WITHOUT A HEAD
by M. Glenda Rosen
EXCERPT

Saturday, as always was an exceptionally busy day, “in season” at Darcy’s Salon, which is why
she had gotten there so early. She always wanted the salon looking perfect, ready for stylists and
clients, who this day had appointments beginning at 7 am.

Located off the main avenue of this posh resort at the East End of Long Island, less than
ninety miles from Manhattan, the salon was known for catering to the rich and famous, as well as
some of wanna-be customers, primping for weekend parties and fundraising events.

The salon was truly beautiful with warm color tones and soft matching leather client chairs
facing gold (well, fake gold), trimmed mirrors. There was a reception area with the latest issues of
fashion magazines from Paris and Rome, and a few of the more popular Hampton rags, like Dan’s
Papers were spread out on a marble table, next to it a coffee machine offering gourmet flavored
coffee and teas.

Most of the women who came to Darcy’s Salon had plenty of money, some from their own
success, although others were arm candy for much older, wealthy men. Sometimes one of them
would joke (maybe not) that they were “Dying To Be Beautiful” like some of the famous models
and celebrities, many of who summered in The Hamptons.

“Jenna, you’ve seen how difficult and fussy they can be, and their egos—they’re constantly
seeking confirmation of how beautiful they look. They want to come to a high-end salon,

expecting to be treated like royalty. And believe me, we do.”



