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To all those folks out there in the blogosphere—writers, readers, and other assorted friendlies—who keep me company while I work.


Who says writing is a solitary profession?
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Madison_Ave: is all kinds of haute and bothered.



[image: Image]Prêt-à-Party


12/7, 3:11 a.m.
privacy setting: private collection


LOOSE LIPS


I have to say: I am certainly no stranger to drama. But usually, it’s of the variety that belongs to someone else. For instance, Paige. Getting dragged away in handcuffs.


Okay, I’ll admit I didn’t see this key event with my own eyes. Limos are definitely fun, but the tinted windows make it tough to keep up with the latest scandal. Especially when you’re busy creating a private scandal of your own. I honestly can’t believe what went down with Tyler and me tonight.


Bottom line: If someone’s getting busted, I’m seriously glad it’s not me. I totally couldn’t handle this decimating my friendship with Spence. Girls like Paige come and go, but Spencers are forever.


Thank God for FrontPaige making headlines again. Looks like my secret is under wraps … for now, anyway.


location: the Closet


status: afterglowing—I can’t help it! Squee! Sorry, Spencer!


dirty secrets: just the one. But it’s a biggie. This could all end very badly….
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GoldenGirl: is second-guessing.


to: Madison_Ave@bradfordprep.com


from: GoldenGirl@bradfordprep.com


date: 12/7, 2:20 p.m.


re: Blogorrhea


Hi, friendly:


So … about last night.


Crazy, n’est-ce pas? Every time I blink, I see them carting Paige off in handcuffs. And that major-league stink-eye she was flashing my way. I had no idea that false eyelashes could be used so adroitly for the power of evil.


Anyhoo, I know Paige’s comeuppance was a long time, er, comeupping, but it still felt sort of sudden. Rehab, thy name is Paige. Again.


I know I did the right thing. Jeremy says so too. And according to Reegs, Paige wasn’t this far into the hard stuff the last time she was shipped off to Zephyr. So I guess she really needed the reality check. And yet.


I wouldn’t mind if you agreed with me. In so many words. Sooner rather than later. Before I decide I was channeling my inner Paige a bit too much last night.


Meanwhile, ever see Toni’s old blog post about the weekend at the Oceana? Kaylen just IM’d me about it. I mean, I’m sure it’s nothing and I can’t even believe I’m bringing it up—that weekend was ages ago, and so weird anyway—but her blog had a little thing about you … and Tyler … getting a little too friendly?


Stupid, right?


If Toni is so desperately needy for attention and dirt, couldn’t she have come up with something better than that? This is Bradford, after all.


Anyway, it’s so dumb. I thought I’d mention it and then we could laugh about how dumb it is. Because it is. Dumber than dumb.


Right?


Looking forward to hearing how right I am,


Spence


to: GoldenGirl@bradfordprep.com


from: Madison_Ave@bradfordprep.com


date: 12/7, 3:17 p.m.


re: Blogorrhea


Dah-ling:


I guess it’s true what they say: A leopard never changes its spots. And a tigress always keeps her claws sharpened and at the ready.


I can’t believe Toni posted that on her blog! Talk about making a mountain out of a moleskin clutch! She obvs doesn’t understand that Tyler and I are just friends, and not in any Hollywood publicist, “they’re just friends, but really they’re secretly dating” sort of way. I mean, our whole crew is all jokey and flirty and friendly. All of us, all of the time. Gawd.


It’s such a shame that Toni’s never had a flirty conversation with a studly boy. She might be more understanding of the sitch if she had any experience with the opposite sex. Someone really ought to let that girl know that jealousy is out this season. And it doesn’t do much for her complexion, either. (Envy is extremely sallow-making.) Concocting rumors just to get under our collective skin is, as you say, complete and utter dumbness.


Speaking of who was getting down with whom, let’s talk about last night: Dalton and Camden Barrett—get a room, peeps! This is the Hollywood Ball, not Hollywood Boulevard! Did he even wait until Paige had been escorted from the premises before hunting down another hookup?


I know, I know: pot, kettle. I have become what I hate. I’ll shut up now.


And no worries, you did the right thing re: Paige. I’ve been telling you for weeks that she was over the edge.


Meet you in the lounge tomorrow before first period?


Mwah!


Mads


to: Madison_Ave@bradfordprep.com


from: GoldenGirl@bradfordprep.com


date: 12/7, 5:03 p.m.


re: Friendliness


Miss Maddie:


I was obviously having a case of temporary insanity that I even bothered to ask the question. I should learn not to be so gullible. Thanks for not making a thing of it. You’re the bestest (of course).


xx,


Spence


PS: Screw pots and kettles. I might need the gory deets on Cam and Dalton. For serious.


Madison_Ave: hearts gory deets. When they’re not about her.
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12/7, 7:52 p.m.
privacy setting: private collection


LIES OF THE WHITE VARIETY


Or, um, if not quite as white as the illegal substance that was found on Paige Andrews’s person last night, then perhaps more of an ivory or an ecru. An eggshell, if you will. Much like those eggshells that I’ll be walking on when I get near Spencer, if I don’t watch myself.


So maybe I fibbed a little. But it’s not as though I told Spencer a complete untruth. It was really more like a fiblette. I mean, yeah, so, Tyler and I have been haute-and-heavy with the flirting for a while now. I tried to ignore it, tried to pretend it didn’t mean anything. I mean, he’s my BFF’s BF. Despite the flirtaliciousness, we didn’t actually get seriously horizontal until the Hollywood Ball. And even then, it’s not like we meant to do it or anything. It was mostly just drunken misbehavior. In vino retarditas. So to tell Spencer that nothing was going on back at Bar Fetish is to be strictly truthful.


I guess.


I hooked up with my best friend’s boyfriend.


And also? I liked it.


Now my stomach is twisted into thorny knots. It feels like the time I ate three servings of original Smooch mojito gelato and then let C.J. drive me around Rittenhouse in his Audi R8. Kind of in a good way, kind of in a less good way.


I love Spencer. But mmm, whatever that was with Tyler … It’s like the hummy sort of skin tingles that you get after a good, long sweat session in the sauna. And it’s going to be pretty hard to go back to the way things used to be. To be honest, I don’t know if I can. Flirtaliciousness may not be enough anymore.


No.


I won’t put Spence-and-Mads in jeopardy. Not if I can help it. What was it I said before? Spencers are forever. I’m not going to risk our relationship for a little kissy-face with Tyler. Sauna-hummy skin tingles or no.


No way.


Not a chance.


Nope.


Not me.


Never.


location: the kitchen


status: whitewashed


resolved: to do the right thing. And bury my big-time mistake.
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12/8, 9:00 p.m.
privacy setting: private collection


A CUT ABOVE


Actually, “cut” is such an ugly word. Let’s just refer to it as a “calculated absence,” shall we? Besides, it’s not like gym counts as a real class. I mean, if Spencer and I give our coach a flash of thigh sometime next week, we’re each guaranteed an A for the semester, I should think. Hence the last-period class missage by yours truly and her BFF.


Our reasoning was pretty solid: Spence’s mom had flown in Geoffroy Grison, master skin technician, straight from the French Riviera. He has this new poisson pedicure process (fun with alliteration!) that apparently leaves your feet as smooth as a socialite’s post-dermabrasion cheek. And we’ve both been feeling a touch raggedy of late. I mean, seeing your best frenemy carted off by the boys in blue? Stressful. Mrs. Kelly thought spa treatments would help mellow us out, and I was in full agreement.


Unfortunately, I hadn’t given much thought to what a poisson pedi might entail.


Specifically, les poisson.


In plain English: fish.


“So, they, um … bite your feet off?”


I leveled Spencer with my best dubious gaze. Planting my feet in a basin filled with mini-piranhas did not exactly sound like the height of luxury. To be frank, the whole thing smacked of unhygienic danger. If Mrs. Kelly weren’t behind it all, I would have run for the nearest available consultant at the Ritz-Carlton’s Richel D’Ambra Spa.


“They do not ‘bite your feet off,’” Spencer countered, perfectly plucked eyebrows twitching with impatience. “They exfoliate the calluses on your heels.”


“With their mouths.” My voice rose. “Their scaly, fishy little mouths.” I’ve never thought of myself as fish-phobic—I practically live on sushi, after all—but then again, I’ve never seriously contemplated plunging my heels into a bowl of fish with the intention of having them ingest my dead skin cells either.


I shuddered.


From his setup in the sitting room, Geoffroy clucked to himself. I wondered if he’d had his poisson insured before that transatlantic flight and all. I wondered what their life span was, now that they’d been removed from their natural habitat.


I leaned into Spencer and stage-whispered, “I think my heels are cool.” Cool, hot, tepid, lukewarm. Anything but fish food.


“If they’re cool now, imagine how satiny-touchable they’ll be after this one-of-a-kind treatment.” She grasped my elbow, gentle but firm. “Mads,” she said evenly, “Mother went to great lengths to arrange this for us and, therefore, is going to pitch a grade-A fit if we don’t submit to the treatment. With enthusiasm. Besides, you can’t tell me those Jimmy Choos you wore the other night didn’t leave your feet covered in blisters.”


“There might be some Band-Aid action going on underneath these slouchy boots,” I admitted reluctantly. That’s the thing about slouchy boots: They hide a lot. They’re very forgiving, with the slouch and all.


“Awesome.” She wrapped her delicate fingers around my wrist and dragged me toward the pedicure chairs.


Before I could say “wasabi,” we were tilted back, side by side, our shoulder blades vibrating in tune with our massage chairs.


“Ahh,” Spencer sighed, her throaty exhalation broken up into tinny, rhythmic beats. “This is more like it.” She closed her eyes.


“This works,” I conceded. If I didn’t actually look down at my feet and into the water, I even found the whole fish-nibbling thing to be rather … tolerable. Enjoyable, even.


The truth was, some of the stuff that I’d done in my Choo-clad, very vino-ed state the other night had been pretty unforgivable. Meaning that I owe Spencer big-time. Even if she has no idea what happened—and never will—I decided that the least I could do was to suck it up and be cheerful about my newly appointed status as fish food.


I shifted my attention away from scaly little fish mouths and back over to my bestie. Other than that slightly weirdo e-mail exchange, we really hadn’t had a deep heart-to-heart since the Hollywood Ball. Morning-after e-mails don’t quite count anyway, what with fuzzy postcocktail brain and everything. And a lot of majorness had gone down at the ball—I wasn’t the only girl getting her illicit flirt on. A blow-by-blow rehash of the night was definitely in order.


Um, with a few key details left out, of course.


“Okay. Spill,” I said, tilting in my seat to face Spencer head-on.


“Hmm?” She opened her eyes, widening them in her best innocent expression. Like I didn’t know better. Please—we practiced that look together on many a rainy Saturday back in the day. It’s the reason our parents don’t know about our early flirtations with imported Silk Cut ciggies (it didn’t take).


“First off, you and Regan? Happily ever after?” The girlies had a history, after all. They’d been fast friends, and even faster enemies, though most of the badness had been concocted by Paige.


“There’s definitely hope, after what went down the other night. So, you know, I think we’re cool.”


“And what about you and Jeremy? Why do I think there’s a story there?”


I swear, the girl blushed to the tips of her ears. Bingo. Do I know Spencer, or what?


“There’s no story.” Her ears were going to burst into flame.


“A vignette, then? An interpretive dance? Perhaps a post-modern installation art display?”


Spencer shrugged. “Okay, I give. Maybe I’ve got a haiku for you.”


Now it was my turn to wrinkle an eyebrow.


“Paint by numbers? Connect the dots?” Spencer wasn’t giving up.


I scowled. “I’m not sure if you’re fully aware of this, Spencer Grace,” I said, using my best Mom-voice, “but I’ve traded in my pumice stone for a school of bloodthirsty guppies. For you. Now, I think that deserves a few of the gorier details, don’t you?”


[Tavo break. Won’t be a mo’.]
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12/8, 9:38 p.m.
privacy setting: private collection


Mmm, calorie-free energy beverage! Also, Tyler just texted. He misses me. That was the whole text: MISS U.


Tyler misses me. It’s nice to hear, even though we both know that what happened will never happen again. I’d feel guilty—I mean, I do feel guilty, but …


But what I mean to say is that I’d feel guiltier, if it weren’t for the stuff Spencer copped to when we were getting our toes gnawed off by designer goldfish.


What she and Jeremy did, in the coatroom, while Tyler and I were … off on our own. How, when the coat check dude found them planting the stuff in Paige’s stole, they completely sucked each other’s faces off as part of a ruse.


A ruse. I’m so sure.


“Did it feel ruse-y?” I asked Spencer, concentrating fiercely on my toenails as Geoffroy’s assistant lacquered them with bold, even streaks of OPI Catherine the Grape. I couldn’t look her in the eye. I had too much at stake in her reply—and for all the wrong reasons.


It didn’t matter. I could tell that she wasn’t looking at me either.


“Um, not really,” she said, so softly that I almost didn’t hear her.


I wanted to grab her by the shoulders, to shout at her to speak up since she holds the key to my happiness in her perfect, French-manicured fingers. But I managed some self-restraint. My toenails were wet, after all. And I was already on Geoffroy’s bad side. “But …?” I prompted.


“But it was confusing,” she said finally. “My feelings for Jeremy are always confusing.”


“I know,” I said. And I do know. Whatever Tyler and Spencer have now, Jer was definitely her first love. And if he hadn’t gone off to Africa with his parents, who knows what would have happened between them?


Who knows what would have happened between Tyler and me?


“You’ve been confused for a while now,” I said delicately, choosing my words as carefully as I could. “Like, ever since Jeremy came back from safari. Don’t you think?”


She bit at her thumbnail, eliciting a tsk from Geoffroy, who was clearly way over us by now. She wedged her hands underneath her. “I know. But I’m not sure what to do about it.”


Every cell in my body was urging me to encourage her to break up with Tyler and go for Jeremy. It’s what she wants—I truly believe that. But ultimately, I decided to be more subtle.


“Maybe you should”—I winced—“follow your heart?” I don’t love sounding like a Hallmark card, but sometimes the shortest distance between two points is a straight line.


She was silent. I was encouraged.


“Seriously,” I went on. “If you felt something when you guys kissed, then Jeremy probably did too. Maybe you just need to go for it.”


She bit her lip. “I don’t know, Madison,” she said. “I really have no idea. I almost wish I’d busted Paige on my own. Having Jeremy there only made things messier. It’s like a thing that we’re in on together. I don’t …” She shook her head. “I don’t know that I need to be in on something with Jeremy. Getting closer to him … it doesn’t seem like a good idea when I’m still in love with Tyler.”


Now it was my turn to stay silent.


She turned to me, her eyes bright and teary. No matter what she’d decided to do, she was obviously totally frustrated and confused. My heart leaped. “Thanks, Madison,” she said quietly.


“For what?” For betraying you? For hooking up with your boyfriend? For stabbing you in the back? I’m sorry, Spence. I swear on my Miu Miu platform mary jane pumps, I never meant to do anything to hurt you.


“For being such a good friend.” She leaned over in her seat and kissed me quickly on the cheek. “Seriously. I don’t know what I’d do without you.”


location: the Closet


mood: guilt-ridden


ranking: Worst. Friend. Ever.


Ty_It_On: Hiya. Did u get my text?


Madison_Ave: Yup. Thx. [image: Image]


Ty_It_On: But no reply?


Madison_Ave: I just sed, ‘thx, happy face.’ That’s a reply!


Ty_It_On: So I heard u spent the day with Spencer.


Madison_Ave: U heard right.


Ty_It_On: U didn’t say anything 2 her, did u?


Madison_Ave: R u insane? Never. No way. She’d never forgive us.


Madison_Ave: 2 be honest, I’m not sure that I forgive us. U know? I mean …


Ty_It_On: R u sorry that we hooked up? Cause I’m not. Madison, u know how I feel about you. This is lousy timing and everything, but it wasn’t just a hookup to me.


Madison_Ave: Me neither.


Ty_It_On: And things have been a little messed up with Spencer since school started. U know, since Jeremy came back.


Madison_Ave: I know. But that doesn’t change anything. Whatever is going on between us, we need 2 let it go. She’s my best friend.


Ty_It_On: I get it. I love her 2.


Madison_Ave: Right. So it’s agreed. We both love Spencer and don’t want to see her get hurt. So whatever this is with us, it can’t be anything anymore.


Ty_It_On: Right.


Madison_Ave: Right.


Ty_It_On: U said that already. ;)


Madison_Ave: I know. I’m hoping that if I repeat it enough, I’ll get used to the idea.


Ty_It_On: How’s that working out for you?


Madison_Ave: I’ll let u know.


Ty_It_On: OK, I’m going to sign off. Rosie is calling us for dinner. I guess I’ll see u in school?


Madison_Ave: C u then.


Ty_It_On: Mads?


Madison_Ave:?


Ty_It_On: I do miss u, u know.


Madison_Ave: I know.


Madison_Ave: is doing the right thing. But that doesn’t make it easy.





[image: Image]




[image: Image]Prêt-à-Party


12/8, 11:28 p.m.
privacy setting: private collection


HOPE SPRINGS EPHEMERAL


Things that are easy for me:


1. Applying pencil eyeliner


2. Sight-reading music


3. Making slice-and-bake cookies


Things that are less easy:


1. Physics


2. The rope climb in gym class


3. Getting over my bestie’s BF


I should probably be glad to hear that Tyler feels the same way about me as I do about him. That makes me a seminormal teenage girl as opposed to a backstabbing skank-whore with no sense of integrity. Like I told Spencer the other day, Tyler and I always have had a flirty relationship, and I did always think it was totally innocent. Always. It wasn’t until we took that side trip to Smoochville that I realized that I’ve been digging on him for longer than I can remember. And the fact that he digs me too? Well, that makes him, if not perfect, at least not just some loser who steps out behind his girlfriend’s back with whoever’s available.


Besides, he said they’ve been distant lately, right? And I should know better than anyone that Spencer’s been feeling it too. The truth is, Spencer is kind of the cause of the distance between them, since she’s still all kinds of conflicted about Jeremy.


So, maybe, could there be a chance that this will all work itself out? That we’ll all get our happily-ever-afters after all? Spencer will break it off with Tyler and go for Jeremy, who seems to be the one she truly wants. And then Tyler and I will be free to get together for real.


In this scenario, everyone’s a winner.


There’s a chance that it could all go down that way, that things could all fall into place. I just need to do the right thing, to do right by Spencer. If her relationship with Tyler is unraveling, then I can be there for her while the threads unspool. Once she’s pulled herself back together (with the help of the most supportive friend ever), she’ll realize that moving on from Tyler is the best thing that could ever happen to her.


How does the saying go? “Good things come to those who wait.” Here’s hoping there’s some truth to the old adage. Waiting may not be easy, but in this case, it’s worth it.


Here’s to happy endings for all of us.


location: bed


status: lady-in-waiting


hoping: against hope
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12/10, 8:52 a.m., by Kaylen Turner


A CLEAN BREAK


FYI, for any of you Bradfordians who’ve been dying for the 411 on Paige Andrews, I’ve got the scoop—and it’s straight from the pretty pony’s mouth.


Apparently, life on the inside isn’t half bad. I mean, rehab on a private island in Turks and Caicos isn’t exactly Alcatraz. So, yeah, they’re up at the crack of dawn—but, hey, so are those of us who haven’t had the dumb luck of being born with naturally pin-straight hair, right? First there’s meditation and Bikram yoga—you know, the really, really hot kind where you get all sweaty and limp and kind of want to die—led by the world-famous guru Swami Vivasingh. Anyway, she says it clears her mind and is all therapeutic and stuff.


And then breakfast. (Strictly gourmet. The restaurant’s five-star.)


They do group therapy and support circles in the mornings. (It’s über-confidential, but I will just say that a certain former E! Entertainment Wild On starlet shares the talking stick with Paige. And I heard that Bravo is considering maybe filming a new reality show based on Paige and her experience in rehab. So there’s kind of a lot going on there, in group.)


And then the patients have free time to participate in recuperation and recreation therapies. Deep-tissue massage, skin detoxification treatments, body wrapping, paddle boarding … I swear, that girl is all about the self-improvement. It’s inspiring.


Paige says that her shrink thinks she’s on the verge of a real breakthrough, and Paige has even been saying that she might have taken some people at Bradford for granted, but she isn’t going to anymore. (If you have to ask, it’s definitely not you.)


So that’s the story.


Cell phone use is limited and her e-mail is monitored, so if you have a message, card, gift, or whatever that you want to pass along to Paige, you can send it through me, and I’ll make sure that she gets it.


2 RESPONSES TO “A CLEAN BREAK”


Miss_Stick says: Give it up, Kaylen. Paige’s bust is totally old news. Just like Paige.


Cap’nCrunch says: I heard the only thing limited about Paige’s cell phone is the incoming call log. No wonder she’s so chatty with you, QweenKayleen.
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12/10, 12:11 p.m.
privacy setting: ready-to-wear


EVERYTHING OLD IS FIERCE AGAIN


I have news of the mostest variety:


Aggie over at Destroyed Girl called this morning and told me that she “totally and absolutely hearted” (direct quote, her words, not mine) the repurposed bag samples that I showed her last month (her fave was the hobo with the Hermès handle). She met with her buyer, and they’re going to stock a quantity of Glamourista originals! She wants my spring collection. All of it!


Squee!


So, okay, the fabbity news is that she wants stock as early in the new year as possible. Which is also kind of the stressy news, seeing as how New Year’s is, like, FIVE MINUTES FROM NOW. And my spring collection currently consists of three pieces.


I mean, they’re three kick-ass pieces, but still.


I’ll need more. ASAP.


I can do it. I don’t care. I’ll mainline caffeine, Red Bull, diet pills—whatever it takes. (Come to think of it, it’s kind of a shame Paige isn’t around. She’d probably be able to get her hands on some primo Adderall.)


(Kidding. Sort of.)


There are sketches to pencil, vintage fabrics to track down, samples to have stitched. Frankly, I don’t even have time to finish this blog. More later.


And did I mention—squee?


!!


location: the Bradbrary


status: squee to the third power


stress levels: high. Like, neon high.


COMMENTS (6):


GoldenGirl says: That is the veriest of pieces of news! And I have more: Mother wants you to show your collection at the Runway for Hope charity fashion show in February. How phenom is that? This is why you are our glamourista! XOXO


CaliforniaChic says: What she said. This calls for a celebration! Dinner? Tonight? Soirée? Saketini?


Madison_Ave says: You guys rule. I wish I could do dinner, but I’m way too excited to eat and I think I’m going to be locked in the Closet from now until D-day (delivery day). It’s that whole good news/bad news thing.


GoldenGirl says: She’s right, though. We need to do something. How about an after-school shopping trip? You can write it off as inspiration.


Madison_Ave says: What an inspired suggestion. Okay, twist my arm. I’m in! Meet you guys in the lounge after last period.


CaliforniaChic says: We’re there!
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12/10, 10:11 p.m.
privacy setting: private collection


WHOLESALE GIRL BONDAGE


Via a little retail therapy, as per usual.


Walnut Street in Center City is pretty much the upscale shopping center of the world. The ABCs of Rittenhouse Row? More like the Armani Exchange, Bebe, Club Monaco, etc. I could happily spend the day there shopping my way through the alphabet. And today I almost did. With a little help from my friends.


It wasn’t just about the massive thrill of wanton consumption either (though that’s always good times). I mean, Spencer, Regan, and I are just starting to settle into a dynamic together. A Paige-less dynamic, that is. Things are way different now, with her off drying out. Less drama, for starters, and a wee bit less psychopathic emotional instability.


There’s really no arguing that toward the end there, Paige was rapidly deteriorating into a bad Lifetime movie of the week. Now, without her, we’re bright and shiny, new and improved. We’re it. And as of this afternoon we’ve got the bright and shiny shopping bags to prove it. We’re rapidly becoming a threesome, an unholy trinity. And I don’t think that’s going to change anytime soon—no matter how many times a day Kaylen texts us to see what we’re up to.


“She needs to chillax,” I said, glancing at Kaylen’s most recent missive on my iPhone, rolling my eyes and pausing to admire a pair of crisp white boot-cut jeans in the window of Diesel. “I totally need a pair of white jeans for Palm Beach.”


“You do need a pair of white jeans for Palm Beach,” Regan agreed, not the least bit concerned that we have no concrete plans to go to Palm Beach in the immediate future. Love that girl. She yanked the door to the shop open and led the three of us inside. “And also a pair of yellow skinnies.”


“Have those,” I responded. “I’ve been saving them for Aspen.”


Unlike Palm Beach, Aspen is already majorly in the works. New Year’s blowout. None of us can wait.


That’s a thing about me: I get way excited about trips and planning special outfits for special places, which means that there’s a lot in my closet at any given time that’s been earmarked for an event or occasion that’s practically light-years away. I like to think that’s part of my charm. It’s good to have extra pieces around, anyway; I never know what’s going to end up going into a day’s look.


So, yeah: yellow skinnies. With a black knit Theory cashmere sweater. A little conservative for me … until you see the shoes I’ve set aside to go with.


“Is that Kaylen again?” Spencer clucked, as this time Regan’s phone buzzed. Regan hit Ignore and rolled her eyes. “It’s getting to be a little sad.”


“Getting to be?” I raised an eyebrow. I mean, Kaylen is nice enough …


Actually, you know what? That’s not even true. Kaylen is kind of a clingy bitch. And, like I said, it’s always been a little sad. Even though she does have really pretty hair.


“I thought she was busy actively being all in touch with Paige, not that Zephyr really allows that,” Regan said, fingering a pair of black jeans with rhinestone trim at the pockets. “Eighties retro good or eighties retro bad?”


I gave the pants a closer examination, pursing my lips. “We could do a better job with a BeDazzler at home. If you don’t mind sacrificing your Chip and Peppers to a worthy cause.” I knew she wouldn’t.


She grinned, white and wide. “That’s why you’re our Mads.”


We had made it all the way through to the Js of our impromptu alphabetical splurge when I saw it—just a flash of metal out of the corner of my well-practiced eye (I am nothing if not a seasoned shopper). It was in the window of Jack Kellmer Jewelers, a store I don’t generally go into unless I’m picking up a birthday gift for my father, but this thing called out to me like a siren at sea.


A sterling silver flask.


I know, I know, flasks can be a little tacky; substance abuse chic is so last season. But I was one thousand and fifty-two percent certain that it was the most perfect Christmas gift ever.


For Tyler.


Tyler’s a party animal, and a guy of extremely discerning taste. This was a gift that would fit him like a glove, make him feel like a high roller. Or like more of a high roller, assuming that was even possible. It would help him realize his inner dream of becoming a living, breathing extra from the movie Swingers, which, while not something he’d ever explicitly stated as a secret desire, I knew was the private image that he had of himself. The surface of the flask was smooth, and I knew it’d be easy enough to have it monogrammed. To make it even more personal, unique.


I reached out, almost as though I could put my hand through the glass and take the flask with me. As though it would be that easy, and Spencer would never have to know that I was buying any sort of token for her boyfriend. That I was in a position to be giving her boyfriend semi-intimate gifts. That I’d ever been in any sort of position with her boyfriend at all.
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