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			Chapter 1

			www.stylezine.com

			Just Jenna: Style Secrets from our Intrepid Glambassador!

			Q: I’ve had a series of terrible BFs, but I just met this awesome guy and I hella-heart him. The issue? I’m six-foot-one and he’s 5'10". When I’m in stilettos he looks like Kevin Hart and I feel like Lurch. Are kitten heels the worst?—@LongTallSally1981

			A: Yes, sugar, kitten heels are the worst. Only appropriate if you’re Michelle Obama or Carla Bruni, you’re a smidge taller than your president husband, and you absolutely cannot dwarf him in front of the world. The Obama-Bruni Clause. Excuse me while I have this notarized . . .

			Here’s the thing. You seem charmed by the new man. Focus on the thrill of new love. It hardly ever comes in the package we envisioned. Instead of hiding an imagined flaw, enhance it. He knows you’re tall and loves it. You should love it, too. Rock the most obscene heel you have and watch him gaze up at you like he’s just aching to climb your mountain. I’d suggest Guiseppe Zanotti’s Grommet Ankle-Buckle Heel. It’s so S&M fierce. Like something out of the Red Room. Raowr.

			J enna Jones clicked the Publish button, sat back in her new chair at her new desk at StyleZine.com—and grinned. She whipped her compact out of her makeup bag and freshened her lip gloss. It was the Friday of her first week on the job, and she was due in her boss’s office in five minutes. As she fluffed up her Flashdance-style curls, she felt relieved. Her stomach might’ve been in knots, but at least she looked perky.

			She crossed the bare-bones, industrial loft space filled with cubicles. One wall was tiger-striped, the floor was made of steel, and the only decorations were a few banana-yellow chaise lounges and an oversized print of Marc Jacobs in drag. Jenna’s look that day was “Cerebral Charlie’s Angel” (since elementary school, she had a near-OCD-level need to name every outfit in her orbit): a vintage seventies denim wrap skirt, an oxford rolled up at the sleeves, and sky-high cork stilettos. Getting dressed that morning, she almost felt confident—like the woman she used to be, before her life fell apart. Before she fled to her childhood home in rural Virginia.

			She was trying her hardest to fit in at StyleZine, an online fashion mag devoted to street style, but Jenna missed the print world, where she felt safe. She ached for her glitzy life at Darling magazine, where she worked as the fashion director for ages until her quasi-nervous breakdown. She mourned the loss of her healthy clothing allowance, massive photo shoot budgets, and the pony-skin rug in her office (God, that rug was so good). Sexy Cosmo girls, icy Vogue bitches, fiercely toned Self chicks—it was all she knew.

			But that world, with its Columbia School of Journalism degree-wielding socialites and high-glam aesthetic, was old-school and barely breathing. To be a fashion expert these days, all you had to do was decide you were one. Any wily twenty-year-old with a covetable look, a WordPress account, and enough followers could be a powerful style insider. They’d displaced major editors from the front row at Gucci!

			She arrived at her boss’s office and Terry, an associate editor, hurried over to intercept her.

			“Jenna, I was supposed to tell you that Darcy’s gonna be late. It’s a thousand percent my bad,” Terry said. She was the eyes and ears of the office; a cheerful gossip who made it her business to know everyone’s business, and who always said exactly what she was thinking, blithely and with no filter. The combination made her a social magnet, and the person to have as an ally. Jenna needed a friend in the office, but so far, everyone regarded her with a polite, slightly patronizing wariness.

			She was determined to befriend that girl, if it killed her.

			“No problem,” said Jenna. Terry was wearing a backless cherry-red bodysuit, purple throwback Reebok high-tops, and black lipstick. The part of her platinum-blonde hair that wasn’t shaved was scraped up into a tight topknot. Jenna mentally labeled the outfit “Athleisure Lolita.”

			“Your bodysuit is gorge,” Jenna continued. “Kenzo? I’ve always been a fan of Kenzo.”

			Stop being so gushy, Jenna thought. Twentysomething fashion girls can smell fear. I should know; I once was one.

			“Yeah. Kenzo’s cute, but way too expensive.” Terry was multi-­tasking, scrolling through her phone while chatting. “I mean, whatever, it’s a leotard. But they gave it to me for free. All I had to do was IG a selfie in it for #OOTD. You know how that whole thing goes.”

			“Absolutely,” said Jenna. She did not know how that whole thing went, and had never heard of #OOTD.

			“Speaking of #OOTD, did you take a pic of your outfit today? You should. It’s a totally new look for a StyleZine staffer. You’re giving ‘established grown-up realness.’ You’re so pulled-together.” Terry said this with the slightest hint of condescension. It was not lost on Jenna that in an office of artfully mismatched millennials doing a punky-funky-urban thing, she stuck out as slightly too . . . sophisticated. “Carolina Herrera?”

			“Good eye!” Her outfit wasn’t Carolina Herrera. It wasn’t even Old Navy. But before Terry asked any more questions, she decided to change the subject. “I meant to tell you that your Instagram is truly breathtaking.”

			Jenna had done her new-job research, scrolling through the Insta-accounts of all of StyleZine’s editors, each of whom had a zillion followers.

			“Seriously? Thanks.”

			“You have this one shot in a furry white vest, and oh!” Jenna clutched her heart. “With your white-blonde hair and the animal print leggings? It reminded me of an Alaskan cover shoot I did with Karolina Kurkova in 2000. There were artificial igloos and white tigers. So dazzling! You’re twins.”

			“Never heard of her.”

			“Karolina? She was a Czech supermodel.”

			“Ohhh yeah, I sort of remember that Eastern Bloc era. Way back in, like, second grade when I used to cut up mom’s fashion magazines to make collages. All the models were like slumped and pale, and looked mad bummed.” She giggled. “Chernobyl chic.”

			“Chernobyl chic, so funny,” said Jenna. Her mom’s magazines? Second grade?

			Terry’s phone buzzed, and she looked down at it and groaned. “Ugh, it’s Kevin, fuck my life. He’s so obvious, with his black nail polish and generic polysexuality. Dude, you’re a former high school lacrosse player from Myrtle Beach; you’re not dangerous. Whatevs, I’m breaking up with him after the Watch the Throne concert.”

			Jenna cleared her throat and tried another angle. “So, I was really impressed with the quality of your photos. They look professional.”

			“I’m the queen of filters,” said Terry. “What’s your Instagram?”

			“I don’t have one. I mean, not yet.”

			Terry’s jaw dropped. “It’s 2012! You’re not on the ’Gram? I don’t know if that’s punk rock or completely dysfunctional.”

			“Actually, I’m just a terrible photographer.” The truth? During Jenna’s tear-stained sabbatical, she’d rejected technology and fully missed the social media revolution. “I’ve never even taken a selfie!”

			“Well, it’s an art. Don’t let anyone tell you different.”

			“Question. If someone else takes the pic for you, is it called a ‘self-helpie’? You know, because you got help?”

			As soon as the attempt at a joke left her mouth, she knew how dumb she sounded.

			“Umm . . . no,” said Terry slowly, like she was talking to a child.

			“Of course, I know,” tittered Jenna. “Duh.”

			Why was her personality coming off so weird in this place? All week, she’d been wearing her past like armor, praying that no one could sense that she was an expensive-looking fake. Even her outfit was fake—which, for someone who was supposed to be an arbiter of style, was unthinkable. Carolina Herrera? Please.

			I am a forty-year-old woman in a $4.99 shirt from Wet Seal because I sold all my designer clothes to move back here, and I have exactly enough in my account to cover this month’s rent, and right now I’d consider American Eagle an extravagance. I’m a former glamour girl hoping that no one notices the vague stain on my skirt—a stain I don’t even know the origins of, since I got it at a stoop sale in my new ’hood, a sketched-out Brooklyn block where I share real estate with a KFC and beauty salon called Snip It Real Good. I am a grown woman wearing 1974-era heels I stole from my mother’s closet.

			Terry shot Jenna a pitying look, then whispered, “Just so I’m clear . . . you were kidding about the self-helpie thing, right?”

			“Dumb joke.”

			“Dude! You’re, like, awkward squared!” She said this brightly, without a trace of meanness. “It’s always weird being the new girl. Just relax.”

			“Thank you,” said Jenna, smiling weakly. “I haven’t had coffee yet. I should never attempt to be funny before noon.”

			Terry lowered her voice. “Are you nervous because you’re working for Darcy? Don’t be. I mean, we’re all terrified of her, but you’re, like, contemporaries, so she’ll probably go easy on you.”

			Darcy was the CEO of Belladonna Media, the digital media company that owned StyleZine and eight other successful women’s online magazines. She was widely known to be an unrepentant bitch.

			“She’s so frightening,” continued Terry in a low whisper. “She banned me from work for a week last month, no pay, because I had some bad sushi at Chuko and my face broke out. She said my skin was making her gag.”

			“That’s Darcy,” said Jenna, rolling her eyes. “But I’m not scared of her. I’ve known her since we were editorial assistants. When I look at her, I see a twenty-five-year-old dressed like the frontwoman of a ska/hip-hop fusion band.”

			“I was so much flyer than Gwen Stefani,” said a withering, raspy voice behind Jenna.

			Terry’s face blanched. Jenna turned around and saw Darcy, standing with her hands on her hips.

			“Hey, Darcy!” said Jenna.

			“Well, if it isn’t the patron saint of wanna-be fashionistas from flyover states,” said the elfin CEO. She clocked in at only five feet, but her presence was massive. With her enormous, always-appraising (and never quite impressed) hazel-brown eyes, perfect miniature body, and smoky voice that always sounded like she’d just woken up, she was one of those mesmerizing women that men couldn’t get enough of without understanding why.

			She focused her attention on Terry. “We need to talk, lover. Your post on the blonde in the Giambattista Valli ethnic print swing blouse? Incredible style, but she looks like Mayor Bloomberg. No ugly girls. We need our readers lusting to look like these broads, or else we lose traffic, advertisers, and our jobs. Wake up!” She clapped in her face, twice. “Mitchell’s such a clued-in photo editor, what was he thinking? That husky queen needs to spend less time photographing himself in front of gelato shops”—this was a reference to his fledgling food blog—“and focus on the job that pays his goddamned bills. Fucking gelato. That’s why he’s built like a nine-volt Duracell battery.”

			“I . . . I’m sorry, Darcy, I’ll delete the post.”

			“Damned right. Leave us.”

			Terry scrambled away, and Darcy shot Jenna an exasperated look. “Children.”

			Jenna fake-smiled and nodded, almost blown away by that ­diatribe—­but not really. She was used to Darcy’s acerbic persona. Actually, given her history with the CEO, it was bizarre that they were even in the same room and on speaking terms, let alone working together.

			It had all started with a man. When Jenna was twenty-three she dated an Arista Records exec named Marcus. For a small-town girl new to the big city, dating a guy that was a major industry player was magical! For months, she ignored the fact that Marcus’s phone rang at weird times, and that he was only available at the most random hours (dinner at either five or eleven?). But he was a great kisser and he knew Method Man personally, so she was super-into him.

			On Valentine’s Day, Jenna decided to surprise him at his Brooklyn apartment with a homemade cake. But he didn’t answer the door—a tiny, furious chick with a chic pixie-cut did. It was Marcus’s real girlfriend. His fiancée, a twenty-four-year-old Mademoiselle editorial assistant named Darcy Vale.

			She grabbed the cake and slammed it in Jenna’s face. Hard. Not only was Jenna knocked out, she had an icing-smeared cut on her lip that required three stitches.

			Both women were soon-to-be powerful in media (and powerful black women in media), so their social circles intersected a thousand different ways. The two were at the same parties, fashion shows, and weddings. There was no avoiding her as they ascended in the industry, and Darcy tortured Jenna every chance she could.

			“So, how was your first week?” asked Darcy, striding into her office, with Jenna following behind.

			“It’s been fun,” said Jenna, fussing with her hair again. The curls, like everything else about her, were new. In Virginia, she’d been too Xanax-zonked to deal with relaxers, so she let her natural hair happen. “Thanks again for the opportunity.”

			“It wasn’t a favor. I’m a businesswoman and, the truth is, I need you. StyleZine has some of the sharpest fashion brains in the industry, but they’re kids. They’re lacking connections, real access. I needed an experienced OG editor to attract flashy advertisers and media attention. Darling’s Fashion Director? The good-cop judge on ABC’s cheesiest hit, America’s Modeling Competition? You’re perfect.” She tousled her honey-highlighted Halle spikes. “Though I don’t know why I trust you after you stole that Harper’s Bazaar position from me fifteen years ago.”

			“I didn’t steal it,” Jenna said patiently. “You got fired and I got hired.”

			“You’d been campaigning for the position for months. But it’s all good. Forever ago, right?” Darcy smiled, slightly menacingly. “Where are you living now? Certainly not the West Village townhouse; I read somewhere that Brian’s still there.”

			Jenna flinched when she heard his name. “I moved to a one-­bedroom on Reade.”

			“Reade in Tribeca? Those rents are astronomical; Brian must’ve hooked it up for you. You can’t afford it on your salary. God, I’m so tickled to have gotten an establishment editor basically for free.”

			She’ll never let me forget that I was desperate enough to accept a humiliating pay cut. Anything for a second chance.

			“No, Reade in Brooklyn,” Jenna said, trying to temper her irritation. “It’s an up-and-coming neighborhood.”

			“Charming.” Darcy crinkled her adorable nose. “So, how was Virginia?”

			She pasted a cheery smile. “Cathartic. I loved taking the time to unplug.”

			“Ha! That’s what every out-of-work editor says when she’s spending the day doing Kegels and obsessively updating her LinkedIn profile.”

			Jenna ignored this, returning to her rehearsed spiel. “Also, the style theory class I taught at the community college really gave me a fresh insight to . . .”

			“Whatever. Just know I was sympathetic to your situation,” Darcy interrupted. “You’re better off without Brian. All that jet-setting without you. Those rumors! You can’t trust a self-made millionaire. Their dicks are too hard for the lifestyle. Next time, get a man with family inheritance.” She winked. “The money’s less sexy to them.”

			Jenna stared at her for a beat, too shocked at her audacity to speak.

			“Darcy, I respect you. And I’m thrilled to be here. But I’d appreciate it if you stop mentioning my ex-fiancé.”

			Darcy raised her eyebrows. “You’ve gotten feisty in your old age. I like it.”

			“Not feisty. Direct.”

			“Okay.” She eyed her old rival. “Let’s get something straight. I won’t forget how you dropped every ounce of professionalism and skipped town over personal drama. You have an eight-month contract—I expect you to triple StyleZine’s readership in that time. Fail, and you’re fired. Because if you fuck me, you know I’ll fuck you harder.”

			Jenna looked at her, galled. This was a girl who, at a Def Jam assistant’s house party in 1997, made besties with a famed video vixen—and then convinced the vixen’s rapper boyfriend to pay her rent for a year. A woman who, in 2003, purposely dated a photographer who’d snapped nude pics of her Seventeen publisher, and then secretly sold copies to the gossip blogs—resulting in her boss’s dismissal and Darcy’s promotion to her spot. A shark who, after predicting in 2007 that magazines were doomed, lured tycoon businessman Luca Belladonna away from his wife, pillaged his bank account to launch Belladonna Media, transformed two style blogs into a nine-website beauty and fashion ­conglomerate . . . and then divorced him.

			Jenna had her number. So, there was no way in hell she’d allow Darcy to threaten her.

			“You’ve already made it clear that I need to deliver. I’m here to write my ‘Just Jenna’ advice column and develop a fashion web series. Let me do my job, Darcy, and we both know I’ll make this site more successful than ever.”

			“I’m loving this new you,” said Darcy. “I wish you’d always been this feisty. Sparring with you would’ve been so much more satisfying.”

			“Sparring?” Jenna laughed. “In ’99, you impersonated Karl Lagerfield’s publicist and emailed me a fake itinerary for the Chanel press trip! Ten fashion editors were flown to Ibiza for the weekend, and I ended up at a sweatshop in Gowanus.”

			“Which inspired your ‘ugly beauty’ Darling shoot at the Gowanus Canal with ballerinas wearing tattered Vivienne Westwood. You’re welcome.”

			“Those were the good old days,” said Jenna.

			“These are the good old days,” said Darcy, eyeing her Cartier tank watch. “I’m late for lunch at Brasserie.”

			She stood and headed for the door, shouting directives at Jenna as she went. “I need three more Just Jenna posts by 5. And come up with ideas for your web series—the new videographer is starting on Monday. And get your social media footprint together. Our editors are digital stars; you need to be one, too. Figure it out.”

			It was then that Jenna truly started to panic. Social media footprint? What did that even mean?

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			J enna had shut the world out in Virginia. It was just her, hiding out in her parents’ house in a holey flannel shirt and circa-1990 Bart Simpson boxers (“Trailer Park Hopelessness”), developing a smoking habit, and binge-watching Game of Thrones. She’d been groggy with isolation and languishing in her childhood bedroom, which was overflowing with trash bags full of her designer clothes, handbags, and shoes—artifacts from a past life. There was no waxing, no mani/pedis, and no sex, and she only used the Internet to check the weather. The last thing on her mind was social media. But now, it was time to figure it out.

			Jenna flipped open the laptop perched on her desk in her tiny office (as StyleZine’s Elder Stateswoman, she was awarded a former custodial closet instead of a cubicle. Thrilled to have a door, she accepted). Since the idea of wading through Twitter incinerated her brain, she pulled up Facebook. From 2010 to 2012, the site had gone from a chatty family reunion to an orgy of oversharing.

			She had so many questions. GIFs—did no one think they were disturbing, like bad-acid-trip hallucinations? Who created those spiritual affirmations written in spunky fonts over pictures of sunsets? Was there an approved list of hashtags somewhere? Pausing to photograph your pecan-encrusted French toast before eating it—was this the digital version of saying grace? Kanye, Kim, and kale—did nothing else matter? Jenna felt like she’d just rocketed from the Paleolithic era in a Delorean.

			Already overwhelmed, she swiveled her chair around to stare at the wall behind her desk. She hadn’t yet decorated, save for one important thing—her beloved vintage movie poster of Nina Mae McKinney in the 1929 musical Hallelujah. Forgotten today, Nina Mae McKinney was the most beautiful black woman in Hollywood before Halle, Dorothy, or Lena ever drew a breath. Just a small-town Southern girl who was plucked out of the chorus line to star in the first black musical ever—and then Charlestoned her way through Europe, romancing royals and drinking bathtub gin. She was Jenna’s spirit animal. The poster had hung in every office she’d ever had.

			Who would she be today? thought Jenna. Probably Beyoncé, since Nina was a triple threat, too. Is Beyoncé a great actress, though? She was glorious in Dreamgirls, but she looked like she was nursing an ulcer as Etta James in Cadillac Records . . .

			Just then, her iPhone vibrated on top of her desk. Swiveling around, she grabbed it—and when she saw who it was, all breath left her body.

			Brian Stein. Her former Jewish Adonis. Why would he be calling? What did they have to talk about?

			Paralyzed, Jenna stared as the phone vibrated five times. And then, a millisecond before the call went to voice mail, she answered.

			“Jenna?”

			“Is this Stromboli’s Pizzeria again? I didn’t order; you have the wrong number.”

			“Funny.”

			“Hi.” She held her breath.

			“Hi. I can’t believe I’m actually hearing your voice.”

			“Yeah. Weird. Can I help you?”

			“I assume a ‘welcome back’ is in order? I was surprised to hear that you were back in the city. I thought you would’ve called me.”

			“Honestly, I didn’t think it would affect your life in any way.”

			“I know we’ve been through hell, JJ, but you can’t pretend we’re not connected. We were together for twenty years. Can’t we be friends?”

			“You left me.”

			“No, I told you I was opposed to your vision for our future.”

			“You told me? I wasn’t your secretary, Brian. We were two people in a relationship!”

			“You weren’t happy either.”

			“I wasn’t happy because the love of my life—my first and only love, since I was a freshman at Georgetown—wasted my sexiest years, pretended he wanted to marry me, and then changed his mind about being a husband and a father. That was thrilling news for a woman with thirty-eight-year-old eggs.”

			“Look, I just want us to be on good terms. Are you open to grabbing coffee? I’ll send a car to your office.”

			“Brian, I wish you well. But I’m not interested in sipping lattes with you and pretending you didn’t ruin my life.”

			“Fine, JJ.” He sighed. “There was another reason for my call. I . . . I guess I wanted you to hear this from me. I’ve been seeing someone, seriously.”

			“Oh?” Jenna clutched her stomach and shut her eyes. She knew this moment would come, but she wasn’t ready. And she’d wanted to have a boyfriend first.

			“You might know her. Lily. She works for Salon.”

			“Lily L’Amour? You’re seeing the relationship columnist at Salon? You couldn’t find someone in a different industry? And her name isn’t Lily, by the way. It’s Celeste Wexler.”

			“I know.”

			“Anna must be thrilled you have a Jewish girlfriend.”

			“You know my mom adores you. Won’t even look Lily in the eyes, she’s so loyal to you. The first and last time I took Lily home, she had an episode of America’s Modeling Competition playing on DVR.”

			This gave Jenna a surge of ex-girlfriend satisfaction. “Well, I’m happy you’re happy.”

			“You were gone. You didn’t even give us a chance to figure it out.”

			“Figure what out? You threw yourself into your work, into being the famous real estate developer, the man I helped make. You hadn’t touched me in over a year.” She swallowed. “I’m still wondering who you were touching.”

			“Holy Christ. I’m not dignifying that with a response.”

			“You never have.” She slumped down in her chair, hit by a tidal wave of sadness. “We’d planned a whole life together. You backed out.”

			“I didn’t want what you wanted. But I didn’t want to lose you.”

			“And the award for most classically male declaration of selfishness goes to . . .”

			“You imploded,” said Brian. “You sold my Warhol and my Koons on the stoop for five dollars. You fought with me in the street, accusing me of cheating with everyone from our dry cleaner’s daughter to the gay guy who installs sewage systems in my residential communities. The gay guy?”

			“Well, you’d become so secretive! And you’re obsessed with fancy exfoliants. Plus, you had that man-crush on George Clooney . . .”

			“I’m a wealthy guy who lives in suits. Clooney is the best-dressed man in the world. Damned right I have a man-crush on him.” He paused. “You left without saying goodbye. It was very difficult.”

			“Difficult? Zumba is difficult!”

			“I called, I emailed—and nothing. I waited for you,” he said. “But I couldn’t stay alone forever.”

			“Of course not. Look, I wish you and Celeste the best. I will check Salon every month to see if she mentions your left-leaning penis in her column.” She took a deep breath. “I’m finally over you, Brian. And I just want you to be happy.”

			“Thank you. Even though you just insulted my penis.” He paused. “I’ll let you go; I’m catching a flight to the country.”

			He means the East Hampton house that I decorated. I art-directed our lives, and he financed it. We were sure to crumble under the weight of all that pretty.

			“Just . . . congratulations on the job. And JJ? If Darcy Vale gives you any trouble, I’ll buy her company and sell it to OWN.”

			“I can handle Darcy.”

			“Hmm. I recall a younger you crying in my arms after she caked you,” said Brian with a light chuckle. “We broke up one time, and you ended up with her fiancé. Of all the men in Manhattan.”

			“Yeah, well, that was a long time ago.”

			“I hope you change your mind about coffee.”

			“I hope you change your mind about hoping I change my mind.”

			Jenna hung up and stared into space. Since stepping into the office this morning, she’d gone from zingy excitement about her comeback, to feeling like an out-of-step dinosaur, to stomach-churning hurt. She hated that Brian could still affect her. She got up, shut her office door, and sat on top of her desk. And bawled.

			“Lily L’Amour? With her silly, pedantic Carrie Bradshaw-lite column that reads like Twilight fan fiction crossed with Are You There God? It’s Me, Margaret? This is the woman that my ex-fiancé is deeply in love with? He went from me to that? You guys go on without me. I’ll just be here. Dead.”

			It was later that evening, and Jenna was lying on her back on an enormous, all-white bed in an all-white suite at the Highline Hotel on 20th Street. The hotel’s creative director, Elodie Franklin, was Jenna’s best friend since Georgetown—and tonight, she was throwing a book launch in the hotel’s Refectory. The fete started in fifteen minutes, and the girls were having pregame champagne.

			“If you die over Brian Stein, I’ll kill you.” Elodie was perched at the vanity, painstakingly applying a dramatic swoop of black liquid liner. She’d been raised on a hippie commune in Berkeley by a Korean mother and black father (she looked so much like a certain music mogul divorcee that she’d been known to sign autographs on Kimora’s behalf ). As a kid, when anyone on the commune had an issue, they all sat in a circle, practiced their primal screams, and kept it moving. She abhorred delving too deeply in emotions. Her style was to barrel straight to the point, boundary-free, whether it was during an argument or while seducing one of her many grateful conquests. A stunner, she stood at least 5'11" in her usual “Medieval Whore Meets Biker Chick” look: a gauzy maxi dress that exposed her massive cleavage, a long braid tossed over one shoulder, and motorcycle boots.

			“You’re heartless,” said Billie Burke-Lane, Jenna’s other closest friend. She was on the floor in Downward Dog. As an overscheduled wife and mother, yoga was the only thing that calmed her, even when done in the middle of a conversation.

			“I’m not heartless. I adore my Chihuahuas,” said Elodie.

			“You are. Jenna just found out that Brian is dating the genius who dreams up gems like ‘Ten Ways to Relate to His Penis Personality.’ Show some compassion,” said Billie.

			A busty cutie with a swingy, chestnut blowout, she met Jenna in the Condé Nast cafeteria in 2001, where they’d bonded over being black editors at mainstream magazines. At the time, Billie had been Du Jour’s beauty director, but when the magazine folded, she joined M. Cosmetics as V.P. of Global Communications. Of Jenna’s two friends, she was the nurturing mama bear who worshipped at the altar of openness and true love. She tried to make time for her single friends and their ­shenanigans—but her true focus was staying sane so she could get home to her five-year-old daughter, May, and her husband, Jay, an award-­winning poet who taught Voices of the Diaspora at Fordham University.

			Billie and Elodie were bound together because they both loved Jenna, but they bickered like a couple in the first third of a rom-com.

			“Billie, I refuse to take you seriously while you’re upside down,” said Elodie. “Also, I’m insulted that you’re not staying for my party.”

			“I’m only here to support Jenna in her time of woe. I’m jetlagged from that sales conference in Hong Kong. I don’t have the energy to celebrate a photography book devoted to dogs dressed in lingerie. I just want to go home and watch Veep in my panties.”

			At the Highline Hotel, Elodie oversaw artsy-fartsy charity soirees or fashion industry events—but her real moneymakers were parties promoting pet projects for A-listers who wanted to be famous for something else. Tonight’s fete was for a Guess-model-turned-­photographer—and her celebrity chef husband had paid Elodie an obscene amount to make her conceptual coffee table book seem legit.

			Elodie spun around her padded bench and faced Jenna.

			“You’ve said Brian’s dead to you. Why do you care who he sleeps with?”

			“I’m . . . just scandalized by his choice in women.” Her stomach was churning. “Brian has impeccable taste. He has decanters prettier than her! I felt like I had to be flawless for this man, and now he’s with a chick who looks like Chelsea Handler?”

			“Honestly,” continued Elodie with a chuckle, “I can’t even see Brian with a white woman. Remember how black he was at school? I love when he tries to go all fake Trump with me. It’s like, please don’t make me tell the Wall Street Journal that you taught my dorm how to do the Roger Rabbit.”

			“When did he become a sociopath?” wondered Jenna.

			“He’s not a sociopath,” said Billie, now sitting cross-legged on the plush rug. “Just the nightmare New York man.”

			Elodie nodded. “The kind who makes so much money that he thinks you should ignore your bothersome needs and just be pleased as fuck to be in his orbit.”

			“But Brian really did love you,” said Billie, who always hoped they’d make it through their rough patch. “He was so committed, for so long. But then he just . . . wasn’t.”

			“And I lost it,” said Jenna. “Do you realize that this is my first social event since Le Petit Scandale? I basically had a meltdown in front of Manhattan. All those public fights Brian and I had. Then there was the bleak Dorothy Parker poem I posted on Facebook . . .”

			Elodie grimaced. “No wonder you swore off social media.”

			Billie glared at her.

			“And then Darling sent me on mental health leave, and promoted my number two the next day. I’m not even sure that’s legal. I left the Condé Nast building sobbing through the lobby during lunchtime, when the traffic’s highest. I’m pretty sure Anna Wintour did a double take.”

			No one person’s bigger than Darling, her editor-in-chief had said. You were gone, and Bertie stepped up. Frankly, we needed some new energy, anyway.

			“The gossip blogs were terrible,” she said. “Gawker, Page 6, the blind items. A disgrace. Seriously, I’ve spent the past two days psyching myself up to show my face at this party.”

			“You’re talking like you were Amanda Bynes,” said Elodie. “It was low-level media gossip. Blew over in five minutes. Plus, it gave you an edge.”

			“Agreed,” said Billie. “If you’re going to fall apart, make it interesting. Look at Elizabeth Taylor.” Billie adored La Liz. “When her life imploded, she binged on fried chicken, became a blowzy alcoholic, wore plus-size Halston, and married a Republican. Divine.”

			Jenna suddenly sat up on the bed, grabbing her glass of champagne from the nightstand. “You know what? No more Brian talk. I’m back, I have this fab new job, and I’m no longer a depressed Zoloftian! I need to get mega-drunk and forget that entire conversation.”

			“Cheers to your comeback,” exclaimed Elodie, lifting up her glass. “Even if you have to work with fashion’s answer to Abbie Lee Miller.”

			“Cheers,” said Billie, clinking her glass with the others. “Plus, you cannot waste a dress that good, weeping in a hotel room.”

			For the first time in ages, Jenna was feeling kind of cute. She wore a clingy, knee-length, white dress with lingerie detailing, which she’d swiped from the fashion closet at work (“South Beach Gold-digger”)—and sky-high orange stilettos, borrowed from Billie.

			“You know what I’d love?” asked Jenna.

			“Ombre highlights?” asked Billie, their resident beauty expert. “They’d be everything with your new hair.”

			“Cute! But no. Sex. It’s been years. This morning I tried to masturbate and I swear my vagina laughed at me.”

			“Oh, sweetie,” said Billie, sadly.

			“But I just got my first Brazilian wax in forever, and I’m feeling like this is a step in a lustier direction.”

			“A bald vag is necessary to have a restorative one-night stand, which is what you need,” agreed Elodie.

			“Am I ready, though? I doubt I even remember how to properly administer a blow job.”

			“Please, it’s like riding a bike.” Elodie tugged at her dress, exposing more of her F-cup cleavage. “Running to the event now. See you downstairs, Jenna. Tonight, I’m setting you up!”

			“Find her a guy you haven’t slept with,” Billie called out to Elodie, as she swept out the door.

			“In this crowd, that might be challenging!” hollered Elodie.

			Then, Billie climbed on the bed and handed a slightly worried-­looking Jenna a siren-red lipstick. “Like Elizabeth Taylor said, ‘Pour yourself a drink, put on some lipstick, and pull yourself together.’ Now go. You can’t be late for your coming-out party.”

		

	
		
			Chapter 3

			T he Refectory had once been a dorm for monks, and looked it. Elodie had taken advantage of the gothic, cathedral-esque space by going for an Eyes Wide Shut vibe with the decor. Billowing, sheer white curtains sectioned off six separate areas—each with its own bar. Crimson candles dripped onto every surface, massive gold chandeliers hung from the arched ceilings; and overstuffed purple velvet chaises were arranged in darkened, sexy corners. As was custom with any event where models were the centerpiece, there were men everywhere.

			The crowd was a sampling from every scene, a perfect storm of NYC nightlife. The Weeknd and Drake were blaring—but no one was dancing, except for the guest of honor’s fellow Victoria’s Secret models. Posed in clusters throughout were their boy-model counterparts, dressed in lumberjack shirts and reeking of Parliaments and Bushwick boredom. Holding court at the bar were the ever-important Suits, who always kept the scene going by financing most of Elodie’s celebrity pet projects. Hovering above the crowd were a handful of gorgeous NBA and NFL stars, who were a must at these things, because both the models and the Suits appreciated them. And then there were a few scorchingly chic, high-priced hookers (these were for the Suits too charmless to score a model). Weaving throughout were bespectacled, indie-cute journalists on the arts/lifestyle beat, and young fashion girls, who were as sexy as the models, but short and poor.

			Jenna hadn’t been in the room for two seconds before her best friend grabbed her arm.

			“I found you a man,” said Elodie, who’d spent the last twenty minutes shirking her event-planning duties to play matchmaker. “All I know is he went to Yale and he’s a radiologist. He’s walking toward us now.”

			“Wait! I’m not ready . . .”

			“You haven’t had sex since the Bush administration. You’re ready.” She shoved a glass of champagne at Jenna. “Dialo Banin! This is Jenna Jones. Jenna, this good man has been dying to meet you. Talk amongst yourselves, while I go bounce a few VH1 reality-show whores.”

			With that rushed introduction, Elodie dashed off into the crowd. Dialo stood in front of Jenna, affixing her with a brilliant white smile. He was wearing an achingly expensive suit, a tangerine day scarf arranged just so, and aviators. Indoors. At night.

			“So . . . what were your other two wishes?”

			“I’m sorry?”

			“Where’s your sense of humor, hon?” he asked, smiling. “It was an ice-breaker.”

			“Oh! Well, ice broken.” Coming from this man, with his florid accent, in that getup, the “wishes” line sounded like a come-on that Truman Capote would’ve delivered at a dude disco in Vegas.

			“Would you like to sit down?”

			“I’d love to,” she said, making a mental note to destroy Elodie for this. Dialo touched her elbow and led her over to an itty-bitty reserved cocktail table flanked by two high-backed, wrought iron chairs. He sat back in his chair, stretching out his legs. There was now no room for her under the table, so she wrapped her ankles around her chair legs, like a schoolgirl. Nervous, she folded her hands in her lap, and then accidentally lasered-in on Dialo’s burgundy velvet YSL slippers.

			Jenna understood exactly who Dialo was. He was one of those fake-flashy Euro neo-dandies who hung “WC” signs on the bathroom doors in their Murray Hill rentals.

			“I have to admit, I’m not a book enthusiast. But I’m glad I came,” he said, stroking his chin. “You’re lucky to be here.”

			“I know, it’s a great party.”

			“No, I mean you’re lucky to be here. With me. I don’t usually date black women. But when I Googled you on my phone, I had to make an exception.”

			“Huh. But you’re black. Why don’t you . . .” She stopped talking, because she noticed that Dialo wasn’t even looking at her. He peered over her shoulder. She darted her eyes in that direction, and saw a group of twenty-year-olds in tiny dresses—the knockoff version of hers.

			An hour before, Jenna had felt a degree of excitement while getting dressed for her first night out since returning to New York. She’d almost felt like a dewy-eyed recent college grad, heading out for a naughty night of club-hopping and hopefully getting pawed by a baby Leo DiCaprio in VIP. But her options were no longer limitless. She was decades older, and being ignored by a fancy-pants douche she wasn’t even attracted to.

			“I’m black,” he continued, “but not American black like you. I’m from Ghana via London. And relax, I just find white women to be more easygoing.”

			“Ohhh, you’re one of those.” Jenna sipped her drink, trying to figure out how to lose this bozo. “But I’m clearly black, so why are you here?”

			“I do enjoy some biracial women, which is what I figured you were from your pictures. So you get a pass, love.” He guffawed.

			“Nope, not biracial. I’m one hundred percent all-American black. So black that my middle name is Keisha.”

			Dialo grimaced. “Anyway, when I found out you used to be a famous fashion editor, I was impressed. I have a superb publicist, should you need one. He’s so stylish. He hooked me up with this Matthew Williamson scarf.”

			“That’s a woman’s piece, you know.”

			“But it works with a strong seamed jacket.”

			“Indeed.” Jenna vowed to kill Elodie. “So, should a radiologist have a publicist? Isn’t that breaking some sort of Hippocratic oath?”

			“I mostly have A-list clients, so . . .” he trailed off. “I must say, you look just like a girl I went to Yale with. But surely you’re a good ten years younger than me, little lady.”

			Jenna grinned, deciding to fuck with him a little.

			“Doubt it. I’m forty-five.” She added on five years, just to watch his head explode. “How old are you?”

			“Forty-five? I’m forty-three!”

			“So, we’re contemporaries.”

			“But I thought . . . wow, forty-five? I wouldn’t have guessed.”

			His entire body language changed. He shook his head, as if rejecting the entire notion. And then actually looked at his watch. She signaled a waitress. “Sweetie, could we get some napkins?”

			“Why do you need napkins?” Then Dialo lowered his voice and asked Jenna, “Am I making you wet?”

			Jenna finished the rest of her champagne and then stood up, slowly rearranging her dress. As she did, she allowed her bag to tip the remaining splash of his cocktail onto one of his velvet slippers.

			As Dialo squealed like Babe, she hurried away, grabbing two glasses of champagne from a cater-waiter’s tray. He was vile. But the worst part? He wasn’t at all unique. He was the classic New York mover-and-shaker. A doctor with a publicist. Straight, but so fey you could smell the Kiehl’s eye cream.

			Jenna stormed through the party, looking everywhere for Elodie. Since she was nowhere to be found, she planted herself next to a bar and downed both glasses. Just then a group of guys swept by her, all Suits. She’d known them peripherally for years—and tonight, they were surrounded by six hotties in their twenties (in outfits Jenna would later describe as being a cross between “Atlanta Prom” and “Who Gives a Fuck”). The guys gave Jenna air-kisses, and the May-December group went on their way.

			“What is this?” she murmured out loud to no one, shaking her head in frustration. The room swayed a little bit. Steadying herself by grabbing the edge of the bar, she asked the willowy bartender, “If you have a Brazilian and no one sees it, does it exist? You know, like the tree in the forest thing?”

			The girl giggled. “What’s wrong, doll?”

			“Can I get another glass of Prosecco?” The chick slid her one, Jenna’s fourth, and she threw it back. She was well on the road to sloshed. “What’s up with the twenty-year-old girls? These men are my age. The guys get older, the girls get younger, and where does that leave me? I was with one man my whole life. I’m forty and basically dating for the first time. I have no idea how to naviglate . . . nafligate . . . navigate this world.”

			Finishing her drink, she saw one of her Suit friends catch her eye and then point at his model’s ass behind her back. He leered. Jenna shot him her middle finger.

			“Honey,” said the waitress, “why don’t you go sit down for a little bit?”

			“Speshtacular idea.”

			Jenna spotted an empty chaise in a dark corner, half-hidden by one of the swaying curtains. She managed to weave her way through the crowd and plunk herself down on the little couch. She must’ve dozed off, because the next thing she knew, someone tapped her shoulder.

			“You okay?’

			Jenna sat up straight, jerking her head up so fast that her hair got caught in her lip gloss. A man sat next to her. A kid, really—he looked barely out of his teens, wearing Jordans, distressed jeans, and a black tee that shouted “Blame Society” in red typeface. A busy swirl of tattoos erupted from his shirtsleeve and covered his arm, stopping at his wrist. His look was effortlessly crisp, in a Red Hook hipster-meets-hip-hop way. Lanky and tall with I-play-basketball-all-weekend biceps, he looked like a person who was well aware that he was, by far, the coolest sophomore at NYU.

			He eyed her with furrowed concentration. “You okay?” he repeated.

			“Yes! I’m fine. I’m great great great.”

			“Yeah, you sound it.” He smiled. “How many drinks?”

			“Four. No, five. Are you as drunk as me?”

			He nodded, lifting up his glass. “And high. On too many things.”

			“But you’re, like, eighteen. Are you even legal? What are you doing here?”

			“I’m twenty-two! I have a seriously elite college degree from USC film school.”

			“USC film? Color me impressed! If I wasn’t in fashion, I’d be in film. In high school, I thought about being a film historian, but my mother was like, what the hell is a film historian, so I never . . .” Aware that she was rambling, she stopped herself. “She has a very strong personality. Anyway, that’s fantastic.”

			“Not even. None of us can get jobs. The acceptance rate at USC film school is lower than Harvard Law. We worked our asses off for no reason. I’m here to pick up my boy, one of the waiters. Yo, this guy’s one of the illest cinematographers of my generation, and he’s serving moscato to a Basketball Wife.”

			“Yikes, Elodie’s gonna be furious. She didn’t want any reality people in here.”

			“They’re here. I was just over in the fake butt section.” He shuddered. “I haaate plastic surgery. Hard, balloon breasts. And what’s that thing women do when they suck the fat out of their thighs?”

			“Liposuction.”

			“Terrible. I like for women to have . . .” He paused, making grabby gestures in the air. “Smush.”

			Jenna got comfy, curling up against the back of the couch. “I’ve always wanted smush, but I’m too skinny. I’ve had ­curve-envy my whole life.”

			“You have smush somewhere. Besides, you’re not skinny, you’re . . . svelte. Sinuous.”

			“You like S words.”

			“Yeah, I had a lisp in kindergarten, so I like to stunt with my superior ‘S’ game.”

			“Awww!”

			“I’m cutting myself off.” He put his glass down on the cocktail table, shaking his head. “The lisp? Information not to disclose upon meeting a staggeringly pretty girl.”

			“You think I’m staggeringly pretty?”

			He nodded. “Absolutely. You’re, like, next-level fancy. Incapable of having a tacky moment. I was just at a party with girls filming twerk videos on Vine, so I can say this with authority.”

			“Twerk videos on Vine?” Jenna paused, and then frowned. “Actually, I don’t even know what or where Vine is.”

			“You’ve never heard of Vine?”

			She shrugged apologetically. “I’ve been away.”

			“See? I feel like you’re a different breed of woman. Like you’re from a planet of angelic goddesses who are, like, made of the sugary oozy stuff inside Cadbury eggs and speak in Ezra Pound stanzas. And own tiny condos inside of rainbows.”

			Jenna’s mouth opened, and then she howled with unselfconscious laughter. “I’m what? You’re so weird!”

			“I know,” he said, looking bashful. “I read too much science fiction.”

			“So do I. And weird is good. I love it.”

			“As long as you love it,” he said. And then he grinned at her. Jenna’s heart almost stopped. His smile tore through her like lightning. She felt it in her thighs.

			Jesus, that mouth. Those puffy, bitable lips . . .

			“You know what else you look like?”

			“Tell me,” she said.

			He folded his arms across his chest and studied her, long and indulgently. Jenna’s stomach flip-­flopped—she was mesmerized. His eyes were arresting, almond-shaped and beyond black, like ink dipped in water. God, he was beautiful. Finally, his mouth curled into a secret smile, and Jenna smiled back, and then they were two strangers smiling giddily at each other for no reason.

			“You look like you need to be kissed. Badly.”

			“Worse than you know. How could you tell?”

			“ ’Cause you’re staring at my mouth with laser-like focus.”

			“Cocky.”

			“Self-aware.”

			“Well, it’s true. Your mouth is really . . . good.” Was it the alcohol, or was he the most fuckable person she’d ever seen? Jenna bit her bottom lip, her mind racing. She could feel her cheeks getting hot. She wanted to rip this kid’s clothes off.

			Was she drunk enough to do this?

			“Do you want to kiss me?” she asked.

			“Is that rhetorical?”

			She shook her head, scooting a bit closer to him.

			“If you knew what I wanted to do,” he said, “you’d call security.”

			“Kiss me, then. We’re both wasted. That means we won’t muh-member . . . I mean, remember any of this tomorrow.”

			“Oh, I’ll muh-member.”

			They both peered over the back of the couch to see how conspicuous they were. They were facing a corner, and the almost-sheer panel billowing from the ceiling was half-shielding them. Everyone was busy doing whatever people do at parties for dog books. Plus, it was really dark.

			“No one’s looking,” she said. “So give me your best kiss. Your A-plus kiss.”

			“I’ll give you the B-plus one. ’Cause I’m a gentleman.”

			“Lana Turner said a gentleman is a patient wolf,” she whispered, tipping her face up to his.

			“Lana Turner was correct.” He leaned in, his lips almost touching hers. “So . . . now?”

			“Now.”

			He brushed his lips across hers, barely grazing her. A thousand tingles shot through her body. He kissed her again, his lips soft, but firm. Then things got serious. He slid his hand into her hair, angled his mouth over hers, and kissed her deeply, languidly.

			A moan escaped her lips—she was totally caught off guard by how electric it felt. He pinned her against the chaise, tonguing her mouth with such sensuous rawness, it was like he was inside of her—and it was so achingly good that she forgot where she was, hiking her leg up around his waist, the hem of her dress sliding all the way to her hips. Holding her still by her hair, he kept at it, unraveling her, all giving, no taking—so that all she could do was grip his sides and drown—until an unimpressed waiter bumped into Jenna while collecting their drinks. Jolted, they drew apart and just looked at each other. Stunned.

			“Fuck,” whimpered Jenna. Her eyes were half-closed.

			“Your turn,” he said, his fist still tangled in her hair. “I want your B-plus.”

			“I’ll give you my B,” she murmured. “I don’t want to destroy you.”

			“Cocky.”

			“Self-aware.”

			Jenna pushed him back and climbed onto his lap, straddling him. Holding the top of the couch for balance, she kissed him with total voraciousness, letting loose all the lust and sexual frustration she’d had for years. He matched her intensity, bruising her lips with his and gripping her where her ass met her thighs.

			“Smush,” he growled into her mouth. “Told you.”

			“I . . . I can’t believe I’m making out in the middle of a party,” said Jenna, breaking their kiss. “I’m too old for this. We have to stop!”

			“Yeah, definitely,” he said, planting hot, open-mouthed kisses down her neck.

			“I swear to God,” she panted, “I think I love you.”

			“I know I love you,” he murmured against her throat. Then, he looked up at her. “Wait, what’s your name?”

			“Jenna Jones!”

			They both looked up in surprise at Elodie and her intern, Misty, who was struggling not to laugh.

			They tore away from each other, landing on opposites sides of the couch.

			“Kimora Lee Simmons?” He looked confused.

			Elodie rolled her eyes. “Jenna, what the hell are you doing?”

			“You said I needed a one-night stand!”

			“Yes, but I never said you should have it at my event. On a loveseat I rented for six thousand dollars! You could have gotten a room. This is a hotel—there are dozens in this bitch!”

			“But . . . it just felt urgent. I’m bald! I couldn’t waste it!”

			“Bald? You’re not . . .” He stopped himself, chuckling. “Oh.”

			Elodie looked from him to Jenna, her long braid swinging.

			“Who the hell is this kid? What happened to Dialo?”

			“He had on velvet YSL slippers, Elodie. He was the living worst. I hate him.”

			He shot off the chaise in a drunken rage, unsteady on his feet.

			“Velvet slippers? Was he mean to you? Prissy little bitch!”

			“Pipe down, junior,” said Elodie, grabbing his arm. She paused, squeezed his bicep, then looked him up and down. “Okay, I get it; you’re pretty or whatever. But this is not an under-eighteen situation. Your being here could get me arrested.”

			“Why does everyone keep saying I’m a teenager? I’m a grown-ass man, son.”

			“Sweetie, if you have to declare it . . .”

			“Don’t talk to my boyfriend like that,” shouted Jenna, who stood up too quickly. She plopped back down on the chaise.

			“Boyfriend?” He beamed at her, happily. “I’m Eric, by the way.”

			“Erique. Mon chéri.” She made a heart shape with her fingers.

			“Okay, that? Will be too hilarious tomorrow,” said Elodie, stifling giggles. “Misty, escort Jenna’s boyfriend over to the model section. Jenna, my love, you’re coming to my suite. You need water and a bed. I should’ve kept my eye on you.”

			Just then, Jenna’s eyes closed and she toppled over, face-first.

			“Maaan, look! She passed out before I could get her number,” said Eric, his face the picture of disappointment. He gestured toward Elodie. “I sort of feel like you’re in charge. Can you give it to me?”

			Elodie, who had sunk to her knees in front of the couch, had no time for this. “I’m sure Jenna had a meaningful experience with you tonight. But she’s unconscious, so the moment’s passed. Deuces, hot stuff.”

			Eric walked away, dejected. And then Elodie whisked Jenna away to her hotel room, where she spent the night with her head in the toilet. Her Alaïa was ruined, she’d behaved like an adolescent, but the next morning, she felt triumphant.

			Brian wasn’t the only one who could move on.

		

	
		
			Chapter 4

			R odarte, Helmut Lang, Peter Som, Marchesa, Diane von Furstenberg. Jenna was at her desk, trying to sift through the massive stack of New York Fashion Week invites (and missing the days when she had an assistant). The shows were coming up in less than a week, and it was her first appearance at the New York collections in four seasons. She missed this! Many top fashion editors complained about the rapid-fire show schedules, overpriced snack food, impossible cab situation, and extreme weather (always a thunderstorm, heat wave, or snow)—but Jenna still adored the spectacle too much to become jaded. For her, the bi-yearly New York collections were the most magical time of the year.

			But the RSVPs were taking forever because she kept stopping to swipe concealer over her hickie. It was Monday, and it still hadn’t faded. Fishing for her compact in her purse, she felt the memory of the kiss wash over her. She stopped, smiling to herself.

			So delicious.

			That makeout session was, hands down, the silliest moment of her adult life. She’d never hooked up with a stranger—a baby, no less—and certainly not in public. A card-carrying career slut would call it pedestrian (after all, scores of sixteen-year-olds were dry-humping at parties all over Manhattan that night) but to Jenna, it had been empowering. It had been a restorative erotic charge.

			Thank God he was a total stranger. If I had to see him again, I’d die.

			Just then, Terry rushed up to her doorway.

			“Jenna, Darcy wanted me to tell you she’s swinging by in two seconds to talk about your videos.”

			Jenna never understood why Darcy made Terry run ahead of her, blowing the horn, before she made an entrance. The woman was egotistical beyond hope.

			“Thanks, Terry. I see her coming up behind you.”

			Terry grimaced with anxiety. “Cool, I’m outta here.” She scrambled away.

			Jenna looked down at her desk, gathering the invites to make them look more presentable. When she looked back up, she froze solid. She blinked twice, thinking she was hallucinating. Latent optical side effects from violent vomiting on Friday night? But no. This was real.

			It was Darcy. And him. Him. The barely legal hottie.

			In under two seconds, a thousand questions flew through her mind. How did Darcy find out? Am I in trouble for acting so slutty in public? Will I get fired from StyleZine in disgrace? When is the next Amtrak back to Fauquier County, Virginia?

			His face was a mask of bare-naked shock, his mouth forming a tiny “O.” Jenna’s sharp intake of breath was audible. But within seconds, they’d both recovered. Jenna threw on her brightest TV-personality smile. Eric thrust his hands into his pockets and leaned into her doorway, attempting to look composed. He all but whistled.

			“What the hell is wrong with you two?” said Darcy, looking from Eric to Jenna.

			“Nothing. Nothing at all.” Jenna was talking too fast.

			“This is our new videographer, Eric. He’ll be shooting all of the videos for our YouTube channel. His priority will be your web series. I expect you two to make magic together.” Darcy looked at Eric, who’s cool had dissolved, and was now staring at the floor, biting his lip, barely holding back nervous laughter.

			“What’s so funny?” asked Darcy. “Oh I get it. You recognize her.”

			“No! If I met this woman, I’d definitely remember.”

			Darcy smiled, which was always a panicky experience for all involved. It usually meant she was about to drop a bomb.

			“Well, you have met.”

			Jenna began to sweat. “No we haven’t! He’s a complete stranger.”

			“Jenna. You don’t remember my son?”

			“Your . . . son?” she squeaked. Her brain was too overwhelmed to produce an intelligent response. Weakly, she looked up at Eric. “Darcy’s your . . .”

			“My mother,” he said apologetically.

			“You two met at Raymond and Joanne Chase’s wedding, like twelve years ago,” said Darcy. “Eric was little, he had braces . . .”

			“And a lisp.” He glanced at Jenna. She almost choked on her Altoid.

			“And the only reason I took him to that clusterfuck of New Money Blacks was because the New York Times style section was shooting us right after. A Mother’s Day spread with notable moms and their kids. Remember that, E? You were running past Jenna’s table, a badass kid, always. You knocked red wine all over her dress. Which improved it, I must say. DKNY was already over by 2000.”

			“That was you?” Eric shook his head. “This is too embarrassing.”

			“That was me,” said Jenna, nodding in slow motion. She remembered that wedding, the ruined dress, and the mischievous boy. He was adorable, a tiny milk chocolate drop with a handheld camera, interviewing pretty women about their Oscar picks. He’d announced to her table, “James Cameron’s terrible. Wanna see the biopic I made about Busta Rhymes? All my friendth are in it!” She and Billie had giggled about him for weeks.

			“Of course,” continued Darcy, “everyone knew my feelings about you, so they thought I ordered my kid to destroy your dress.”

			“Wait, you know each other outside of work?” It was dawning on Eric that his mother and Jenna had a history. “You’re friends?”
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