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Excerpt: Saving Saffron Sweeting
“I'm not sleeping with her. It was just one time. One stupid bloody time.
I'm so sorry.”
“I don't believe you. You knew about that god-damn purple wall.” I was
looking around wildly, seeking my escape route. I didn't want to be in the same
room with him.
“All right, so I happened to see her bedroom! That doesn't mean anything.”
“No, it means everything.” I was sobbing now. “It means I'll never trust
you again.”
I wish I'd had the panache to storm out of our apartment in an expensive
cloud of Chanel perfume. I wish I'd owned a Louis Vuitton bag to grab on my
way to check into a luxury hotel, where I'd instigate a passionate revenge fling
with a nineteen-year-old bellboy. Unfortunately, I clambered off the sofa with
pins and needles in my legs and tripped over my blankie instead. Then I trailed
soggy tissues across the floor and locked myself in the bathroom, where my only
company was a dog-eared copy of National Geographic.
I had followed my British husband – and his job – from London to
California, but my own attempt at the American dream had flopped. I'd been
working crazily, had failed to see my marriage falling apart, and felt like a total
fool.
I certainly couldn't afford to kick James out and stay in our apartment on
my own. My so-called business was barely breathing. I had no idea how many
months or years of scraping by might be ahead of me, if I attempted to build a
list of design clients who weren't going to thank me by stealing my husband. Did
I have the energy to move out, find a job, and rebuild my life in the fast-moving
world of Silicon Valley? What the heck was I doing in
this country, anyway? All I wanted was to crawl
under the bed covers and hide, preferably with a
packet of imported Cadbury's biscuits.
In the small, mocking hours of the next
morning, I found myself unearthing a suitcase from
the closet. With safety, seclusion and comfort food as
my primary motives, I booked a flight home to
England.
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