. The film might not be the magic
cure for all his problems, but it gives him a reason to leave his bed and re-engage with
the world. The filming process itself becomes a source of solace for both of them, a
distraction from the darkness Harry faces every day. While the film doesn’t fix
everything, it does give him a sense of purpose—a reminder that there is something in

his life worth fighting for.

Months pass, and the protagonist and Harry attend the Oscars together. Max Girard,
who has become an increasingly important figure in her life, attends with a model
named Bridget Manners, but he jokingly laments that all he truly wanted was to attend
with her. The jokes about her past marriages, including her many failed relationships,
add a touch of levity to the otherwise tense atmosphere. Despite being technically “on
a date” with someone else, it feels as though Max, the man who helped her find her
voice in the industry, is right there beside her, providing quiet support. As they sit in
the front row together, it's clear that, for the protagonist, these are the two men who
have been constants in her life—Max, her professional partner, and Harry, the man

who shares her past, with whom she has fought so many battles.

Meanwhile, Connor is back at the hotel with Luisa, watching the ceremony on
television. Earlier in the day, she had given each of them drawings for good luck—a

gold star for the protagonist and a lightning bolt for Harry. The simplicity of the



gesture is a touching reminder of the innocence and love that Connor still holds for
both her parents, despite the complications that lie between them. The protagonist
tucks her gold star into her clutch, and Harry, ever sentimental, carefully places his

lightning bolt drawing in the pocket of his tuxedo.

When the nominees for Best Actress are announced, the protagonist is overwhelmed
by an unexpected realization—she hadn’t truly believed she could win. Despite years
of hard work, despite the struggles and triumphs, there’s a nagging doubt that her
accomplishments would ever truly_be recognized. The Oscar represents more than just
a trophy; it represents credibility, validation, andithe Kind of respect she’s always
sought. But when her name is finally called, the reality of it is almost too much to
process. She stares ahead, her heart racing as her breath catches in her throat, unsure
if she’s hearing things correctly. Then, Harry squeezes her hand, and she hears his
voice whisper, “You did it.” In that moment, everything she’s worked for, everything
she’s sacrificed, suddenly feels worth it. She stands, her legs unsteady, and makes her

way to the podium, her heart still pounding in her chest.

When she reaches the podium, she takes the Oscar from Brick Thomas, her hands
shaking slightly as she places it over her heart, trying to steady her breathing. The
applause fills the room, a tidal wave of sound that seems to go on forever. And then,
as the noise subsides, she leans into the microphone, her speech flowing between
what she had prepared and what she was feeling in that moment. The words come
from the heart, acknowledging the people who have helped her along the way—Max,
Harry, and, most importantly, Connor. She realizes now, as she stands there with her
Oscar in hand, that the journey to this point has been about more than just fame. It’s
about the people who have shaped her life, who have loved her through the highs and

lows, and who have reminded her time and again that she is enough, just as she is.



Chapter 51

Chapter 51 unfolds in the midst of Evelyn's emotional turmoil as she faces a
crossroads in her marriage with Harry and her relationship with Max. The scene begins
with a poignant conversation between Evelyn and Harry at a playground in Beverly
Hills, where they watch their-daughter, Connor, swing. The tension between Evelyn
and Harry becomes evident as-Harry reacts-toithe divarce note from Max, the man
Evelyn has been considering a future with. Harry’s reaction, initially silent and
contemplative, reveals the deep bond between him and Evelyn, even though their

marriage has been strained for years.

Harry, in a moment of rare clarity, tells Evelyn that despite the divorce, nothing would
change between them. His words echo a deep understanding of their relationship and
the years they’ve spent together. Evelyn, however, isn’'t so sure, as the emotional
stakes of their situation are far more complex than Harry can admit. He suggests that
a divorce might even make sense, not just for their personal well-being but for
appearances as well. In the midst of their conversation, Harry urges Evelyn to consider
the possibility of falling in love with someone else, particularly Max. He believes that
Evelyn deserves to experience love in a way she hasn't before, and despite his own
heartache, he encourages her to take that step forward. However, Evelyn remains

conflicted, caught between her loyalty to Harry and her growing feelings for Max.

Later, as Evelyn and Max discuss their future together, the complexities of their
relationship are laid bare. Max’s confession of love for Evelyn, delivered with certainty,
contrasts with her doubts and fears about stepping away from her life with Harry. She
grapples with the idea of leaving Harry, whom she’s known for years, for a man who is
not only significantly older but someone she’s still unsure about. Max, however,
reassures her, pushing her to see the history they share and the deep connection that

has always existed between them. Despite his bluntness about Harry’s sexuality and



their long history together, Max’s declaration of love stands firm, and it becomes clear

that he’s ready to move forward, with or without Evelyn’s final decision.

Evelyn, now torn between her past with Harry and the new possibilities with Max,
realizes the impact that the decisions ahead will have on her life. Her reflections lead
her to understand that she has always been defined by the men she’s been with,
whether it was Harry or Max, and it’s time to consider what she truly wants for herself.
Max’s words resonate deeply with her, especially his acknowledgment of her role as
the driving force behind their creative successes. He speaks of their connection as
something that transcends the professianal, suggesting that their bond is one of
mutual inspiration and admiration. Evelyn’s internal conflict intensifies, but her

realization that she has the power to choose her own path becomes increasingly clear.

In a significant moment of vulnerability, Evelyn begins to acknowledge the weight of
the choices she faces, and how these decisions will shape not only her future but her
identity. Despite her fears, she recognizes that her relationship with Harry is no longer
fulfilling her and that the possibility of a different kind of love with Max might be worth
the risk. Max, with his unyielding desire and belief in their connection, becomes both
her anchor and her push toward something new. But as they continue to discuss their
future, Evelyn’s conflicting emotions underscore the complexity of moving on from a
relationship that has been her foundation for so many years. This chapter delves into
the deep emotional and psychological struggles that come with choosing between the
familiar and the unknown, between staying in a comfortable but stale relationship and

risking everything for a new, uncertain love.



Chapter 18

"Chapter 18" opens with Celia expressing her reluctance to attend a glamorous event.
She hesitates, dressed in a stunning black dress with a daring deep-V neckline. It was
the kind of dress that was too bold for anyone not in the public eye, and the kind that
could cause trouble for someaone trying to avoid unwanted attention. Adorning a
diamond necklace, loaned by Sunset atDon'srequest,Celia embodied the kind of
dazzling beauty only reserved for the brightest stars of Hollywood. While Sunset wasn’t
in the business of offering such luxuries to freelance actresses, Celia's charms seemed
to make everyone want to indulge her. And as Celia had a way of getting what she
wanted, Don was happy to oblige. After all, Don's rise to stardom had been meteoric,
and his success was not only benefiting him but those around him, including Celia and

the protagonist.

It's clear that Don’s career was flourishing, with his role in The Righteous, his second
Western, propelling him into the limelight. After lobbying for a second chance with the
director, Ari Sullivan, Don was proving himself as a legitimate action star. The success
of the film, crowned by rave reviews, positioned Don at the top of the Hollywood food
chain. His newfound status meant that he had the power to ask for whatever he
desired, which included a beautiful piece of jewelry for Celia. But it wasn’t just the
diamond necklace that highlighted Don's power—it was the entire web of influence
that surrounded him, tying the characters together in a network of ambition, desires,

and expectations.

The protagonist, dressed in an emerald green gown, stood out from the crowd at the
premiere, but not just because of her striking appearance. The dress was beginning to
define her signature look—elegant, graceful, and bold, with its off-the-shoulder
neckline and cinched waist. As she surveyed Celia's reflection in the mirror, fiddling

with her bouffant hairstyle, the tension between them was palpable. Though Celia



hesitated to attend the event, the protagonist knew what was at stake. A movie
premiere wasn'’t just a red carpet walk; it was an opportunity for exposure, for

validation, and for leveraging relationships in the industry.

As the two women exchanged banter, the protagonist's authoritative tone came
through clearly, emphasizing who held the reins in their professional and personal
lives. Celia, despite her doubts, ultimately agreed to play along, knowing that her
actions, while reluctant, were necessary for her career advancement. The dynamic
between the two women wasn’tjust about friendship but about navigating an industry
that required both women to be at theiribest. Their constant push and pull was what
made them both formidable, yet vulnerable to the same challenges of living in a world

where reputation and public image could make or break a career.

At the premiere, the night unfolded like a well-scripted performance, with each
character playing their role for the cameras and the crowd. The protagonist, walking
with Don by her side, knew the importance of this moment. It wasn’t just about looking
beautiful or walking the red carpet with confidence—it was about creating an image,
solidifying their place in the public eye. The entire scene was choreographed for
maximum effect, with four cars and four eligible bachelors acting as a perfect
metaphor for the way the industry presented its stars: polished, composed, and
surrounded by their most glamorous personas. Yet, beneath the surface, the
protagonist’s internal monologue painted a different story. There were layers of
insecurity, self-doubt, and the undeniable knowledge that their worth in Hollywood was

often contingent on how others saw them.

The tension between the protagonist and Celia only deepened as the evening went on.
Their friendship was complicated, torn between admiration and competition. As Celia
gained attention from the press, the protagonist wrestled with her own
feelings—recognizing Celia's undeniable talent and charm, yet also feeling the sharp
pang of rivalry. The camera flashes, the reporters’ questions, and the constant scrutiny
of their every move weren’t just part of the job; they were an integral part of what

kept them relevant. The protagonist knew that the public’'s fascination with Celia



would only grow, and in that moment, she chose to embrace it rather than push

against it.

As the night wore on, Don and the protagonist shared a quiet moment of reflection.
Don, ever confident, spoke of the future and the inevitable accolades they would both
receive. While the protagonist could see herself earning recognition for her work, she
couldn’t ignore the growing prominence of Celia in the industry. There was a certain
bittersweetness to watching someone else, someone so close, rise to such heights.
However, instead of feeling jealous or resentful, the protagonist found herself
genuinely happy for Celia. It was clear tolher that Celia,was destined for greatness,

and that realization only strengthened their complex bond.

At the end of the evening, the protagonist found herself not consumed by envy but by
a quiet sense of satisfaction. As Celia's star continued to rise, the protagonist
understood that their friendship, though fraught with tension, was ultimately built on
mutual respect and a shared understanding of what it meant to thrive in Hollywood.
They were each other's biggest competitors and supporters at the same time, a
paradox that defined much of their careers in the spotlight. The chapter ends with the
protagonist contemplating the true cost of fame—the recognition, the accolades, and

the sacrifices made in the pursuit of success.

By the time the lights dimmed and the movie began, the protagonist realized that
Hollywood’s games were as much about endurance as they were about talent. As
Celia’s performance captivated audiences, the protagonist knew that the true test of
their friendship and their careers had only just begun. The industry they were in didn’t
just demand success—it demanded a personal investment that would continue to
shape their lives, for better or for worse. And for the protagonist, despite the rivalry
and complexities of their relationships, the real victory was not in beating Celia, but in
recognizing her strength and embracing the unpredictable nature of their shared

journey to the top.



Chapter 15

Chapter 15 opens with the protagonist and Don in the quiet privacy of their bedroom,
a rare moment of intimacy amidst the whirlwind of Hollywood life. Don, ever the
confident one, casually asks how the rehearsals are going, and the protagonist admits
that Celia is as talented as-anticipated, perhaps even more so. Don, however, is more
focused on his own career trajectory, boastingjyabout thersuccess of The People of
Montgomery County and his impending contract renewal. He is at the peak of his
career, and with his leverage, he claims that Ari Sullivan would give him anything he
asked for to keep him happy. Don's suggestion to remove Celia from the project
entirely to maintain the protagonist's status seems like an easy solution. However, the
protagonist refuses, stating that it is not necessary, as Celia is only in a supporting
role. Instead, the protagonist chooses to focus on their own position as the lead,
expressing a calm acceptance of the situation and even finding something about Celia

that is appealing.

The next day, during their lunch break, the protagonist and Celia take an impromptu
trip in Celia’s vintage pink 1956 Chevy, a car that reflects her bold personality. Despite
her poor driving skills, which have the protagonist gripping the door handle in fear, the
two women are in high spirits. As they make their way through Hollywood Boulevard,
Celia suggests they stop at Schwab’s, a well-known hangout where many of the city’s
most influential figures, including the famous columnist Sidney Skolsky, often spent
their time. The protagonist immediately senses that Celia wants to be seen there, not
only for a milkshake but to boost her own visibility in the industry. Initially, the
protagonist is skeptical, interpreting Celia’s desire to be seen with them as a strategic
move. However, Celia insists that her intentions are genuine—that she simply wanted
to enjoy a milkshake together, but she thought of Schwab’s as an additional

opportunity for exposure once they were already out. The protagonist, however, is not



easily convinced and remains wary of Celia’s motives.

Their conversation and dynamic shift as they decide to drive to a quieter spot, CC
Brown'’s, for ice cream instead. Here, the protagonist asserts their control over the
situation by suggesting a change in plans, refusing to let Celia steer them into the
spotlight against their will. By choosing a location that is more subdued and less likely
to attract attention, the protagonist makes it clear that they won't be used for the
benefit of someone else’s image. At CC Brown'’s, as they sit and share milkshakes, the
protagonist uses the.moment to-impart some life lessons to Celia. They explain the
importance of pushing boundaries in Hollywood|to get.ahead and that, in the end,
everyone is using someone, whether they admit it or not. The protagonist admits,
without hesitation, that they have used others to get to where they are, and they are
fine with that. Hollywood, the protagonist emphasizes, is a game that requires people
to be ruthless, to use others without guilt, and to be unapologetically ambitious in the

pursuit of success.

As Celia absorbs this hard truth, she expresses some discomfort at the idea of using
others, though she has no doubt that the protagonist’s approach has worked. The
conversation between them continues, revealing the growing complexity of their
relationship. The protagonist, initially defensive, begins to understand that Celia is not
only trying to learn but also seeking a genuine partnership that could benefit both of
them. Celia’s ambition is just as strong as the protagonist’s, but where the protagonist
has become adept at using people to climb the ladder, Celia still wrestles with the
ethics of such tactics. Despite this, there’s a mutual recognition that, in Hollywood,

survival often requires compromise, and both women are aware of the stakes at play.

The conversation takes a more personal turn as Celia admits she feels more drawn to
the protagonist, not just for her fame but for the way she unapologetically takes what
she wants. The protagonist, while initially skeptical of Celia’s admiration, is somewhat
disarmed by the sincerity behind her words. Their bond, forged in the fires of ambition,
continues to grow, though it is a complicated one, built on mutual respect for each

other’s abilities and drive. Celia acknowledges that the protagonist is currently more



famous and powerful, but she doesn’t let that discourage her. In fact, Celia expresses
a desire to become even bigger, to eclipse the protagonist’s success. The tension
between them, however, doesn’t feel hostile—it feels like the beginning of a potential
partnership, where both women have something to gain from the other. Celia suggests
that they help each other grow in the industry, though the protagonist is cautious,

unsure of what this could mean for their future competition.

The chapter ends on a poignant note, with Celia declaring her intention to learn from
the protagonist, offering to -help-with her scenes and teach her what she knows. This
proposal seems to mark the beginning of an unspoken agreement between them—one
where each woman will lift the other up in a world where success often depends on the
strength of your allies. As they share a moment of mutual understanding, both women
realize that they are far from the typical actresses in Hollywood. They are calculating,
driven, and determined to make their mark in an industry that rewards both talent and
ruthlessness. Celia’s final confession that she truly likes the protagonist, not just for
her success but for her unapologetic nature, reveals a layer of authenticity beneath
the surface-level rivalry that has defined their relationship so far. The protagonist, in
turn, begins to soften toward Celia, realizing that perhaps their futures, while
inevitably competitive, might be brighter if they truly help each other rather than tear

each other down.



Chapter 12

Chapter 12 opens with the protagonist recalling the troubling cycle of violence and
reconciliation in her marriage. Don hits her once, apologizes, and she convinces herself
it won't happen again, but when she expresses doubt about having a family, it
happens again. She tries to-justify his actions, believing that maybe it was her fault for
not communicating clearly. The next day; Dembrings flowers, gets down on his knees,
and apologizes, but the cycle continues. The protagonist, caught between conflicting
emotions, starts to accept these apologies as part of their routine, even though deep

down, she knows this isn’t how love should feel.

Later, after an argument at the Oscars, Don, drunk and upset over his loss, takes his
frustration out on her once more. He shoves her out of the car, calling her background
into question, and despite her anger, she lets it slide once again. The next morning, he
comes crawling back with another apology, and though the protagonist doesn’t believe
him anymore, she accepts it because it’s easier than addressing the truth. She
compares this behavior to fixing a broken dress with a safety pin—something that feels
like part of her routine. This resignation becomes more apparent when Harry Cameron
visits her dressing room with good news: Little Women is getting the green light, and

she’s been cast as Jo March.

Harry's announcement about the cast stirs both excitement and trepidation in the
protagonist. Celia St. James, the young actress who has been gaining attention for her
role in a period piece, will play Beth. Ruby and the protagonist are both wary of Celia's
talent and the potential threat she poses to their careers, especially considering the
favorable attention Celia has been receiving. Celia’s beauty and innocence seem to
stand in stark contrast to the protagonist’s more established star power, but she
recognizes that Celia’s growing influence could overshadow them if they don’t deliver

top performances. The protagonist, despite her reservations, resolves to give the best



performance of her life, determined that when audiences see Little Women, they won't
remember Beth but rather the middle sister who dies. Harry, always the supportive
friend, reassures her that her talent will shine through and that the world already

knows how great she is.

In the midst of the conversation, Harry notices a bruise on the protagonist’s face, a
remnant from her latest altercation with Don. His concern is evident, and he promises
to take action, offering to talk to Ari Sullivan. However, the protagonist is firm in her
resolve, unable to leave Don despite the abuse. Her complex feelings of love for him
are interwoven with a sense of dependency—she acknowledges that her desire for him
and his approval often overrides her sense of self-worth. She loves him, and she wants
him, but she also craves the spotlight, a desire that ties her even more tightly to the
very man who hurts her. This internal conflict, the battle between her love for Don and
her yearning for independence, reveals the painful reality of living under the public's

gaze, where personal relationships are often overshadowed by ambition and image.

This chapter lays bare the psychological complexity of the protagonist’s relationship
with Don. Her emotional turmoil is compounded by the way Hollywood’s expectations
shape her identity. The tension between her love for Don and her need to remain
relevant in the industry creates an ongoing struggle, one that is only intensified by the
cycle of violence and reconciliation. The theme of self-sacrifice, both personally and
professionally, is at the forefront of this chapter, as the protagonist navigates the fine
line between surviving in Hollywood and preserving her dignity. Despite the hardships,
she remains determined to prove herself, not just as an actress, but as a woman who
can overcome the obstacles that life—and the men in her life—continue to throw at
her. It's a poignant exploration of how love, power, and ambition can entangle to

shape one's identity in a world where appearances are everything.



Chapter 47

Chapter 47 opens with the devastating news of John’s sudden death in 1980, a loss
that left everyone reeling. At just shy of fifty, John was the healthiest and most athletic
among them, a man who exercised regularly and avoided bad habits like smoking. His
unexpected death from a heart attack seemed incomprehensible, especially
considering his lifestyle:. - Yet, life often doesn'timakeisense, and his passing left an
indelible void in the hearts of those who knew him, especially his family and close
friends. John’s absence was felt deeply, and the grief his death caused permeated

every aspect of their lives.

For Connor, who was just five years old at the time, the death of her beloved Uncle
John was difficult to understand. Trying to explain where he had gone was an
impossible task, but perhaps the hardest part was explaining why her father, Harry,
was so devastated. Harry’s grief manifested in a profound way; for weeks, he
struggled to get out of bed, barely able to function. When he did manage to rise, it was
only to reach for a bottle of bourbon. His days were filled with sorrow and numbness, a
fog of alcohol that masked his deep pain, making him distant and unkind. It was a
harsh reality for the family to witness, but despite Harry’s suffering, the protagonist

remained determined to support him in any way possible.

While the protagonist struggled to comfort Harry, the grieving process for Celia was
also very public. Photographs of her, tear-streaked and exhausted, as she entered her
trailer on a film set in Arizona, reflected the rawness of her own heartbreak. The
protagonist longed to console Celia, to gather everyone together and support each
other through the pain, but the circumstances made that impossible. Despite the
distance between them, the protagonist knew that her focus needed to remain on
helping Harry recover, even if that meant sacrificing her own emotional needs in the

process. She and Connor made daily visits to Harry’'s apartment, trying to bring some



normalcy to his life. Connor stayed in her own room, while the protagonist slept on the

couch in Harry’s bedroom, tending to his needs as he struggled to take care of himself.

One morning, the protagonist woke up to find Harry and Connor in the kitchen, sharing
a quiet moment. Connor was happily pouring herself cereal, unaware of the emotional
turmoil her father was experiencing. Harry, still in his pajama bottoms, stood by the
window, his gaze lost in the distance. He held an empty glass in his hand, and when he
turned back to face Connor, the protagonist greeted them with a simple "Good
morning." It was then-that Connor, with the innocence only a child could possess,
asked her father, "Daddy, why do your eyes lookiwet?" This question hung in the air,
leaving the protagonist unsure whether Harry had been crying or if he had simply
started drinking early that morning, a mixture of emotions that was difficult to

decipher.

The funeral brought the family together in a way that nothing else had. The
protagonist wore a vintage black Halston, a symbol of respect and mourning. Harry, on
the other hand, donned an all-black ensemble, from his suit to his socks, his grief
evident in every part of his appearance. There was no escaping the weight of the loss,
and grief seemed to cling to Harry as if it were part of his very being. His face, forever
marked by the pain of John’s death, reflected the deep sorrow that he struggled to
carry with him. Despite the funeral and the solemn occasion, it was clear that Harry’s
mourning was not just about John’s death—it was about his own inner turmoil, his

inability to cope, and the overwhelming sense of loss that consumed him.

Through these moments of deep emotional struggle, the protagonist learned just how
much one person’s grief could affect everyone around them. They could only move
forward one day at a time, offering support when needed and allowing room for
personal healing. Despite the overwhelming grief and the harsh realities of the
situation, the protagonist remained steadfast in their role as the caregiver, providing
the emotional anchor that Harry and Connor needed, even when it felt like the world

was falling apart.



Chapter 28

Chapter 28

| wore a cream-colored cocktail dress with heavy gold beading and a plunging
neckline. | pulled my long blond hair into a high ponytail. | wore diamond earrings.

| glowed.

The first thing you need to do to get a man to elope with you is to challenge him to go
to Las Vegas.

You do this by being out at an L.A. club and having a few drinks together. You ignore
the impulse to roll your eyes at how eager he is to have his picture taken with you. You
recognize that everyone is playing everyone else. It’s only fair that he’s playing you at
the same time as you're playing him. You reconcile these facts by realizing that what
you both want from each other is complementary.

You want a scandal.

He wants the world to know he screwed you.

The two things are one and the same.

You consider laying it out for him, explaining what you want, explaining what you're
willing to give him. But you’ve been famous long enough to know that you never tell
anyone anything more than you have to.

So instead of saying I'd like us to make tomorrow’s papers, you say, “Mick, have you
ever been to Vegas?”

When he scoffs, as if he can’t believe you're asking him if he’s ever been to Vegas, you
know this will be easier than you thought.

“Sometimes | just get in the mood to roll dice, you know?” you say. Sexual implications
are better when they are gradual, when they snowball over time.

“You want to roll dice, baby?” he says, and you nod.

“But it's probably too late,” you say. “And we're already here. And here’s OK, |



suppose. I'm having a fine time.”

“My guys can call a plane and have us there like that.” He snaps his fingers.

“No,” you say. “That’s too much.”

“Not for you,” he says. “Nothing is too much for you.”

You know what he really means is Nothing is too much for me.

“You could really do that?” you say.

An hour and a half later, you're on a plane.

You have a few drinks, you.sit in his lap, you let his hand wander, and you slap it back.
He has to ache for you .and believe there is.only. one,way.to have you. If he doesn’t
want you enough, if he believes he can get you another way, it’s all over. You’ve lost.
When the plane lands and he asks if the two of you should book a room at the Sands,
you must demur. You must be shocked. You must tell him, in a voice that makes it
clear you assumed he already knew, that you don’t have sex outside of marriage.
You must seem both steadfast and heartbroken about this. He must think, She wants
me. And the only way we can make it happen is to get married.

For a moment, you consider the idea that what you're doing is unkind. But then you
remember that this man is going to bed you and then divorce you once he’s gotten
what he wants. So no one is a saint here.

You're going to give him what he’s asking for. So it's a fair trade.

You go to the craps table and play a couple of rounds. You keep losing at first, as does
he, and you worry that this is sobering both of you. You know the key to impulsivity is
believing you are invincible. No one goes around throwing caution to the wind unless
the wind is blowing their way.

You drink champagne, because it makes everything seem celebratory. It makes
tonight seem like an event.

When people recognize the two of you, you happily agree to get your picture taken
with them. Every time it happens, you hang on to him. You are telling him, in no small
way, This is what it could be like if | belonged to you.

You hit a winning streak at the roulette table. You cheer so ebulliently that you jump

up and down. You do this because you know where his eyes are going to go. You let



him catch you catching him.

You let him put his hand on your ass as the wheel spins again.

This time, when you win, you push your ass against him.

You let him lean into you and say, “Do you want to get out of here?”

You say, “l don’t think it's a good idea. | don’t trust myself with you.”

You cannot bring up marriage first. You already said the word earlier. You have to wait
for him to say it. He said it in the papers. He will say it again. But you have to wait. You
cannot rush it.

He has one more drink.

The two of you win three more times.

You let his hand graze your upper thigh, and then you push it away.

It is two A.M., and you are tired. You miss the love of your life. You want to go home.
You would rather be with her, in bed, hearing the light buzz of her snoring, watching
her sleep, than be here. There is nothing about here that you love.

Except what being here will afford you.

You imagine a world where the two of you can go out to dinner together on a Saturday
night and no one thinks twice about it. It makes you want to cry, the simplicity of it,
the smallness of it. You have worked so hard for a life so grand. And now all you want
are the smallest freedoms. The daily peace of loving plainly.

Tonight feels like both a small and a high price to pay for that life.

“Baby, | can’t take it,” he says. “I have to be with you. | have to see you. | have to love
you.”

This is your chance. You have a fish on the line, and you have to gently reel him in.
“Oh, Mick,” you say. “We can’t. We can’t.”

“l think | love you, baby,” he says. There are tears in his eyes, and you realize he’s
probably more complex than you have given him credit for.

You’'re more complex than he’s given you credit for, too.

“Do you mean it?” you ask him, as if you desperately hope it’s true.

“l think | do, baby. | do. I love everything about you. We only just met, but | feel like |

can’t live without you.” What he means is that he thinks he can’t live without screwing



you. And that, you believe.

“Oh, Mick,” you say, and then you say nothing more. Silence is your best friend.

He nuzzles your neck. It's sloppy, and it feels akin to meeting a Newfoundland. But you
pretend you love it. You two are in the bright lights of a Vegas casino. People can see
you. You have to pretend that you do not notice them. That way, tomorrow, when they
talk to the papers, they will say that the two of you were carrying on like a couple of
teenagers.

You hope that Celia doesn’t pick up a single rag with your face on it. You think she’s
smart enough not to. You think she knows how.to.protect herself. But you can’t be
sure. The first thing you’'re going to do when you get home, when this is all over, is to
make sure she knows how important she is, how beautiful she is, how much you feel
your life would be over if she were not in it.

“Let’s get married, baby,” he says into your ear.

There it is.

For you to grab.

But you can’t look too eager.

“Mick, are you crazy?”

“You make me this crazy.”

“We can’t get married!” you say, and when he doesn’t say anything back for a second,
you worry that you've pushed slightly too far. “Or can we?” you ask. “l mean, |
suppose we could!”

“Of course we can,” he says. “We’re on top of the world. We can do anything we
want.”

You throw your arms around him, and you press against him, to let him know how
excited—how surprised—you are by this idea and to remind him what he’s doing it for.
You know your value to him. It would be silly to waste an opportunity to remind him.
He picks you up and sweeps you away. You whoop and holler so everyone looks.
Tomorrow they will tell the papers he carried you off. It’'s memorable. They will
remember it.

Forty minutes later, the two of you are drunk and standing in front of each other at an



altar.

He promises to love you forever.

You promise to obey.

He carries you over the threshold of the nicest room at the Tropicana. You giggle with
fake surprise when he throws you onto the bed.

And now here comes the second-most-important part.

You cannot be a good lay. You must disappoint.

If he likes it, he’ll want to do it again. And you can’t do that. You can’t do this more
than once. It will break your heart.

When he tries to rip your dress off, you have to say, “Stop, Mick, Christ. Get a hold of
yourself.”

After you take the dress off slowly, you have to let him look at your breasts for as long
as he wants to. He has to see every inch of them. He’s been waiting for so long to
finally see the ending of that shot in Boute-en-Train.

You have to remove all mystery, all intrigue.

You make him play with your breasts so long he gets bored.

And then you open your legs.

You lie there, stiff as a board underneath him.

And here is the one part of this you can’t quite come to terms with but you can’t quite
avoid, either. He won’t use a condom. And even though women you know have gotten
hold of birth control 