
Chapter 2 
 

Amelia Debs told Charlotte she hadn’t slept for two days. In shrieks of panic, she 

declared Eve Addley ‘coincidentally’ gave her Coachella ticket away and that she was, verbatim, 

a fake-ass, dick-sucking bitch. She said the only thing she was good for was likes on Instagram: 

“for the clout.” On top of that, she continued, Luce Combs wrote her an e-mail condemning her 

of being a fraud two weeks after she’d made out with him at a club: “We made out to Lido, 

Charlie. Lido!” and said he was an old man stuck in a twenty-six year old’s body: “Who even e-

mails anymore? He has limpdick anyway. That won’t be expected from a pro-athlete; can’t wait 

until that shit hits the fan”. The list of social infractions upon Amelia Debs’ person was endless. 

This was not uncommon for Amelia Debs, who befriended Charlotte – Charlie – with 

conviviality upon the request of their parents at a very young age. Amelia, light-hearted and 

free-spirited, had accepted her philistinism and said she knew nothing of who she was or what 

she wanted, and said this proudly and declared it was a characteristic of her zodiac sign, a trite 

verdict one makes when they succumb to the battle of directives ordered by authoritative 

figures and rebel, reasoning around their very spirit to expedite the delivery of death. “You’re 

so serious,” she told Charlie years ago at her sixteenth birthday dinner, “nothing in life is so 

serious.” The truth was, Charlotte was not so serious, but she could not allow herself to be 

vulnerable, relaxed in the face of incompetence: the devil almighty; her mind and body 

remained impervious to Amelia’s affections and lackadaisical, thoughtless conversation. This, 

thought Charlotte, is discipline. This is knowing what one wants.  

Tonight, upon request, they sat across from another in open space; skyscrapers plunging 

into the heavens watched them among the gods, perplexed, curious, and gloriously 

resplendent. A triangular, stainless-steel light was held in suspension above their booth at the 

rooftop bar of POPZ. The diamond bracelet, loose around Amelia’s dainty wrist, winked like a 

beacon perched in the night sky. Charlotte saw the pristine manicure, the lashes – applied by 

the most precise of beauticians, and nails as fresh as the scent of acrylic powder; her black hair 

so dapper, so terse it gave the shine of a synthetic postiche. Considering her angular bone 

structure and exquisite forehead, she would have the air of a dignified heiress if it weren’t for 



the slouch in her posture and the lines in her face the glow of her phone intensified as she 

looked upon it. 

 It was surprising how many people could not sleep at this time of night – 3:42am. 

Through inquisitive eyes, Charlotte observed the lot conversing congenially around the 

perimeter of the glowing pool and decided, based on the mood of uncertainty and conspicuous 

vacillation, that the only people here at this time were the lonely and unhappy. She peered at a 

passerby, a man around the age of twenty-five in a plaid, Kiton sportscoat, and saw the tension 

in his jaw and the destitution of conviction weaved in his eyebrows and knew there was 

veracity within her conclusion – she’d seen the same inert subtleties in Maximillian Holt’s 

expression not an hour before.  

A soft glow tainted Charlotte’s face from the heat of a summer night – Amelia’s ability 

to perspire was hindered by her heavily powdered face, and her glossy eyes were licked with 

stress – Charlotte looked at the three, empty martini glasses showcasing two, lonely olives 

stabbed with a toothpick – and inebriation. The red awning clapped and rippled against the 

pleasant surprise of wind, the stars above blinded by the city lights, hiding from the pioneers 

and the pilgrims. Charlotte couldn’t help but to glance, every now and then, into the sky. She 

didn’t know what she was looking for; it was a night unlike any other.  

 Amelia, unyielding and beside herself, was saying:  

 “…are so selfish. He’s the bane of my existence, I swear to God. Charlie, do you mind 

being here? I know it’s early in the morning, and I know you’ve had a long day…but really, I 

appreciate this I do… I don’t know what to say about it, Charlie. I’ve been watching Haley 

Shandler’s Instagram since yesterday, and she gained five-thousand followers from the 

campaign she paid Max Holt... I know the work, no one could’ve done it better… I just don’t 

know how she dropped a big buck, and I don’t even know where she could’ve possibly gotten it, 

but it’s skyrocketed her brand…I just feel as though my clothing line is better. The name: Devil 

Deluxe is corny and cliché! Her line is so…sooo… weird! She doesn’t use complimentary colors 

and really it’s tacky and brash...an insult to the fashion world as we know it. Could you see this 

at fashion week? She’d be a joke among critics, a punchline to society. It’s gross, it’s horrendous 



Charlie. I feel like I’m looking at second-hand wannabe from the eighties that time traveled to 

the twenty-first century and emptied her head of all her junk….” 

 “I thought you said you had something important you wanted to speak with me about. 

This is no way classifies as important in the sense of the word. Make something of it.” 

 “This is important. My clothing line is plummeting; all the while, my rival is crushing 

me… I just feel like everything is so wrong, Charlie. I stare at my social media analytics, unable 

to think about anything else. Everything is going off the deep end. Just two days ago, I was fine, 

everything was more than copasetic and now I don’t seem to be in the world’s favor. Before 

you know it, I won’t be able to eat or drink.” Amelia’s eyes darted to the martini glasses then 

away.  

 Charlotte’s face remained indifferent; she said nothing.   

 “Nevermind that. What are you doing up this time of night?”  

 “I was finishing up some work in the office.”  

Amelia’s eyebrows raised and a pointy finger pointed toward the floor. “You went to 

work in those shoes?”  

“There are no irregularities here.”  

 She sighed, slapping her hands on the table. “Charlotte Winters, I can’t imagine the way 

they talk of you in that place! How do you plan to be taken seriously with those cheap, fugly 

shoes? You’re so dashing, even though you’re too serious, and your outfit is sharp…but your 

shoes…they’re so….” 

 “Comfortable.” Charlotte smiled.  

 “I’ll shout at you ‘til the day you die, and I’ll burn those shoes while you sleep. Ha-ha I’m 

joking! Geez, you can’t take a joke this time of night…morning? At least…at least give me a 

smile.” 

“Waitress, double bourbon.”  

 “Typical Charlotte. I called you because I thought you’d be up reading… Lord knows you 

don’t pick up the phone much, but I was pleasantly surprised. I never thought you’d even come 

here, but there’s a first time for everything.”  

 “There’s also a last,” said Charlotte. 



 “It’s not that terrible. You seem a little down…have you talked to your father?” 

 A lump rose in her throat, which she quickly swallowed, and said with carelessness: “It’s 

four in the morning. Please do not make it seem like it’s anything other than that.”   

 “What is that I have to do to get you to help me, Charlie?” Amelia’s mouth had a 

pathetic manner about it, and Charlotte wanted to slap it. “I can’t do this on my own! They say 

when one starts a business, it is very rare they can prosper all on their own.”  

 “You’re taking the original problem out of context.” 

 “It’s just so hard sometimes, so difficult. What do I have to do to get the likes? I was 

about to get a paid sponsorship from FashionNova, but my numbers dropped after Hailey’s 

campaign. Did you see my picture in the Bahamas? It deserved millions of like, Kim Kardashian 

likes.” 

 A drunk Amelia is not a fun Amelia, thought Charlotte, not that she was ever any fun at 

all. A brief montage of long nights with Amelia – cut short for Charlotte, since she left mostly in 

the very beginning – hit her memory in kaleidoscopic glimpses. Fun wasn’t the word, not even 

close, but draining and mundane; it was on those nights Charlotte saw the true subjugation of a 

person under the delusional pressure of socialization. There are really people like this, Charlie 

thought, as she accompanied her at clubs, parties, watching her kiss the people she hated and 

hate people she loved, mastering nothing but conciliation and exasperating charm. She’s a 

victim of aimlessness. No, not a victim – an example. Charlie allowed herself brief seconds of 

pity very rare and seldom, but the second was one of overwhelming sympathy and then it was 

gone. Otherwise, it was something she couldn’t understand.  

But at such an early hour, there was no tolerance for this behavior. Whiny, petulant, and 

pitiful – at four in the morning, Charlotte was encumbered by, yes, the lethargy swelling in her 

bones, aching to collapse on her bed, but was also aware of the very limit of motivations and 

vision of Amelia’s psyche. To get into specs of sales quotas, employee incentives, marketing 

strategies, contractual semantics – it would be a waste; it meant nothing to Amelia, who 

wanted it all given to her with no questions and nothing to count for it. If her aim was to be a 

spectacle among the masses, it’d be a penniless and feeble goal that left her poverty-stricken in 

means of the spirit, robbed of honorable ownership. The mendacity of Amelia’s entire 



momentum reeked of obsoletion – a potential burnout with nothing to count for it except her 

misery and blatant futility.  

  This moment, one of many, was the reason why she hadn’t seen Amelia in over six 

months. She decided to see her because the project of which she expressed sounded of 

business: real life business! A logical thought would be that it was urgency, an attribute of a 

kinetic affair, that electrified Charlotte with the zap of emotions and drove her into a cab and 

down West 25th. On any other night, Charlotte would hang up the phone in the midst of 

Amelia’s drivel, but tonight, standing outside of Holt Co., watching Max Holt retire in a cab, she 

answered the vibrating phone in her pocket in a trance and heard Amelia’s voice that somehow 

sounded of promise, absent of her typical tripe and self-pity. Without a thought, she’d came to 

POPZ with thrill beneath her skin, buzzing for release, ready to engage, ready to hear anything 

about everything. In retrospect, she didn’t know why seeing Max Holt vanish down the street 

compelled her to stand up straighter and dust off her black, cuffed lapel; she even smiled down 

at her clumpy clogs, daring and dramatic against the severe elegance of New York City, a 

metropolis that existed solely, desperately to impress. On a normal day, she saw no one, 

strutting into the giant mouth of the skyscraper with tunnel vision, aiming to seize the day as if 

she was the only one who lived for it.  

 Her left wrist ticked: it was 4:02am.  The music playing from the surrounding speakers 

was low and upbeat. Amelia’s eyes darted from her phone and to Charlotte, pleading and 

frantic. 

 “Charlie, is there any way you could get me a meeting with Max Holt? I hope it’s not too 

much to ask…I know you don’t exactly work on the same floor as him. But as an employee, you 

should have some pull right? He’s only a few floors up…you’ve already got access to the 

building as we know it; it shouldn’t be too much to just ask to speak to your boss. Tell him it’s 

for a purpose, and that there’s a client willing to pay top dollar for his services. My line…it 

just…it needs help. Did you see how Holt Co. completely cleaned up the scandal for Dog 

Breeding Co.? The work of Max Holt…I need his marketing team, Charlie. I’ll be in New York 

Fashion week by next year, if it’s done correctly, if it ignites the fire I’m hoping for. I could move 

my store to Manhattan; Soho was fun, but I’m prepared for something more upscale…I’m 



prepared to design a line specially for the luxury of the Upper East Side. I am tired of being a 

rookie.”  

  Charlotte’s expression, as Amelia talked, was about to contort into disbelief, the 

bourbon warming her throat, but somehow, she held to her stagnant face of active listening. 

When one so desperately cries for the aid of another, in terms of work, in terms of business, 

one must comply, Charlotte thought, because that’s what people are here for – to help one 

another, to supply them with the missing piece to their puzzle, the safety net for a jumper.  

 “I can help you,” Charlotte said, “I’ll get you an appointment as soon as I can.” 

That night, Charlotte slept with her thermostat on eighty degrees matching the 

sweltering heat of a New York summer. Shoulders relaxed, legs unclenched, it was a position 

which her body knew no familiarity. Sleep enveloped her to great avail, and she lay comatose 

due to her body’s intense desire to convalesce. On that very night, Charlotte could fall asleep 

on a plate of glass and doze like a bear in hibernation.  

Her dream was of Max Holt. She saw him for the first time in all of his weakness and 

vulnerability, pieces of him oozing onto the bathroom floor. Charlotte Winters knew she’d 

never repeat a single word of it to anyone, she’d never write it down, but hold onto the 

memory like a zealous vice and maybe whisper it to herself at night, after she closed her eyes 

and sidestepped unconsciousness for maybe just a second. The giant, a pioneer of his own 

universe, who created a ground purposeless and dormant if absent of his feet, was unsatisfied. 

Even worse, he was willing to die in the passion of insatiability.  

  She’d caught his soul slip in a flicker of time. A deep feeling of satisfaction settled in the 

pit of her stomach, breathing ferociously in her loins and the walls caught her smiling in her 

sleep. The apartment shook and God groaned. 

 

 

 


