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To the doyenne of style
 long may she reign!
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CHAPTER ONE

lifestyles of the rich and heinous




Liz Braun scanned the sea of perfectly highlighted blond heads, searching for Jane Tremont and Belinda Martin, her two closest friends at school. She had once thought there was nothing more frightening than a horror movie. Now, as a junior at the Pheasant-Berkeley School for Girls, she realized there was nothing more terrifying than the cafeteria.

Even after three years at the exclusive private school, Liz could still feel herself plunged into anxiety when faced with the prospect of sitting alone at lunch. Liz figured this was scholarship insecurity. The richest and most prominent families in New York City sent their daughters to P-B, with a smattering of scholarship spots given out to those students with the grades but without the bucks or social connections. Girls like Liz.

Liz finally spotted her friends at a table by the window, and her eyes widened when she noticed the girls sitting at the table next to them: Isabelle Schuyler, Princess Mimi von Fallschirm, and Cameron Warner.

Ugh, Liz thought. Isabelle and Mimi are irritating enough, but Cameron?

Cameron Warner. Totally gorgeous, totally loaded, the totally lethal subject of society columns and of most Pheasant-Berkeley gossip. A billionaire heiress, Cameron was not only a spoiled-brat wild child, she was also Lizs sworn enemy. Last week Cameron had done the unforgivable: She had stolen Adrienne Lewiss boyfriend, Brian Grady. And Adrienne was Lizs truly best best friend.

What are Jane and Belinda doing sitting near the Billionaire Bitches? Liz wondered as she crossed the crowded lunch room. And more to the pointwhy would Cameron and her crew allow the merely well-off to mingle with the mega-rich?

Hey, there, Jane greeted Liz. The glitterati snagged our usual spot. Liz loved Janes deadpan delivery, which made even a simple statement sound like a wry observation. A hank of her thick, dark blond hair fell across her face, adding to her sophisticated quality. However, we managed to score ringside seats for the Cameron Warner versus Mimi von Fallschirm fight. She dragged a French fry through a pile of ketchup, looking languidly at the girls at the nearby table.

Fight? Liz said with interest as she sat down. Is there trouble in Camerons paradise? Today is looking up. What about?

Fashion, Belinda replied. Belinda was a tiny bundle of energy, and where Lizs dark hair framed her pale skin with soft curls, Belindas springy strawberry-blond waves cascaded halfway down her back. Belinda was always on a diet; probably, Liz guessed, because she was totally and thoroughly obsessed with fashion. Belinda joked that she was friends with Liz despite Lizs height, long legs, and big dark eyes.

It appears there is a conflict of interest over who is going to wear what where, Jane explained.

Liz shrugged. Big deal.

Jane grinned. Oh, I see. Youre less than fascinated by the lifestyles of the rich and heinous because your new boyfriend is one of them.

I dont know if Parker is exactly my boyfriend, Liz said as she unloaded her tray.

Parker Devlin was the devastatingly gorgeous boy Liz had met through Cameron. He went to Dudley Academy, the same high school Camerons obnoxious half brother, Graydon, had attended. Cameron was close with Parker through Graydon but, then again, it seemed as if every girl in the Manhattan private-school social circuit was close with Parker. He was that kind of guy.

Liz still had trouble believing that such a hot guy could actually be interested in her. According to society columns and high school gossip, Parker usually dated socialites and baby celebs. But he seemed truly interested in Liz.

Jane raised an eyebrow and leaned forward, studying Lizs necklace. So, Liz, is that little bit of bling new? Did you get a raise?

Liz touched the Tiffany diamond that was hanging around her neck on a thin platinum chain and flushed with pleasure. Isnt it pretty? Parker gave it to me last night. It was the first time weve been alone since he came back from Palm Beach.

Belinda let out a low whistle. That, she said, is an awfully good starter set. Id say hes your boyfriend.

Watch out for men who give expensive presents in the beginning, Jane warned. They make you pay for them in the end.

Jane, what a thing to say! Belinda protested. Pay no attention to her, Liz.

Who told you that? Liz asked Jane.

My mother. Jane picked up another French fry. After divorce settlement number two.

Forget her, Belinda urged. You know how cynical Jane is about romance. Now tell us why youre not sure of Parker.

Liz was about to confess what Adrienne had told her about Camerons wild party in Palm Beachthe one where Parker and everyone else wound up naked in the poolwhen loud giggles erupted at the next table.

And so then, Cameron said, tossing her perfectly straight blond hair and flashing her perfectly white teeth, he says, No, Miss Warner, I assure you, you will see it on no one else. This is the very dress Miss Scarlett Johansson wore to her latest premiere. So I said, Kevyn, I dont wear used clothes!

Who is Kevyn? Isabelle asked, taking a sip of her tea.

Our boy at Valentino, Mimi replied, studying herself in a small mirror. She smoothed her already stick-straight black hair and powdered her already ghostly white face.

Is he hot? Isabelle asked. Her angelic face, surrounded by golden curls, was a complete contrast to the suggestive tone in her voice.

Honestly, Isabelle, Mimi said putting her mirror back into her Louis Vuitton bag. You would pay attention to help.

To answer your question, Isabelle, yes, he is gorgeous, Cameron said.

And Cameron would notice, Mimi said, as she seems to be particularly interested in the working class these days. Honestly, Cam, when are you going to dump that peasant boy toy of yours?

Liz sat up straighter. They were talking about Brian! Adriennes Brian.

When do you Belinda began.

Shh. Liz cut her off and leaned across the table. I need to hear this, she whispered. The three girls played with their food while they carefully listened to the conversation at the next table.

You have to admit, Cameron said, he is cute.

Hes a bore, Mimi said. Oh, Isabelle, we all went to Town for dinner last night, and he ateMimi shudderedwith his hands.

It wasnt that bad, Meems, Cam protested with a giggle. Though he did look like an idiot wrestling with the artichoke.

The three girls laughed meanly together.

If Brian knew that Cameron sits around making fun of him, hed be totally humiliated, Belinda said quietly. Liz had filled in Belinda and Jane on how she and Adrienne had discovered Cam and Brian making out at a party last week. Brian and Adrienne had been together for two years, and all the girls agreed that Brian had always seemed like a down-to-Earth kind of guy. Until Cameron came along.

Serves him right, for dropping Adrienne for Cameron, Jane said.

True, Liz agreed. Though I cant help feeling sorry for him a little.

Belindas mouth dropped open. I cant believe youre saying that.

Dont get me wrong, Liz said quickly. What he did is unforgivable. But Cameron has a way of twisting things around. When she wants something, she can make you believe almost anything.

Jane nodded. Weve all seen her go into her sweetiepie routine.

At least I know her well enough not to trust her, Liz said. But Adrienne was seriously taken in by her. She really believed Cameron wanted to be her friend. Liz stabbed a tomato with her fork.

Its a good thing Adrienne goes to Van Rensselaer High, Belinda said. Its bad enough she works for Camerons family. She shouldnt have to see that boy-stealer every day at school, too.

Liz and Adrienne worked as nannies for two different families at 841 Fifth Avenue. Liz took care of nine-year-old Heather and five-year-old David, the offspring of famed child psychologist Dr. Mayra Markham-Collins. Adrienne was in charge of Camerons eight-year-old half sister, Emma.

Maybe I never should have set Adrienne up with that job, Liz said. Then Cameron never would have met Brian.

But then you might not have met Parker, Belinda pointed out. And that would have been tragic.

Liz smiled. True

Another high-pitched squeal came from the next table. Can you believe it? Mimi shrieked. Her father offered to pay to get her a place at the dance!

Can you do that? Isabelle asked.

Of course not! Mimi huffed. You are either asked, or you are not asked.

To what dance? Liz wondered, her attention diverted again. Is it something Parker might invite me to?

Okay, Jane said, standing up and brushing crumbs from her blue-and-white kiltthe P-B uniform they all hated. Im late for study hall. Belinda, are you coming?

I guess, Belinda said. Though I am so not enjoying the idea of trig right now. See you, Liz. The girls left.

Liz took a last swallow of her water and got up.

Leaving so soon? came a familiar voice from behind her. The bell hasnt rung yet.

Liz turned to see Camerons always camera-ready face.

Why dont you join us? Cam said, smiling sweetly.

Lizs eyes narrowed. She must want something. But what? She knew she should just walk away, but curiosity took over, and she sat down.

So, Mimi said, back to the cotillion.

The what? Liz asked.

The Manhattan Cotillion, Isabelle said. Its a debutante ball.

It is the debutante ball, Cameron corrected.

You see, every year for, like, the last hundred years, Isabelle said, speaking slowly as if Liz were in kindergarten, the Manhattan Cotillion committee gets together and they invite ten girlsfive from New York, and five from other cities.

Five socially acceptable cities, said Mimi. Boston, Philadelphia, Charleston She blinked. I cant remember the other two. She turned to Cameron. Are there two other acceptable American cities?

Anyway, Isabelle continued, the ball is held at the Plaza Hotel at the end of January

Giving us plenty of time to recover from all the holiday cheer, Cameron interrupted with a laugh.

And the ten girls make their bow to society, Isabelle finished.

Aka, everyone we know and adore, Cameron added.

Youre presented, you curtsy and, voil, you are introduced to society, concluded Mimi.

But if youve all known one another since you were kids, why do you need to be introduced? Liz asked. The rituals of the rich are so weird.

Thats not the point, Cameron said, obviously amused by Lizs lack of training in these Byzantine social customs. What matters is that only the girls from the best and oldest families get invited.

Liz nodded. Now she got it. This was all just an excuse to create yet another cliqueanother set of in girls and out girls.

You know, Cam, Id be a little worried if I were you. Its not as if your family is old money, Mimi said with a smirk. Your father made all his own money recently, and moved from Texas to New York, like, ten years ago.

Sometimes money just speaks for itself, if you have enough of it, Cameron said airily. Besides, Ive got it all. My stepmother Christines family sent their servants over on the Mayflower to get things ready, and theyre so totally old money. Besides, shes a ball chairwoman.

Still, Isabelle pointed out, youll never make Deb of the Year.

Deb of the Year? Liz repeated, hoping she didnt sound hopelessly clueless.

Its fabulous, Cam said. If you get elected by the cotillion committee, you end up with your face on the cover of Town and Country and in the Social Register Journal. Also, every designer wants you for their spring runway show.

Which is why I am going to be Deb of the Year, Mimi declared.

Not on your life! Cameron countered.

She is a real princess, Cam, Isabelle said. Even you cant top that.

Watch me, Cameron said, her ice-gray eyes flashing.

Interesting, Liz thought. Something that might actually be out of Camerons grasping reach.

Ill be in Valentino whether you like it or not, Cam told Mimi. Hes making something especially for me.

Well, Mimi said, clearly trying to top Cameron, my escort will be Archduke Ruprecht von Habsburg. If the monarchy were restored in Austria, hed be emperor someday.

This competition is stupid, Liz thought, and wadded up her napkin. I have to go, she said, standing.

Ciao, Cameron said.

Leaving the cafeteria, Liz hit Adriennes cell phone number on autodial. She had to clue Adrienne in on this bizarre new piece of Cameron trivia.

Hi, Adrienne answered. She sounded down. The way she had ever since Brian hooked up with Cameron.

Hey, you! Liz said, hoping that dishing about the freaky rich set would cheer up Adrienne. Guess who I had lunch with today?

Anna Nicole Smith, Adrienne quipped.

Just as blond, but half as interesting.

Britney Spears?

Still less interesting.

You cant mean it. You actually had lunch with Cameron?

I did.

On purpose?

Liz laughed. Nah, it was more that we were stuck next to each other. Anyway, she and Mimi and Isabelle were talking about a dance theyre all going to. And you need an ancestor who came over on the Mayflower to get in.

I know, Adrienne said, and sighed. Things are insane over at the Warners with all the preparations. Gotta run. French class.

See you at 841 later? Liz asked.

You bet. I have to see that trinket Parker gave you.

Wait, Adrienne! Liz said quickly. She lowered her voice. At lunch today Jane made a comment that guys who give you presents expect to get paid for them. Do you think Lizs voice trailed off.

What? Adrienne asked. Do I think what?

Liz let out a sigh. Do you think thats true? That Parker gave me the present just so Ill sleep with him?

Hello, paranoid! Adrienne said. Parkers totally into you. Stop being crazy. Gotta go. She hung up.

Liz sighed and wrapped her earpiece around her phone. She was about to put it into her bag when it buzzed. She looked down at it. There was a text message from Parker:

CALC SUX. MISS U.

Liz grinned. Maybe Adriennes right. I have got to chill.

Liz walked into the changing room for phys ed and caught Isabelle Schuyler practicing a deep curtsy in front of a mirror.

And Adrienne says Im crazy? Liz thought. She ducked into the row where her locker was and covered her mouth to stop herself from laughing out loud.







CHAPTER TWO

the Texas dip




Adrienne hung up her phone and tossed it into her Prada sling bag, a gift from Mrs. Warner. She was certainly the only girl at Van Rensselaer who had a real Prada bag, but every time she looked at it, it made her think of Cameron Warner and Brian.

Brian. Adriennes stomach twisted as she recalled the horrible image of walking in on Brian, on the guest room bed, making out with Cameron. Hands groping. Panting and kissingand then the humiliation and shock of watching him follow Cam out the door, leaving Adrienne behind.

She hadnt heard a word from him since. Oh, she saw him in school, but they didnt speak.

Well, he was the one in the wrong. It was up to him to apologize, wasnt it? To explain, to beg her forgiveness.

Only it never happened. And it didnt look like it ever would.

Maybe hes embarrassed, Adrienne told herself for the ten-thousandth time. Maybe he wants to talk to me but is afraid I dont want to talk to him. Thats why hes avoiding me.

Or maybe not. Maybe hes fallen for Cameron for real. And its truly over for us.

And to make it even more horrible, because it wasnt horrible enough, she had to see him three days a week in French class.

Adrienne sighed and leaned against the wall just outside the classroom door.

Whats up, Adrienne? Tamara Tucker asked as she arrived at the doorway with Lily Singh. Tamara and Lily had been Adriennes closest friends since shed started at Van Rensselaer.

What else? Adrienne replied. Brian.

Tamara leaned against the wall next to Adrienne. I hear you, girl.

Adrienne swallowed hard. I really miss him.

After what he did to you? Tamara asked. She stepped away from the wall so that she could face Adrienne directly. You cant be serious. Why would you, after he played you like that with Cameron?

Listen, Tamara, Adrienne said, Brian and I were together two years before Cameron showed up, and never once was he ever anything but a great boyfriend. He never treated me this way before. People dont change like that overnight.

But he did you so wrong, Tamara protested.

The only thing wrong with him is Cameron, Adrienne said firmly. Shes the one twisting him up.

But Tamara said.

No more, Tamara, Adrienne interrupted. Im sure of this. Be my friend and dont push, all right?

Well, Lily said with a sideways glance at Tamara, I think Adrienne is right. Brian loved Adrienne. That doesnt just vanish. This Cameron Warner thing is only a momentary brain freeze.

The three girls walked into French class. Adrienne was at her desk pulling her books out of her shoulder bag when Brian walked through the door, his dark, wavy hair setting off his chiseled features.

There are still a few minutes before class starts, Adrienne thought. Someone has to be the grown-up here, and I guess it has to be me.

Adrienne took a deep breath. She stood and tossed her head back, and then realized the move would be more effective if she had Camerons long locks. Adriennes medium-length red hair looked great on her, but was definitely lacking in the dramatic gesture department.

Adrienne walked up to Brian and waited for him to turn and look at her. He didnt.

Hey, she said. She flinched at the sound of her own voice. She had spoken a little louder than she had planned.

Brian turned slowly. Hey, he mumbled, fidgeting with his belt bucklesomething he always did when he was nervous.

Brian, Adrienne said more quietly; she didnt want the whole room to hear their conversation. We really need to talk. Can we get together after school?

He looks trapped, Adrienne observed. This was a bad idea. But for some reason, she couldnt stop. Just a few minutes before I head over to work, she pressed. As soon as she said the words, she wished she could take them backmentioning work would only remind him of Cameron.

Uh, sorry, Adrienne, he said, but, I, uhwell, I have plans after school. Another time, okay?

Adrienne blinked. She just knew those after-school plans were with Cameron. I will not cry, she ordered herself. I will not cry.

She flashed him a mega-watt smile. Sure, fine, whenever. She spun on her Todsmore castoffs of Cameronsand hurried back to her seat, humiliation and misery making her knees weak.

Adrienne glanced at Tamara. She could see the I told you so in Tamaras dark brown eyes.

Adrienne sat up straight and stared at the blackboard. Brian is going to be mine again, she told herself. And I will make Cameron pay. Big.

As Adrienne headed to 841 Fifth Avenue after school, the weak December sun was already heading for the horizon. This weather matches how I feel, Adrienne thought. Bleak. Cold. Gray.

She wondered if maybe she should just quit her stupid jobavoid having to see Cameron, and not have to keep flashing onto Cam and Brian together. She shook her head. No. That would mean Cameron wonby making Adrienne run like a puppy with her tail between her legs. Besides, if Adrienne was at 841, she could keep an eye on Cameronand Brian. Then, maybe she could find a way to win Brian back.

Besides, Adrienne thought as she strode up to the entrance, the money is just too good to give up.

Hello, Miss Adrienne! Reilly the doorman greeted her as he held open the ornate gilded bronze doors. Go on up.

The doormen at 841 used to intimidate her, but now that she was a regular in the building, they treated her with friendly respect. She was one of them: a normal person working hard to make sure that the crazy rich people who lived at 841 were all happy, all the time.

The service elevatornannies werent allowed to take the regular elevators at 841 unless they were with the kids they took care ofopened onto the back entrance of the apartment. Adrienne let herself into the kitchen.

The kitchen that was packed.

Waiters and waitresses were lined up at the doors, and six chefs competed with one another for space to prepare tiny sandwiches, miniature ice cakes, and assemble beautiful canaps and individual hors doeuvres. Tiny vegetables were being washed and arranged on platters, and everywhere there was the soft clattering of china and silver.

Adrienne! Tania, the Warners housekeeper, greeted her. The short Russian woman was nearly as wide as she was tall. Is like the chaotic! Today they compete, and all is in craziness. She tucked a stray gray hair back into her bun.

For what? Adrienne asked.

They all wish for being chosen to be the maker of all the party servings, Tania explained. The party where Miss Cameron is to fall down in front of peoples.

It took Adrienne a moment to interpret Tanias fractured English. Then she nodded. She must mean these people are vying for the catering job for the debutante ball. Ugh. More hoopla about Cameron. Just what I dont need. Adrienne hung up her coat and stashed her bags in a back hall closet.

Wheres Emma? Adrienne asked Tania as she shut the closet door.

She with little Heather in hall. You lucky you is come. Soon, they push each other out from windows. Or Mrs. Warner, she do it herself. You go now. Tania grinned, revealing her gold tooth, and nudged Adrienne toward the door.

Adrienne wound her way through the
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