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Chapter One: Crystal
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The penthouse smelled like Diptyque Baies and the faint, expensive ghost of last night's perfume. Adri stood barefoot on the heated marble of her bathroom floor, the city sprawled behind her in a frostbitten constellation, and tilted the little ring light closer to her face.

"Okay, babes," she said to the camera, voice in that soft, conspiratorial register her three-point-two million followers loved. "Christmas party glam. I'm going full Old Hollywood tonight. Liquid liner, lashes for the gods, and..." she held up a tiny crystal vial like a chalice, "...the new Westman Atelier highlight that I literally had to beg the PR girls for. Beg. On my knees. Like a Victorian widow."

She laughed at her own joke. The follower count in the corner of her screen ticked up another forty-three since she'd hit Live. The chat scrolled in a glittering blur.

––––––––
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ADRI YOU'RE SO PRETTY I CANT

The dress!!!!!

Mother is mothering

Where is this from????

––––––––
[image: ]

THE DRESS WAS MAGDA Butrym, on loan, hanging on the back of the bathroom door in a garment bag that cost more than her first car. Black velvet, corseted, with a slit that would scandalize her grandmother and probably set off her DM requests for a week. She had photographed it in fourteen different lights. The Story was queued. The carousel was queued. Her manager, Priya, texted her at seven a.m. with a green checkmark emoji, which was Priya-speak for post this immediately, I will not be questioned.

Adri picked up the foundation brush. Her phone buzzed against the marble.

Steve 🖤: almost there. wear the heels i like

She smiled, then caught herself smiling in the mirror, and softened the smile because the camera was still on.

"My boyfriend's on his way," she sing-songed to the chat. "We're heading to Jules Avary's holiday party at the Drake. If you don't know who Jules is, she basically owns Chicago. We love her. Anyway, Let's beat this face."

By the time Steve let himself in with the key she'd given him in October, she was zipped into the velvet, lashes set, hair in a slick low chignon that had taken her forty minutes and a YouTube tutorial to perfect.

He stopped in the doorway of her bedroom. Tuxedo. Tom Ford. His dark hair was pushed back the way he liked it when he wanted to be photographed.

"Jesus Christ," he said. "Turn around."

She turned, slow, like she was on a runway. Like she was on her own runway. The slit caught the light.

"Adri." His voice dropped. "You're going to ruin my night."

"That's the goal."

He crossed the room and kissed her, hand fitting around the back of her neck, careful of the hair, less careful of the lipstick. She felt the cold of the outside still on his coat. He tasted like mint and something sharper underneath, something she chose, in the moment, not to name.

"I got you a present," he said, against her mouth.

"It's not Christmas yet."

"Pre-Christmas." He pulled back, reached into his inside pocket, and produced a small velvet box. Cartier red.

"Steve."

"Open it."

It was a tennis bracelet. Diamonds, real ones, the kind that catch light like they're trying to tell you a secret. She felt her throat go tight.

"You didn't have to..."

"I wanted to. Hold out your wrist."

She held out her wrist. He clasped it. The diamonds settled cold against her pulse.

"There," he said. "Now you match the dress."

"Now I match the dress."

She laughed. The laugh sounded a little thinner than she meant it to.

The Drake's ballroom had been transformed into something out of a fever dream. Twenty-foot Christmas trees flocked in white. Garlands of fresh eucalyptus and frosted magnolia. A string quartet doing a slow, smoky version of Have Yourself a Merry Little Christmas by the bar. Servers in black tie circulating with trays of champagne and tiny crystal coupes of something pink.

Adri was photographed before she'd taken three steps inside.

"Adri! Over here, babe!" Marco from Chicago Style, lifting his camera. She gave him the over-the-shoulder, slit-on-display pose, hand on hip, the one she had practiced in mirrors when she was fifteen and lived in a two-bedroom apartment in Rogers Park.

"You look unreal. Who are we wearing?"

"Magda Butrym. Bracelet's Cartier. Shoes are Aquazzura."

"Tag everything. Love you."

"Love you back."

Steve's hand found the small of her back, warm through the velvet, and steered her toward the bar.

"Two glasses of champagne."

"Just water for me," Adri said. "I'm on shoot tomorrow at six."

Steve's hand pressed a little harder against her back. "Babe. It's Christmas."

"I don't drink, Steve. You know I don't drink."

"You don't binge drink. You have a glass of champagne at parties like a normal person."

"Last time I had champagne my face was puffy for two days. Priya was furious."

"Priya is always furious."

"Steve."

"One glass." He was smiling at her the way he smiled when he was about to win something. "Come on. It's our first Christmas. Look around. Do you think anyone here is sober? Jules has been ripped since six p.m., I guarantee it. One glass with your boyfriend. Don't make me drink alone like a sad bastard."

The bartender was waiting. Two coupes already poured. Adri felt the eyes. Marco still loitering near the entrance. A Bravo producer she had been trying to get a meeting with watching from a banquette. A girl with a phone angled in their direction in the way girls angle phones when they are filming.

"One glass," she said.

"That's my girl." Steve handed her the coupe. The crystal was so cold it almost hurt. "To us. To the prettiest girl in this room. And every other room."

She clinked. She drank. The bubbles fizzed sharp and floral against the back of her throat.

It really was a beautiful glass of champagne.

She did not remember saying yes to the second one. She remembered Jules sweeping over in red sequins, throwing her arms around her neck, screaming MY ANGEL, MY MUSE, I'm putting you on the cover. She remembered a server appearing at her elbow with a tray. She remembered Steve's hand on the small of her back again. One more, baby, you're having fun, look at you, you're glowing.

She remembered the third one because by then the room had started to feel a little soft at the edges, like someone had run a Valencia filter over it.

"I'm going to sit down," she told Steve.

"You're fine."

"I'm not fine. Steve, I haven't eaten."

"There's canapés all over the place."

"Bread. I need actual bread."

"Okay. Okay, babe, breathe. I'll find you bread. Come outside with me first. I need a smoke."

"You don't smoke."

"I need air. Come on."

The terrace was strung with white fairy lights and ringed in propane heaters that did approximately nothing against December in Chicago. The wind came off the lake like a knife. Adri wrapped her arms around herself and Steve shrugged out of his jacket and slung it over her shoulders without breaking stride.

"Sit," he said, pointing to a velvet bench under one of the heaters. She sat. The world tilted gently and then righted itself.

He glanced over his shoulder. Then he sat down next to her, very close, and took something out of his pocket.

A tiny glass vial. Twist-top. White.

She closed her eyes for half a second.

"Steve."

"Just a bump. Just enough to wake up. You've been yawning for an hour."

"I have not been yawning."

"Baby." He was unscrewing it. "I have an early call too. I'm not trying to be a mess. I just need to keep going. So do you. You want to be sleeping in the corner when Vogue walks in?"

"Vogue is not walking in."

"You don't know that."

"Steve, I don't do that. You know I don't do that. We have literally had this conversation."

"I'm not asking you to do it." He held up his palms, vial in one of them. "I'm just saying. Hold onto it for me. The coat-check lady gave me a weird look earlier. Put it in your bag. Just for tonight. It's safer with you."

"No."

"Adri."

"No, Steve. I'm not carrying that around. If they search bags..."

"They are not going to search a bag at Jules Avary's Christmas party. Are you hearing yourself?"

"I don't want it on me."

He looked at her. The lights caught his eyes and they were very dark and very still.

"Babe," he said. Softly. "I just gave you a Cartier bracelet. I'm not asking for much. I am asking you to put something in your purse for two hours. You are acting like I asked you to commit a federal crime."

"It is a federal crime."

"Adri. Don't be dramatic. You know what, forget it. Forget I asked. I'll throw it in the lake. Real great Christmas, babe."

He stood up. She felt the cold rush in where his side had been.

"Steve."

"No, you're right. I'm a bad guy. I'm a terrible boyfriend. I should know better than to ask anything of you."

"Steve."

He turned. He waited.

She held out her hand.

"Two hours," she said.

"Two hours." He pressed it into her palm. It was so small. It weighed almost nothing. She dropped it into the inside zip pocket of her bag, a Bottega Veneta minaudière, also on loan, also photographed, and zipped it closed, and felt her stomach turn over.

"Love you," he said, and kissed her forehead. "I'll get you bread."

She sat alone on the terrace for a minute, then two. The vial felt like it was glowing through the leather.

She did not get bread.

Steve got her another champagne.

She did not remember leaving. She remembered the valet stand. She remembered the cold of the seat through the velvet of her dress. She remembered Steve fumbling for the keys, going oh shit, oh shit, where did I, and then finding them.

"You drive."

He dropped them in her lap.

She looked at them. They did not, in that moment, fully resolve into keys. They were a small heavy shape, and the doubled streetlight above the valet stand was making two of them, and her hand was, on the velvet of her lap, also two hands.

"What."

"You drive, baby. I'm wrecked."

"Steve, I had champagne, I had like four..."

"You had two."

"I had more than two."

"You're fine. You're walking straight. Look at me. Look at me, Adri. You're fine. I'm wasted. I cannot drive this car. Do you want me to drive this car?"

"No."

"Then drive the car. It's ten blocks. It's nothing. I just want to be home with you."

She thought, with the small clear voice in the very back of her head that was the only voice still operating at full clarity, call a car. She thought, say no. Say it out loud. Get back inside. Get back inside, find Jules, find Jules's husband, find anyone, ask for help.

The valet was watching. He was twenty-three, maybe, in a black overcoat over the red Drake jacket, and he had not, in the last ninety seconds, looked away from her face once.

A couple was getting out of an Uber at the curb behind them. The woman was looking at Adri's dress. The man was holding the woman by the elbow.

Inside the lobby, through the long glass doors, she could see Marco from Chicago Style still at the entrance, still with his camera up.

She could feel her phone in her bag. She could call her mother. She could call her sister. She could call Priya, who would, if Adri called her on a Saturday night at eleven thirty, drive from Wicker Park in pajamas with her hair in a bonnet to come get her.

She did not, at that moment, do any of those things.

She felt the eyes. She felt the camera. She felt the eighteen-hundred-dollar bag on her arm with the small glowing thing inside it. She felt, against her wrist, the cold weight of the Cartier.

She felt her whole body go warm and static and far away.

She drove the car.

Lake Shore Drive was glazed. That was the word that came to her, dumbly, as she steered the Range Rover onto it. Glazed, like a donut, like something you'd put on a Christmas ham. The streetlights doubled and tripled on the wet black ice. Steve had his hand on her thigh and was telling her something about a deal he'd closed and she was nodding and the bracelet was very cold on her wrist and she was thinking I just have to get to the exit, I just have to get to the exit.

The light up ahead was green. She wasn't going fast. She wasn't even going the speed limit. She would know that, later. She would tell people that, later, and it would not matter at all.

A sedan ahead of her braked.

She braked.

The Range Rover did not brake. The Range Rover slid, slow and almost graceful, in a long sideways arc, the back end coming around, the headlights swinging through the dark like a lighthouse beam, and Steve was saying whoa, whoa, whoa in a voice that had gone very high and very young, and Adri was turning the wheel into it the way her father had taught her on a snowed-over Saturday morning in a parking lot in Skokie when she was sixteen, and it was not working, the wheel was not connected to anything.

The other car was a silver Toyota. A family sedan.

She had time, in the small slow stretch before they hit, to see two things. She had time to see the small lit screen of a tablet in the back seat, and the small face of a child watching it. She had time to see the carseat the child was in, the pink one, with the small stuffed rabbit clipped to the side.

The sound was not what she expected. It was not a crash. It was a crunch, low and final, like a foot through a frozen puddle, and then a second sound, smaller and higher, that she would understand later was glass.

The airbag hit her in the face like a fist.

The next minutes came to her in flashes she would never put in order.

The smell of burning plastic. Steve, somehow, already out of the car, on his phone, walking in a tight circle in the snow. The crying. A woman's voice, hoarse, screaming MY BABY, MY BABY, OH GOD MY BABY, and another sound under it that was thinner and higher and was not stopping.

The blood on the steering wheel. She thought it was hers. She thought, dimly, that it was going to stain the velvet. Then she thought that was not my blood. Then she thought, "Whose blood is it?" Then she could not think of anything for a while.

Red and blue lights. A flashlight in her face.

"Ma'am. Ma'am, can you hear me? Ma'am, I need you to step out of the vehicle."

"My boyfriend..."

"Ma'am, step out of the vehicle, please."

She stepped out of the vehicle. Her heel caught on something, a piece of bumper, maybe, or a chunk of ice, and she went down hard on one knee in the snow, and the slit of the velvet dress split all the way up to her hip, and somewhere, somewhere very far away, somebody with a phone was filming.

"Ma'am, have you been drinking tonight?"

"I had, it was a Christmas party, I..."

"Ma'am, I need you to follow my finger with your eyes."

She tried. The finger had a twin and they would not converge.

"Ma'am, I am placing you under arrest. You have the right to remain silent."

"My boyfriend. Where's my boyfriend? Steve. Steve."

She turned her head, and Steve was standing about fifteen feet away, in his Tom Ford tuxedo, on the shoulder of Lake Shore Drive, talking to a second officer. He was gesturing toward her. She could not hear what he was saying. He was shaking his head. He was wiping his eyes.

He looked up. Their eyes met across the ice and the lights and the sound of the woman in the Toyota who would not stop screaming.

He looked away.

"Ma'am, your purse," the officer was saying. "Is this your purse?"

The Bottega minaudière. Black leather. Eighteen hundred dollars retail. The clasp had come open. The inside zip pocket gaped.

The little glass vial lay in the snow at the officer's feet, catching the red and blue lights, like a piece of jewelry.

"That's not mine."

"Ma'am."

"That is not mine. Steve. Steve, tell them. Steve."

Steve was crying. Steve was crying into his hands. The second officer had a hand on his shoulder. She could hear him now, just barely, over the wind off the lake.

"...tried to stop her, I swear to God I tried, she got like this, she said she'd hurt herself if I didn't get in the car with her, I didn't know what to do, I didn't know what to do..."

"Steve."

He did not look up.

"Steve."

The officer's hand was on her head, guiding her down toward the open door of the cruiser. The velvet of her dress caught on the door frame and tore, a long quiet rip, and somewhere, somewhere in the city behind her, her phone, still in the wreck of the Range Rover, still on the passenger seat where she had tossed it on the way out of the Drake, was buzzing and buzzing and buzzing with comments on her Christmas party Story, the one she had queued before she left, the one that was still live.

––––––––
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ADRI OMG!

GURL U OK?!

OMG!!

––––––––
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THE CRUISER DOOR SLAMMED shut.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Two: Velvet
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The cruiser smelled like old coffee and somebody else's body spray. The partition between the back seat and the front was scratched all the way through in places, so she could see the officer's shoulder moving as he turned the wheel, the radio crackling at his hip with codes she did not understand.

She kept thinking about her hands.

Her hands were in metal. The cuffs were too loose on one wrist and too tight on the other, somehow both, simultaneously, which seemed impossible but was true, and the Cartier bracelet had slid up under the metal and was pressing into the soft skin on the inside of her arm. She could feel each individual diamond. She catalogued them, dumbly, like rosary beads. One. Two. Three. Four.

Her makeup was still on. That was the part she could not stop thinking about. Her makeup was still perfect. The Westman Atelier highlight she had begged for. The lashes she had glued, one by tiny one, while three hundred thousand people watched her Live.

She thought: they are going to take a photograph of me like this.

She thought: that is going to be the photograph.

The intake desk at the Eighteenth District Station was lit by the kind of fluorescent tube that turns every human being beige. The woman behind the plexiglass had a name tag that said HENDERSON and the patient, unimpressed expression of someone who had processed Christmas-party DUIs before and would process them again.

"Name."

"Adriana. Adri. Adriana Jackson."

"Date of birth."

She told her. Henderson typed.

"Address."

She told her that, too. The penthouse. The good zip code. The doorman who knew her by name brought her packages up himself and said Miss Adri, you got another one from Net-a-Porter, where do you put them all.

"Empty your pockets and bag on the tray, please."

The minaudière was already in evidence. Her phone was in evidence. The vial was in evidence. There was nothing in her pockets. The dress did not have pockets. The dress had never been designed to acknowledge that women might want to keep things. So she stood there with her hands cuffed in front of her and shook her head.

"Jewelry," Henderson said.

"What?"

"Remove all jewelry, please. Earrings, rings, watch, bracelets. Everything goes in the envelope."

"I can't. My hands."

Henderson sighed, not unkindly, and gestured to the officer who had brought her in. He uncuffed her. Her wrists were red. The bracelet had left tiny crescents in her skin.

She undid the Cartier clasp. It took three tries. Her fingers were not working the way fingers were supposed to work.

The bracelet went into a manila envelope with her earrings (Anita Ko, small huggies, a gift from herself for hitting two million) and the thin gold chain her grandmother had given her at her First Communion, which she had not taken off since she was nine years old.

Henderson sealed the envelope. Wrote a number on it. Slid a form across the counter.

"Sign here. And here. And here."

She signed. She did not read.

"Step over to the wall, please. Look straight ahead. Don't smile."

She had not been planning to smile.

The flash went off. It was not a kind flash. It was not the soft, diffused, ring-light flash that lived on her bathroom counter. It was a flat, white, prosecutorial flash, and she felt it go through her like an X-ray, and somewhere, already, somehow already, a server in a building she would never see was generating a file, writing it to disk, preparing it for release.

"Turn to your left. Chin up."

She turned. She lifted her chin.

The flash again.

"Okay. We're done. This officer is going to take you to a holding cell while we wait on your attorney."

"I have an attorney?"

Henderson looked at her over the top of the plexiglass. There was a moment of something almost like pity in her face, and then it was gone.

"Honey," she said. "Somebody named Priya called us about you six minutes after dispatch logged the accident. You have an attorney."

His name was Justin Berndt, and he came through the door of the interview room at two-fourteen in the morning in a charcoal Brunello Cucinelli sweater and dark jeans, with the kind of unhurried, lethal calm that cost six hundred dollars an hour and was worth it.

"Adriana." He set down a leather portfolio. He did not sit. "Look at me. Are you injured."

"No."

"Did they Mirandize you."

"Yes."

"Did you say anything to them after the Miranda."

"I said the vial wasn't mine."

"Anything else."

"I asked for Steve."

He closed his eyes for one second. Opened them.

"Okay," he said. "Okay. From this moment, you do not speak. Not to officers, not to other detainees, not to a phone, not to your mother, not to God. You speak to me. Are we clear."

"Yes."

"I am going to get you out of here on bond by sunrise. There will be press outside the station. You will not look at them. You will not speak to them. You will not adjust your dress. You will walk to the car. Are we clear."

"Yes."

"The dress." He looked at it. The torn slit. The smear of something, coffee or blood, she didn't know, across the hip. "Is it possible we can get you a change of clothes before we walk out."

"It's a loan."

"I'm sorry?"

"The dress. It's a loan. From Magda Butrym. The PR girls are going to want it back."

He looked at her for a long moment.

"Adriana," he said, very gently. "I do not think Magda Butrym is going to want the dress back."

She did not see the headline until she was in the back of his car.

He had handed her his phone with a single instruction. Only this. Only what I show you. Do not open anything else. On the screen was TMZ, and on TMZ was a video, and the video was of her on the shoulder of Lake Shore Drive, in the velvet dress, going down on one knee in the snow, the slit splitting up to her hip, the officer's hand reaching for her elbow.

The headline ran across the bottom in a red banner.

INFLUENCER ADRI JACKSON ARRESTED IN HORRIFIC LSD CRASH. CHILD IN CRITICAL CONDITION.

"The child," she said. "There was a child."

"The child is alive," Justin said. He was watching her face, not the road. The driver was watching the road. "The child is at Lurie's. Traumatic brain injury. They have stabilized her. She is six years old. Her name is Camila Ortega. The parents are Marisol and Hector. Hector has a broken pelvis. Marisol has lacerations and a concussion. They are all expected to survive. I am telling you this once, Adriana, because you are going to read it tomorrow on the front page of every paper in this country, and I need you to hear it from me first."

Camila.

Six.

She held the phone in her lap and she did not cry, because crying did not feel like something her body could do anymore. It felt like something that belonged to a previous version of her body, the body that had stood in a heated marble bathroom seven hours ago and laughed about Victorian widows.

She scrolled. She knew she shouldn't. She did.

Beneath the TMZ video the comments had already begun.

Hope she rots

This is what happens when you give girls like this everything

The BABY though oh my god and where is Steve?? Was he in the car??

She scrolled to the next post. Page Six. Daily Mail. Each of them had the same still. Her, in the velvet, on her knees in the snow.

The Bottega bag, open, in the foreground of one of the shots. The little glass vial just visible in the slush.

"Justin."

"Don't read the comments. Adriana. Look at me. Put the phone face down."

"Justin, the vial."

"I know. I see it. We will deal with it. Put the phone face down."

She put the phone face down. Outside the tinted windows of his Escalade, Chicago was the gray-blue color it gets just before dawn, when the streetlights are still on but starting to look tired. They passed a billboard for La Mer. She had shot that campaign. Her own face, twenty feet tall, looked down at her car as they slid underneath it.

The Adri on the billboard was smiling.

––––––––
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STEVE DID THE INTERVIEW on a Tuesday.

It was the Today show. He wore a navy sweater and no tie and what he must have thought was a haunted, brave expression, and the host, a woman with kind eyes and an unkind agenda, let him cry on cue.

Adri watched it on mute, then with the sound on, then on mute again. Justin had told her not to watch it. She watched it four times.

"I just want to say first, to the Ortega family, that there are no words. There are no words. My heart is in that hospital room with that baby girl." Steve's voice cracked. Adri remembered, with a clarity that felt like a hallucination, that he had once made his voice crack on command to get out of a dinner with his mother. "What Adri did. I will carry that for the rest of my life. I should have stopped her. I should have."

"You said in your statement," the host said, leaning in, "that you tried."

"I tried." He nodded, nodded again. "Look. I love her. I loved her. I have loved her for three years and I have watched her struggle. Adri has a side that the public does not see. She has been using substances for a long time. Tonight she had been drinking before I even got to the party. The cocaine was hers. Has been hers. I have begged her to get help. When I tried to take the keys away from her in the valet line, she told me that if I didn't get in the car with her, she was going to drive into the lake. She said it. In front of the valet. Pull the tape. He will tell you. She said it."

"Oh my God," the host said.

"I got in the car because I thought I could keep her alive until we got home. I have never been so wrong about anything in my life. And there is a little girl." His voice broke, beautifully, theatrically. "There is a little girl  in a hospital bed because I was not strong enough to stop the woman I love."

The host reached across the desk and put a hand over his.

The chyron at the bottom of the screen read STEVE LAURENT BREAKS HIS SILENCE: "I TRIED TO SAVE HER."

Adri did not throw the phone. She wanted to. The wanting was a physical thing, low in her stomach, like nausea. But Justin had said do not destroy property, do not destroy anything visible, and so she set the phone down on the marble counter, very carefully, and went into the bathroom and shut the door and slid down the back of it and sat on the heated floor and did not move for a long time.

The Diptyque candle was out. She did not remember blowing it out. She did not remember the last time she had lit it.

Justin got her a plea.

The Cook County State's Attorney's Office had wanted to make an example. Justin made it not worth their while. He produced the valet. The valet, in fact, did not remember anything about a threat to drive into the lake. The valet remembered Steve dropping the keys in her lap and saying you drive, baby. Justin produced the blood alcohol numbers, which were bad but not catastrophic. He produced her clean record, her charitable work (a benefit for Lurie Children's Hospital two Octobers ago, which would later be reported as cruelly ironic by at least three outlets), and in a private meeting Adri was not in the room for, a number large enough to make the Ortega family's civil attorney sit down.

The criminal case resolved in eleven minutes.

She stood in a courtroom in a black wool Khaite suit Justin's assistant had ordered for her, neutral, modest, expensive but not loud, with her hair pulled back so severely that her scalp hurt, and she listened to a judge with reading glasses on the end of his nose explain that she would serve no jail time, that she would complete four hundred hours of community service, that she would attend a victim impact program, that she would be on probation for thirty-six months, that the conviction would remain on her record, and that she was, in the judge's exact phrase, extraordinarily fortunate.

The Ortega family was in the courtroom. Marisol Ortega was in the front row. She had a butterfly bandage above her left eyebrow and her hair was pulled back the way women pull their hair back when they have stopped caring how their hair looks. She did not look at Adri. She looked at the judge. She had been allowed to give a statement and her statement had been six sentences long, and the sixth sentence had been: My daughter does not know who I am yet. The doctors say maybe in a month. Maybe not.

After the gavel, Justin put a hand on Adri's elbow and steered her toward a side door. The press was at the front door. The press was always at the front door. He had arranged the side door three days in advance.

She did not look at Marisol Ortega.

She did not let herself.

In the back of the Escalade, she opened her phone for the first time in nine days.

Justin had taken it from her on the night of the booking and given it back to her the morning of the court date with a single instruction: do not read. She had not read. She had not opened it. She had not even looked at the lock screen. Priya had been speaking on her behalf in a series of carefully calibrated press statements, Adri is taking this time to reflect and accept responsibility, Adri's thoughts are with the Ortega family, and Adri had let her, because Adri had not been able to think of any words in any order that did not feel obscene.

But the case was over. And Justin had said you can look. Brace yourself, and you can look.

She unlocked the phone.

Instagram opened.

She watched her own follower count for a full minute before she understood what she was watching.

3,247,891.

3,247,883.

3,247,876.

3,247,870.

It was going down. In real time. She refreshed it. It was still going down. She watched a hundred and forty people unfollow her in the span of a single breath. She watched, and watched, and at three point two four six, she made herself stop watching, because she had begun to feel the same low static-electric thing in her body that she had felt right before the airbag.

She opened her most recent post. The Christmas party Story. She had not deleted it. Priya had not deleted it. Do not delete anything, Adri. Deletion is consciousness of guilt.

The comments were turned on.

She had thirty-one thousand of them on the top reel alone.

––––––––
[image: ]

YOU SHOULD'VE DIED instead of hurting that child

––––––––
[image: ]

SHE READ IT.

She read it again.

She kept reading. She could not stop. Her thumb moved on its own.

––––––––
[image: ]

HOPE SHE SEES THIS

Her face when she realizes her life is over

The audacity to still have this up

Pray for Camila Ortega not this coke whore

She'll be fine. Girls like her are always fine.

The baby is in a COMA. She is at a COURT DATE in KHAITE. eat the rich.

ADRI YOU'RE SO PRETTY I CANT

––––––––
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THAT LAST ONE WAS FROM December nineteenth. It had three replies under it, all from the last forty-eight hours, all from the same account, all variations on the same theme.

––––––––
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UPDATE: SHE'S A CHILD-killer

Update: she's a child-killer

Update: she's a child-killer

––––––––
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SHE CLOSED INSTAGRAM.

She opened her email.

Three hundred and twelve unread. She scrolled.

Westman Atelier. Re: Holiday Campaign. TERMINATION OF AGREEMENT.

Saie Beauty. Brand Partnership Update.

La Mer. Confidential.

Magda Butrym Studio. Item Return Request. URGENT.

Aquazzura PR. Pulling all current placements.

Net-a-Porter. Affiliate Program Status Change.

Skims. Re: Q1 Campaign. Cancellation.

The Drake Hotel. Re: New Year's Eve Appearance. Cancellation.

Bravo Productions. Withdrawing Offer.

Vogue Digital. Pause on Pending Content.

CAA. Re: Representation.

She did not open the CAA email. She knew what it said. She did not need to read it.

At the very bottom of the inbox, marked unread because she had not opened it in nine days, was an email from her mother.

The subject line said: Adriana. Please call me.

It had been sent at 4:11 a.m. on the night of the crash. There had not been a second one.

Priya called her on the way home from court.

"I have to step back, Adri."

"Priya."

"I'm sorry. You know I love you. You know that. But I have eleven other clients and three of them are already getting comp'd out of campaigns because of association, and I have to. I have to step back. Just for now. Just until. Just for now."

"Okay."

"You're going to be okay. You have Justin. You have your mother. You have."

"Okay, Priya."

"I love you, Adri."

"Okay."

She hung up.

Justin, in the driver's seat next to her (he had taken the wheel himself, sent the driver home, because there were certain conversations he did not want a third party in the car for), looked at her in the rearview mirror.

"Adriana."

"I'm fine."

"You're not fine. And that's okay. You don't have to be fine. I am going to take you home, and I am going to walk you upstairs, and I am going to make sure your doorman has the press list, and then I am going to go, and you are going to be alone for a while. And alone is going to be hard. Is there someone I can call. Your mother."

"No."

"A friend."

She tried to think of a friend. She tried to think of a single person whose number she had who was not, in some way, professionally adjacent. Who had not been at the Christmas party. Who had not posted a story distancing themselves. Who would not need a statement from Justin before they answered the phone.

She could not think of one.

"No," she said.

"Adriana."

"I'm fine, Justin."

He did not say you're not fine again. He just drove.

The penthouse smelled like nothing.

That was what she noticed first, standing in the entryway in her socked feet, holding her shoes in her hand because the heel of one of them had broken on the courthouse steps. The Diptyque candle was unlit and had been unlit for nine days. The diffuser in the hallway had run out. The cleaning service had not been in. She had not authorized the cleaning service. She had been in a holding cell, then in Justin's guest room in Lincoln Park, then back here for only the hours it took to sleep. So the air smelled like nothing at all. It smelled like a hotel room before housekeeping had been in. It smelled like a place no one lived.

The Magda Butrym garment bag was no longer on the back of the bathroom door. Justin's assistant had returned the dress to the studio in a courier bag the day after the crash, with the slit torn up to the hip and a brown stain across the bodice that the cleaner had not been able to identify, and the studio had sent back, the next morning, an invoice for forty-seven thousand dollars and a polite note requesting that Adri's team kindly refrain from listing the brand on any future Stories.

The ring light was on the bathroom counter. It was dark. The little USB cable trailed off the side and curled on the floor like something dead.

Her phone, in her hand, buzzed.

She looked down. It was a push notification from Instagram. The wording was friendly and bright, designed by someone in California to feel like a hug.

Your account has been temporarily restricted due to community guidelines violations. Tap to learn more.

She did not tap.

She walked through the apartment in her socked feet. The marble was cold through the cotton. The floor-to-ceiling windows looked out over a Chicago that was, at six-twenty in the evening, beginning to glow. Christmas lights still up on Michigan Avenue, even though it was the second week of January, even though Christmas was over and had been over for some time
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