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GROUNDSWELL (noun):


A perfectly even and balanced series


of waves, or swells, caused by a


distant storm or disturbance. Also


known as ideal surfing conditions.




For whatever we lose (like a you or a

me) it’s always ourselves we find in

the sea.


—e.e. cummings





PROLOGUE



Fifth Avenue looked like a processional for a royal wedding, jammed with black Town Cars, Mercedes, and Maybachs. A sea of people behind metal barricades filled the sidewalk and the light of flashbulbs flickered just ahead.


As our car slowly approached the Metropolitan Museum of Art, I took a deep breath and rubbed my palms on the seat.


“You okay?” Garrett asked, tilting his head to look at me with an amused expression on his face. “You’re not going to stroke out on me, are you?”


I gave him a half smile. “If I did, could I get out of going to the Met Gala tonight?”


“Anna Wintour would hunt you down, and if the stroke didn’t kill you, she would do the job herself.”


I laughed, picturing Anna Wintour prowling the Lenox Hill emergency room, perfectly coiffed and carrying a Karl Lagerfeld–designed shotgun.


Garrett reached out for both of my hands and dried each sweaty palm on the trousers of his Tom Ford tuxedo. Only my husband, blockbuster movie star, could look debonair while blotting my sweaty palms. Then again, he pretty much looked good doing anything—driving, sleeping, changing the channel—didn’t matter what, he just always looked good.


“Remember, Emma, I’m right here next to you. I’ve got your back. All you have to do is smile.” And then he flashed me his trademark grin—slightly crooked, all charm.


I had been married to Garrett for seven years, and in that time I had gone from country bumpkin college dropout, to celebrity wife, to successful screenwriter. And I had Garrett Walker to thank for that. He’d fallen in love with me when I was a twenty-two-year-old production assistant on his latest movie, and before I knew it I was a fixture on his arm at every industry event. When I craved more career satisfaction, he helped me pursue my dream of screenwriting. And last year, my first screenplay became the smash hit of the summer. It was an unlikely love story about a handsome movie star who falls in love with a nobody. As the saying goes, write what you know.


Garrett’s head of security was in the front passenger seat, and he’d already phoned in our position to Met security. The driver put the car in park and walked around to open my door. With each car, the crowd and photographers hushed momentarily while they waited to see which celebrity would emerge. I stepped out as Garrett slid across the seat, and the second he popped out behind me, the crowd exploded in cheers and cameras flashed with blinding ferocity. Women screamed at the top of their lungs, some had signs reading, “I love you Garrett,” and I even saw a few of them crying.


My heartbeat quickened again. I forced myself to smile and hoped no one could see my lips trembling. You’d think I’d be used to this by now, but somehow I wasn’t. Events like this felt like running the gauntlet of criticism in slow motion. No matter how beautiful my dress, someone would write something nasty about it tomorrow.


Garrett didn’t have to worry about that. He was completely at ease. He buttoned his tuxedo jacket, and then looked up, grinning ear to ear. God, his confidence amazed me. That’s what made me fall for him in the first place. He raised his arm into the air, waving to his horde of fans, sending them into even more of a frenzy. He was just Garrett, my husband—the guy who sat around in his pajamas and drank coffee with me while we read the papers, the guy who sweated next to me while we ran on the treadmill, the guy who ate popcorn with me while we sat in bed and watched bad TV. But to these people, he was Garrett Walker, the biggest movie star in the world.


Garrett rested his palm—his dry, steady, reassuring palm—on the small of my back for a moment before pulling me close to him. Then he pulled away, waving his hand up and down my body like a game show girl displaying a prize, and nodded to the crowd before taking my hand in his and making our way to the anxiously awaiting photographers and microphone-wielding television reporters. The press line on both sides of the endless steps looked a mile long. We stopped for the first grouping and posed as the photographers yelled, trying to get us to look at each of their cameras. As always, it was an out-of-body experience—all I could hear was “Garrett, Garrett, Garrett, over here!” and “Emma, Emma, Emma, look here!” It felt as if an epileptic seizure were coming on from staring too long into a strobe light.


“Emma, give him a kiss!” one of them yelled. I stood on my tiptoes and gave him a smooch on the cheek, sending the photographers into overdrive. They always loved the kiss shots. Garrett gave me his big smile, feigning a surprised look, and kissed me back. That would be the one in the New York Post tomorrow.


Now it was time for the TV crews. Thankfully, they usually aired only the clips of Garrett talking. Our first stop was Maria Menounos with Access Hollywood.


“It looked like a lovefest between the two of you out there on the red carpet this evening. As one of Hollywood’s most happily married couples, how do you keep the romance alive?” she asked.


“Well, Maria, just look at my beautiful wife,” Garrett said. “I am the luckiest guy here tonight. But you know, most important, it’s about honesty and trust. We’re partners.”


“Speaking of partners, Emma, your film, Fame Tax, was the big hit last summer,” Maria said. “When can we expect something new from you?”


My publicist would have my hide if I looked like a stunned deer on network television, and I felt my lips moving on autopilot. “I’m working on a new screenplay now, and we’re hoping to start production in the fall.”


“And Garrett, will you be producing this film as well?” Maria continued.


“Oh, no,” he said. “The great Harvey Weinstein has his mitts on this one. I can’t afford her anymore.” He smiled at me lovingly, and I smiled back, wishing I’d remembered to take a beta blocker.
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We walked through the doors into the massive Great Hall of the Met and I felt instant relief. All the posing was over . . . until I remembered: The posing is never over. The magnitude of the ball always stunned me—each year Anna Wintour outdid the previous, with every major celebrity in attendance. Everywhere you looked there was one person more famous than the next, all phenomenally dressed. It was rumored that Anna’s office kept a spreadsheet of what each guest would be wearing, from her dress to her earrings to her shoes and bag. Even though I’d spent weeks making fun of my friend Michael for acting like my ensemble was such a big deal, I was relieved he’d taken charge. To borrow his words, my dress was “correct.”


Garrett was in his element. Even in a room filled with celebrities, he was the biggest star. We waited in the reception line to greet Anna and the other hosts of the evening before making our way through the Egyptian wing to the Temple of Dendur for dinner.


“Honey, look, there’s Lily up ahead,” I said. “Let’s catch up to her—I haven’t seen her all week.” Lily was an actress and one of my oldest friends. Lately, she had been alternating between bigger parts in independent films and best friend roles in more commercial movies.


“You’ll see Lily inside,” Garrett said. “Let’s take our time. This is my favorite room at the museum. Besides, we never get to come here during the day.” What he meant was, he could never come here during the day without disrupting multiple field trips with his mere presence. I had no problem blending in.


I gave his arm a squeeze. “Okay, you revel in the art, I’ve got to make a pit stop,” I said, fixing his tie. Then I headed to the bathroom, which was already as much of a scene as the event itself. Naomi Campbell was typing away on her BlackBerry, Vera Wang was helping Jennifer Garner with her zipper, and a group of young models (whose faces I recognized but names I didn’t know) were smoking cigarettes.


My feet were already killing me. These shoes that Michael made me wear were miniature torture chambers. I felt like I was having my feet bound. Whoever said that designer stilettos could be comfortable was a big liar—or never walked anywhere. I got a spot in front of the mirror and opened my bag to get my lip gloss. I felt my iPhone buzz. It was a text from Lily.


Meet me in the auditorium in five.


Hmm, must be serious. Otherwise Lily wouldn’t miss a second of the biggest event of the season to meet me now in an empty auditorium. She should be out chatting up every Hollywood power player in the room. This was her favorite day of the year, like Christmas and her birthday rolled into one.


I stared at Lily’s text a beat longer, and then I realized this wasn’t my phone. My iPhone’s wallpaper was a silly picture of Garrett that I took on our last beach vacation, and his phone had a picture of me that he took that same afternoon. And here onscreen was my happy, sand-streaked face looking back at me. We must have switched phones in our hurry to leave the apartment that evening.


I looked up and caught my reflection in the mirror—and saw on my face the sick feeling I had in my gut. There had to be some explanation. Maybe Lily meant to text me and hit his number by accident. At that moment I should have found Garrett, handed back his phone, and asked him why Lily wanted to see him so urgently. But a knot of suspicion grew where the nausea had been, and something told me that wasn’t the way to find out the truth, that the only way to know what was going on here was to watch and wait. I knew Garrett’s phone would buzz again if I didn’t open Lily’s text. So I decided to see what Garrett would do when he discovered the message.


It was always easy to find Garrett in a crowd—you just followed the chum. I weaved through the crush of silk and tuxedos, and when I was back on his arm, I handed him his phone. “Hey hon, I think we switched phones.”


“Oops, here’s yours,” he said, slipping it out of his inner breast pocket, and then returning his own to the same spot.


“Garrett, there’s a producer over there I should say hello to. I’ll be back in a minute.” I tried to settle my face into an expression that looked normal. Garrett kissed my cheek and then I walked away, toward my conversation with an imaginary producer. Slipping back through the crowd, I turned to watch as Garrett plucked his phone from his pocket and glanced at it. Then I watched as he set off purposefully for the auditorium. I grabbed a glass of champagne from the tray of a passing waitress, downed it in one full swig, and set off after him.


The doors to the auditorium were open, so I slid silently into a shadowy alcove. Down the aisle from me, with her back turned, was Lily—the girl I’d known for years, with whom I’d shared rent, heartbreaks, and every up and down of my adult life. And nestled into the small of her back was Garrett’s hand as he drew her closer and whispered into her ear. As if on cue, she threw back her long, blond hair—the classic bedhead move that she’d perfected years ago and that only meant one thing. She glanced down at the deep V of her dress and stepped toward him, just enough for her perfect breasts to graze his chest suggestively. He slid his hand over her ass and she turned coyly to walk away, until he pulled her back toward him and kissed her passionately.


I rocked back on my heels, and caught myself from falling at the last possible second. My husband—my white knight for the last seven years—was cheating on me with my best friend. And my unlikely love story was over.
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“God, my feet are killing me,” I said. “I hate this job. At least the waitstaff gets to wear comfortable shoes. I have to hustle around that restaurant all night in heels and a short skirt.”


Lily was only half listening to me, twirling her hair while she flipped the pages of Vogue.


“You won’t believe what this creep did to me tonight,” I continued. “I told him the wait for a table would be about forty-five minutes. And he said he’d make it worth my while if I bumped him and his skanky girlfriend up on the list. Of course, I could use a good tip, so I seated them right away. I hand him his menu and he puts out his hand. I think he’s slipping me a twenty, but no. He gives me a tube of some sort of cream and leans into my ear and tells me he holds the patent on female Viagra and to have a little fun with my boyfriend tonight.”


“Perv,” Lily mumbled.


“I handed it right back to him and said, sweet as pie, ‘Honey, one look at you and I know your girlfriend probably needs this more than me.’ ”


“Ha!” Lily ripped a page out of the magazine and held it up for me to see. “Look,” she said. “It’s me!”


I took the page from her hand and looked at the picture of Lily wearing a short, silver-sequined party dress, her head tossed back with her perfectly imperfect blond hair falling over the left side of her face, her pouty lips slightly parted, revealing her big white smile. I’d be lying if I didn’t admit that I felt a twinge of envy. This was the kind of stuff that always happened to Lily.


While I was standing on my feet for hours, contending with herds of pissed-off, self-important, hungry New Yorkers, my roommate was out at a fabulous cocktail party lauding the designer of the moment, while wearing his dress and having her photo taken for the pages of the biggest fashion magazine in the world.


It’s not that I wanted to be Lily. But I did want to be a success. And my chosen profession was screenwriting. I knew I needed on-set experience and a real understanding of the process of filmmaking, so I had sent out a million résumés for internships with film companies, but so far no one wanted me—not even for free. I was struggling to support myself as a restaurant hostess, and Lily was already making it as an aspiring actress. She’d just been cast in a smallish part in a film by the most buzzed-about indie director and she was going to parties with the kind of people who had their pictures in Vogue. Scratch that. She was the kind of person who had her picture in Vogue. Granted, the picture was tiny, and the caption was even tinier, but still. She was on her way.


I would never, ever have said it out loud, but Lily had it easier than I did. Her family had money, and let’s face it: Money makes everything easier. While I worked, Lily’s parents supported her financially so she could go on auditions. My mother barely scraped by herself, and my dad was long gone.


Dad left after Mom found out he was cheating. The news was delivered to her in a call from the bank, telling her that a check had bounced. I was only eight and my sister was thirteen. Mom packed us both into the car and went down to the bank to have a look for herself. They showed her a whole series of canceled checks made out to cash, and the real kicker: a zero balance. My dad worked late and traveled, and I guess my mother must have already had her suspicions. When she confronted him later that night, he confessed on the spot that he’d been having an affair with a woman who lived a few towns away. He didn’t even bother to pack up his possessions. One minute he was there, and the next he wasn’t, and that was the last time I saw him.


My dad had never been much of a provider, but after he left, things got even harder for Mom. My grandparents lived nearby, so they could babysit while she worked, and we ate dinner over there most nights. I didn’t realize until later that we ate there so often because my mom couldn’t afford to feed us. If it weren’t for my grandparents, we would have been on welfare.


Those years took their toll on Mom. When I left Kentucky for college in Manhattan, she supported me all the way, took me to the airport and waved goodbye, tears running down her face. The last thing she said to me was “You can always come back.” She left the rest of that sentence unsaid, but I knew what she really meant: You can always come back . . . when you fail. Mom always believed that no matter how good things might seem, they were bound to explode in your face. And I couldn’t really blame her—after all, nothing much had gone her way. But although I knew there was a home for me in Kentucky, and my mother would welcome me back with open arms, failure was not an option for me. I’d stick it out in New York if I had to eat cat food.


Lily was the first person I met when I came to New York my freshman year of college. She had the kind of confidence that made her stand out in any room—especially a dorm room. I got to our room first and I’d already unpacked my clothes and made my bed when she swept in, smelling faintly of cigarette smoke and perfume. Her hair was long and wavy and it looked naturally kissed by the sun. (I found out later that those highlights were bought and paid for, but they looked real enough to me.) And she wore an outfit that was casually assembled yet perfect, and to this day I couldn’t replicate it if I tried. I was older than Lily, because I’d spent a year after high school working to save money for school. But you wouldn’t have known by looking at us that I was the older one. Lily intimidated me on sight—everything about her was stylish. I looked sidelong at my stack of Levis, T-shirts, and cardigans and knew I was out of my league.


Lily always laughed when she described how I looked that first day of college—terrified, excited—in direct contrast with her own blasé sophistication. But she took me under her wing from the first moment we met. She was from New Jersey and had been sneaking out to nightclubs in Manhattan since she was sixteen, so she already traveled in a circle of friends several years older than her. She knew the bouncer or bartender at every hot club, and she’d dress me up and drag me along. Soon she accepted that I wasn’t much of a partier. But our friendship survived that blow, and when she was discovered by a casting director our sophomore year and promptly dropped out, I was happy for her. When her parents found her an apartment and she offered to spring me from dorm life and rent me half her place for far less than half the rent, I moved in right away. We’d been inseparable ever since.


“Oh my God, Lily,” I said. “Look, there’s Mikey in the background!” Sure enough, just behind Lily in the Vogue picture was the unmistakably fashionable outline of my other closest friend, Michael. Lily and I had met him at a party. He had been leaning against a wall, dressed in an ascot and holding a pipe. Of course, he was also only twenty years old at the time, so the look was more comical than sophisticated. He took one glance at Lily and decided she was a friend worth cultivating, and he grudgingly accepted me as a third wheel, but we’d grown closer since then. I knew that within all those layers of couture aspiration lay a sweet soul with just as many insecurities as I had. I also knew that he’d grown up in a town just as Podunk as mine.


“It’s not ‘Mikey,’ it’s Michael,” Lily snapped. “If he ever wants to be taken seriously in fashion, he can’t go around being called Mikey or even Mike, for that matter. I told him only ‘Michael’ from now on.”


I rolled my eyes. “Whatever.”


“What are you doing tonight? Want to go out with me?” Lily asked.


“Lily, the thought of putting on shoes right now and screaming over loud music makes me want to vomit,” I said. “I’ve worked every late shift this week, and tomorrow is my only day off. I don’t want to sleep through it.”


“Come on, Emma, you never come out with me anymore,” she protested in a whiny voice.


“Lily—”


“Fine, Granny,” she cut me off. “But you have zero chance of meeting a guy staying home and watching reruns of Golden Girls.”


I laughed. “Too true. Consider it my homework—if I’m going to be a great screenwriter some day, I should at least study the most popular sitcom of all time.”


“Suit yourself, Estelle.”


Lily let the door clang shut behind her, leaving a cloud of perfume and hair spray in her wake, and I curled up on the couch.


I didn’t know what to do with myself in the quiet apartment. There was no need to study anymore. After hanging on to my scholarship by my fingernails, I ultimately lost my battle with the ill-fated science requirement a few weeks ago. Sayonara, scholarship . . . arrivederci, diploma . . . buh-bye, dreams. Yep, geology was my Waterloo.


Every day in class had been a terror. I tried to listen, tried to focus, but soon the drone of the professor’s voice and the sheer fright of failing made my brain shut down. I should have been rising to the occasion and conquering the challenge. Instead I flailed and sank like the Titanic.


There was a little relief in having the failure behind me. I still had anxiety dreams about forgotten term papers, but now I could reassure myself when I woke up that those days were over. There was only one remaining nugget of dread nestled in the pit of my stomach: I hadn’t yet told my mom that I’d lost my scholarship. So many times I’d wanted to tell her, then didn’t. She’d only feel obligated to help me fix it, but there was nothing she could do. And there was no one else I could confide in. My older sister, Maureen, would derive too much pleasure from giving me an earful about how irresponsible I was. The one upside of all this is that I wouldn’t have to buy her a Christmas gift in a few months—my failure would be the best present I could ever give her. I couldn’t call Grace, either. She was my best friend from home, and my partner in crime ever since we were kids. She’d been dying to get out of Kentucky as long as I had. The year I’d spent working after high school, we’d been side by side folding T-shirts at the local strip mall. Unlike me, though, she was still back there and dating her high school boyfriend. She’d kick my ass if she knew I’d let “Rocks for Jocks” get the better of me. Only I could ace a graduate-level semiotics class and still manage to fail Geology 101.


I peeled myself off the couch and began to gather my laundry. Lily’s side of the bedroom was a mess, a mound of rejected clothes in a heap in the center of her twin bed, while my side was perfectly neat. I was a firm believer that everything had its place. I was past letting her untidiness annoy me; after all, dealing with her clutter was much better than the alternative—I’d never be able to afford rent in Manhattan. I stripped out of my black knit dress, noticing that it smelled vaguely of garlic and Parmesan cheese, tossed it in the laundry bag, and changed into my “uniform” of a wife-beater and sweatpants. So much better . . . I’d wear sweatpants everywhere if it was socially acceptable.


The elevator always took forever in our building and I stood in the hallway waiting for its doors to open. I watched the buttons slowly light up as the elevator went up each floor, and glanced down the hall toward 9E, praying the doorknob wouldn’t move. “Cute Neighbor Boy,” as Lily and I liked to call him, lived there.


Finally the bell rang and the ninth floor button lit up. Just as I was stepping inside, Cute Neighbor Boy opened the door to his apartment. I practically threw myself at the DOOR CLOSE button. I could hear my mother’s voice in my head, “Never wear sweatpants in public. You never know who you’re going to run into.”
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I woke up on the sofa with a start, an hour after I’d set my alarm, which was beeping unattended in the bedroom. Lily was passed out in her bed. The girl could sleep through an asteroid collision.


I had to get down to the restaurant to pick up my paycheck and deposit it before noon to make sure my rent check wouldn’t bounce. I knew that Lily was unlikely to cash it right away. She hardly needed the money. But it was a point of pride for me never to be late, and never to take her wealth for granted. I got in the shower and didn’t have time to dry my hair, so I slicked it back into a bun. I put on a sweatshirt that I’d customized by cutting off the collar, some designer jeans that Lily had bought me for my birthday, and wrapped a scarf around my neck. It wasn’t high fashion but it was a far cry from the dorky mom jeans I used to wear with my running shoes.


As I waited for the elevator, there was a slam down the hall and I glanced up to see Cute Neighbor Boy locking his door. When the elevator came, I extended my arm to hold the door, making a bit of a show of it, just in case he’d busted me in my braless getup the night before and knew that I’d made a quick escape. Lily and I were always creating scenarios about him, but as of yet, I hadn’t had the guts to say hello to him. Not that it mattered. Nothing good could come out of hooking up with your neighbor. I repeated this universal truth to myself while he and I rode silently down to the first floor, and I gave him a weak smile before racing out of our building.


Still at a clip, I walked down the street to the deli. “Bacon, egg, and American cheese on a plain bagel, please,” I told the counter guy. This was my favorite place because the coffee was self-serve, so you could start mainlining caffeine even before you’d paid for breakfast.


I stood at the counter, sipping life back into my veins, when I heard a man’s raspy voice. “Hey, don’t you live in my building?”


Even though I’d never heard Cute Neighbor Boy’s voice, it was exactly what I’d imagined he’d sound like. I turned around, and sure enough it was him. I managed to stutter out a “yes,” totally flustered by his blue eyes and thick dark hair. All I could think was, thank God I put on mascara this morning. I realized he was talking, but I wasn’t hearing anything, only watching his lips move. They were full and kissable, very kissable.


“Hey, lady, bacon-egg-and-cheese on plain is ready!” the man behind the counter yelled at me.


I took my bagel and sheepishly turned back around to Cute Neighbor Boy. “I’m Sam,” he said.


“Emma,” I said, wiping the grease from the bagel wrapper on my jeans before stretching out my hand.


“We should get together sometime,” he said. “You live with that blond girl, right? Isn’t she an actress?”


Oh. So that’s it. He wasn’t interested in me, he was interested in Lily. Shocker. “Yeah, I do,” I said, suddenly sullen. “You mean, like, the three of us?”


“No,” he said quickly. “I mean, she could come along if she wants. I have an art show in Brooklyn tonight. Here’s a flyer if you and your friend want to come. Or just you.”


So maybe he was actually interested in me? I couldn’t really tell—he had a certain cultivated mysteriousness about him—just the right amount of restraint to seduce any girl. You know, the kind of guy who looks at you for just a beat too long, who says he should get going right when the tension’s at its thickest. “Sure,” I said, trying to sound nonchalant. “I’ll try to stop by.”


“Cool.”


“The F train goes to DUMBO, right?” I called out to Mikey, who was in the kitchen, pouring himself a drink while I got dressed. I’m embarrassed to admit how relieved I was when I found out Lily had plans that evening and couldn’t come with me to the art show.


“How should I know?” he responded. “I couldn’t tell you the last time I went to Brooklyn. And I’m pretty sure I took a cab.”


“How much money do you think you spend on taxis in a year?” The guy works five blocks from his apartment and takes a cab to work.


“I know,” he said, biting his lip as if admitting a bad habit. “But think of all the money I’m saving by not having to resole my Gucci loafers every three months. I have to look after my investments.”


When he walked into the bedroom with a glass in each hand, he paused and looked me up and down. “And what do we have going on here? Special, Emms, real special.”


“You don’t like my outfit?” I asked.


“No. Ew. No. Take off the scarf and that enormous cocktail ring,” he ordered. “Here take this,” he said, handing me a glass. “You look like you need it.”


Mikey put his hand under his chin, in a “thinking man” position, as he studied my outfit. “I actually like the dress . . . it’s vintage, right?” He didn’t wait for an answer. “It looks a little Marc Jacobs-ish. I could do without those shoes, though. I think we need a boot. Yes, that’s it. We need a boot. Do you have a boot?”


Before I responded, he was digging through my half of the closet, throwing shoes out behind him as he looked for just the right pair.


“Aha! Try these,” he said.


I put on the boots, a little unsure of what he was going for, but Mikey always got it right. Even if I didn’t particularly like what he put me in, I ended up getting compliments from everyone else.


“Yes! That’s perfect!” he said, very pleased with himself. “Now you just need to part your hair down the center and you’ll be Ali MacGraw in Love Story. Okay, let’s go find your Sam. Just don’t be heartbroken if it turns out he likes me more than you. He is suspiciously hot. It might not be you or Lily he’s after . . . I’m just saying.”


“You think every hot guy is gay,” I said. He raised his eyebrows, and I said nothing more. Mikey’s gaydar was notoriously fallible. On the way out, I reached for my navy blue peacoat on the coatrack as we were walking out the front door.


“Don’t even think about it!” Mikey snapped.


“But it’s chilly—”


“Freeze for fashion, Emms, freeze for fashion,” he said.


After successfully convincing Mikey to take the subway to Brooklyn, I realized he was right about the outfit—I was getting plenty of stares and some hipster-looking girl told me she liked my boots—to which Mikey shot me a told-you-so smirk.


After taking a few wrong turns, Mikey and I found the address listed on the flyer on a quiet, deserted cobblestone street. It looked like a big warehouse, not an art studio. “This is it,” I said to Mikey, but it came out sounding more like a question than a statement. Mikey looked at me skeptically.


We went into the dark hallway and saw a pink piece of paper with an arrow drawn on it. We followed and found another pink flyer by the elevator with the number 3. The elevator had a metal gate that I pulled closed, and it slowly creaked up to the third floor, then the door opened to a loud, rocking party. I pulled open the gate and gave Mikey my best impersonation of his told-you-so smirk.


The massive loft was filled with a mixed crowd of young professionals in tailored suits, hipsters with nose piercings and spiky hair, and modelish Lily look-alikes. It was a raw space, beams and pipes exposed, with brick walls. A DJ was spinning in a booth set up in the corner, and art lined each of the walls.


Mikey looked around approvingly. “Chicness, Emms.”
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