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“Always forgive your enemies; nothing annoys them so much.”

—OSCAR WILDE

* * *

“In order to be irreplaceable one must always be different”

—COCO CHANEL





<<< PROLOGUE >>>

SEPTEMBER 5, 1999

The pretty young associate editor crossed her bare legs nervously, allowing her right foot to bounce up and down. She worried her black bouclé pencil skirt might be a touch too short for sitting in the front row. By most measures she was perfectly ordinary in this crowd of black-clad men and women in fine Italian fabrics cut in French lines made with an American sensibility. She looked the part. Still, she couldn’t believe she was actually there. Never in a million years could she have imagined she would be sitting in the front row of a New York City fashion show during Fashion Week. She flipped the heavy vellum invitation over one more time to read the embossed gold writing. There was no mistake. Her seat was 11A. She was in the right place at the right time.

At twenty-six, Imogen Tate had already been poring over the photographs from these fashion shows with her bosses at Moda magazine for five years, but she had never seen one in the flesh.

This plum assignment for the Oscar de la Renta show only came her way because the senior editors were overscheduled. Bridgett Hart, a striking black model and one of Imogen’s three roommates, was walking in this show. Imogen glanced at her watch. Five thirty. The show was scheduled to start at five, but the seats weren’t even close to being filled. Despite Bridgett promising her that nothing ever began on time during Fashion Week, Imogen arrived promptly at four forty-five. Best to be early. She considered getting up to say hello to her friend Audrey, a publicist for Bergdorf Goodman who was chatting with a reporter from the Trib about ten seats away, but Imogen worried someone would steal her assigned seat. She’d been warned about one particularly vigilant new-money socialite who could never secure front row and would hover along the periphery waiting for her chance to pounce if someone didn’t show up.

A piece of hair fell into Imogen’s face and she quickly tucked it back behind her ear. Only last week she let her new colorist persuade her to return to her natural blond after a series of more dramatic darker shades. It was understated. “Chic” was the right word to describe her new life in America. “Ouch!” Imogen lifted her foot and scowled at the paparazzo who had trampled on her exposed little toe in the very best (and only) strappy snakeskin sandals that she owned.

“You’re in the way,” he sneered.

“I’m in my seat,” Imogen countered in her most distinguished British accent. She added an emphasis on “my.” It was indeed her seat and her name on the invitation. That meant something. The fashion industry was an insular community of designers, editors, retail buyers and select heiresses. Access to these kinds of events was allotted stingily, and could easily be taken away.

“Well, your seat is in my way,” the ornery photographer said before darting across the plastic-covered runway to take a picture of Anna Wintour, the editor in chief of Vogue, as she gracefully took her own place across the runway from Imogen. With Anna seated the show could finally begin. Security men in bulky black turtlenecks, carrying large walkie-talkies, ushered the photographers into a holding pen at the end of the runway. All photos from the show were under strict embargo, pending approval from the designer. Imogen had a little point-and-shoot camera in her bag, but she didn’t dare take it out. She had taken plenty of pictures outside the tents in Bryant Park and planned to drop the film at one of those one-hour developing places on her way back to work. From inside her purse she removed a small black notebook.

Assistants in head-to-toe black stripped the industrial plastic from the runway, revealing a pristine white surface. The lights dimmed and the house grew silent. The crowd respectfully slipped their purses and briefcases under their chairs. So attentive was the audience of what was happening on the runway that they refrained from whispering to one another or even shuffling papers on their laps once the lights went down.

Out of the silence, a dance beat boomed “Livin’ La Vida Loca” by Ricky Martin as white light bathed the room. Models, never breaking their gaze, strode down the catwalk one after the other. Imogen hardly had time to take notes on each of the looks. This really would be an excellent time to use that camera, but she didn’t dare.

Across from her, Imogen noticed Jacques Santos. Dressed in his signature white jeans, the photographer turned creative director for one of the big magazines whipped out his Nikon and furiously began shooting the models as they walked past him. Out of the corner of her eye, Imogen could see security begin to twitch from their posts at the end of the runway. It wasn’t until Jacques actually stood and hoisted the camera over his head to take an aerial shot that they made their move. Perfectly timed between models, one guard approached Jacques from either side, and before the Frenchman knew what was happening they tackled him and confiscated his camera. He lay stunned on the runway.

Bridgett, Imogen’s statuesque friend, didn’t even blink as she calmly stepped over the man in her thigh-high leather boots and continued her journey down the runway with the elegance of a panther, her right toe slightly pointed as it rose off the ground. The camera in one hand, the security guard pulled Jacques to his feet, dusted him off and gestured for him to sit back down. He removed the film from the Nikon and handed the camera back before returning to his post at the end of the aisle.

The show went on.





<<< CHAPTER ONE >>>

AUGUST 2015

At first, Imogen didn’t recognize the girl twirling around in her chair taking a picture of her own magenta Tory Burch flats and matching fingernails. One hand clutched her white-and-gold iPhone, while the other extended toward her shoes, manicured fingers splayed in front of the screen.

Imogen smoothed her fine blond hair behind her ears and gave a confident click with her right heel so the girl, now pouting into the phone’s camera to take a selfie, would know she wasn’t alone in the corner office.

“Oh.” Eve Morton, Imogen’s former assistant, snapped to attention, startled. The phone clattered to the floor. A note of surprise rose in Eve’s husky voice as she glanced over Imogen’s shoulder to see if anyone else was behind her. “You’re back?” The girl’s coltish legs covered the space between them in a few seconds before she wrapped Imogen in a hug that felt too familiar. Eve looked different now. Her auburn curls were blown out, some sort of keratin treatment, most likely. The shiny pin-straight hair framed a flawlessly made-up face with a slightly newer, cuter nose than Imogen remembered.

Why was Eve sitting at the desk of the editor in chief? Imogen’s desk.

Imogen racked her brain to find any reason Eve would be in this building at all so early in the morning. She no longer worked here. She had been Imogen’s assistant two years ago and hadn’t been back since.

Eve had been an extraordinarily competent assistant and, for all intents and purposes, a friend, but this was an irritating distraction on her first day back at work. All Imogen wanted was to get settled before the rest of the staff arrived, call down for a cappuccino and have someone help her wade through the inevitable swamp of her email.

“Eve? Darling, why are you here? I thought you were off at Harvard Business School?” Imogen sidestepped her to settle into her chair. Sinking into the leather seat after so much time away felt good.

The girl folded her long legs beneath her instead of crossing them when she sat facing Imogen. “I finished in January actually. I went to a start-up incubator in Palo Alto for a few months. Then I came back here in July.”

What was a start-up incubator? Imogen wondered. She imagined it had something to do with chickens, but didn’t have the inclination or the interest to ask.

“Back to New York? That’s lovely. I’m sure some monstrous investment bank has snatched you up now that you have an MBA,” Imogen replied evenly, pressing the power button on her computer.

Eve threw her head back with a throaty laugh that surprised Imogen in its maturity and depth. Her old laugh was sweet and lilting. This laugh belonged to a stranger. “No. I came back to New York and back to Glossy! I sent my résumé to Mr. Worthington in January. We talked just before you went off on sick leave. In July I moved back to New York and I came here. I mean…it’s like a dream job. He told me he was going to tell you. I didn’t even think you would be in until your usual time…about ten. I figured you would have a meeting with Worthington and he could fill you in on my new role.”

Old assistant. New role. Eve, twenty-six years old, her eyes heavy with aubergine liner and naked ambition, sitting in Imogen’s office.

Imogen had communicated with Carter Worthington, the publisher and her boss, exactly two times during her six-month hiatus from work. For the first time since she walked through the doors of Glossy that morning, she took a hard look around the floor and noticed small differences. Most of the lights were still dim, accentuating the buttery morning sun pouring in through the windows beyond the elevator bank. But the traditionally sparse-by-design floor felt more crowded. When she left, the floor had contained roomy cubicles with low partitions, each desk having enough space for a keyboard and a computer monitor. Now the partitions were gone and a snug collection of tables formed a continuous row across the room with laptops so close they kissed one another like dominos preparing to topple. Her favorite photograph, Mario Testino’s close-up of Kate Moss’s face, was missing from the wall. In its place was a broad whiteboard drawn over with numbered lists and doodles in every color of marker. Elsewhere on the soft gray walls were signs printed in cursive letters and matted in juvenile colors: “Taking risks gives you energy!” “What would you do if you weren’t afraid?” “What would Beyoncé do?” “Good, Great, Gorgeous, GLOSSY!” Inside Imogen’s office one major thing was missing: her cork inspiration board, usually covered over with scraps of magazines, tear sheets from shoots, pieces of fabric, old photographs and anything else that caught her fancy and inspired her. Who the hell thought they could remove my board?

An irrational anxiety swelled in Imogen’s stomach. Something was different and whatever was different felt wrong. All she could think was, Get out of my office, but instead, after a tiny pause, she asked politely, “What exactly is your new job here, Eve?” At that moment she noticed that a large ballerina-pink beanbag chair occupied the corner of the room.

“I’m in charge of digital content for Glossy-dot-com.” Eve smiled briefly, but unconvincingly, as she picked at her nail polish.

Imogen maintained her poker face and breathed an internal sigh of relief. Okay. Eve was only in charge of Internet content. For a second she’d panicked and thought Eve was there in some kind of senior role that she hadn’t been told about. Of course it was 2015 and of course the magazine had a website and sure, all of that meant something. But the website was just a necessary appendage of the actual pages of the magazine, used mainly as a dumping ground for favors for advertisers and leftover stories. Right? The girl was in charge of something relatively inconsequential. Still, why hadn’t anyone consulted Imogen before they hired her old assistant for a new position? It was poor form.

Eve rushed on. “I can’t wait to talk about all the new changes. The site has never been stronger. I just think you’re going to love the relaunch.”

A headache threatened to spring from the base of Imogen’s skull. “I think it is great that they finally gave the website a redesign. And I really am happy that you’re back. I would love to have lunch with you once I’m all caught up.” She nodded, hoping the girl would just blog off already so that Imogen could start her day.

Perhaps cracking a joke would speed the process along. “As long as the redesign has nothing to do with my magazine and”—she hoped to make a point—“as long as they haven’t given away my office.”

Eve blinked in confusion, eyelash extensions flickering like hummingbird wings.

“I think you need to talk to Carter, Imogen.” It was strange to hear a vaguely authoritative tone in Eve’s twenty-six-year-old voice, and odder still for her to address their boss, Carter Worthington, by his first name. All at once, Imogen could feel her heart begin to beat faster again. She had been right the first time. Eve was not just working on the website. Imogen worried for a moment that Eve, who had once been so good at anticipating her every need, could read her mind right now. She stood.

“I actually have a meeting with him anyway,” Imogen lied. “First thing this morning. I should head up there now.”

Shifting her weight from one heel onto the other, she turned to walk away from Eve, past several young women she didn’t recognize who were starting to trickle in. Her hand shook. Her face revealed nothing but a static smile as she pressed the elevator button for the lobby. In a building this large you had to go back down to go farther up.

Gus, at the lobby coffee stand, practically leaped over the counter, doing a two-step in her direction as she hurried between the building’s two elevator banks.

“I thought you never be coming back!” he exclaimed, smelling sweetly of cinnamon and steamed milk. His sandy mustache bounced with each syllable. “How has that magazine survived for six months without an editor in chief? They must have missed you so, so much!” He squeezed her hand with care. Of course he knew why she had been gone. They had tried to keep it out of the press, but these days there wasn’t much you could hide from the gossip columns.

In February, half a year earlier, Imogen was diagnosed with stage II breast cancer in her left breast, the same disease that had taken her grandmother and two aunts. In March she’d opted for a double mastectomy and reconstruction to both eradicate the cancer and prevent it from spreading. She’d spent the next six months in chemo and recovery.

“Here I am.” Imogen forced herself to deliver a warm smile. This was all too much before nine a.m. But at least Gus carried with him kindness and the promise of caffeine. He led her over to the coffee counter and, without having to say anything, busied himself making her drink, topping the foam off with an affectionate heart. He waved her away as she pulled four crisp dollar bills out of her wallet and pushed the cup into her hand.

“My treat. A very special day! If I known this was going to be your first day back I would have had the missus make you something special…some of her baklava…with the honey that you like. You be here tomorrow? She make it tonight. I bring it to you tomorrow. With the honey.” She nodded and thanked him, savoring the jolt of caffeine as she made her way to the elevator. Workers streamed into the lobby now. A handsome middle-aged man with salt-and-pepper hair and a pocket square in his immaculate suit gave Imogen’s legs an approving glance as he joined her in the lift.

On the ride up, her head still swimming, Imogen remembered clearly the moment Eve Morton walked into her life five years earlier. She had only just been promoted to be editor in chief of Glossy and was exhausted from weeks of interviewing candidates to be her assistant. Human Resources sent her practically the entire senior class of Le Rosey (that Swiss finishing school where rich Americans sent their spoiled children to meet other rich Americans), all of them bored and privileged. None of them had the kind of ineffable drive Imogen knew would make them hungry enough to excel at Glossy. Imogen understood better than anyone how important it was for someone to be hungry for a job like this one. She had once been an assistant herself, to her very first boss and mentor, Molly Watson, editor in chief of Moda magazine, the most inspiring person Imogen had known in her entire life.

The day Eve Morton walked into the Glossy offices for the first time she was a single class shy of graduating from New York University. Wearing a rumpled trench coat, she’d been sopping wet, hair strung around her face, giving her the appearance of a bedraggled kitten. Outside it was the kind of rainy April day that transforms even hardened New Yorkers into timid tourists in their own city, reluctant to venture out without the promise of a car ready to whisk them off to their next destination.

While tall and broad, Eve was mousy and shy. Yet there was a gleam in her eye that sparkled all the more as she pulled out her laptop to reveal a PowerPoint presentation with slides featuring magazine pages from the early nineties to the present.

“I’ve read every magazine you have worked on,” she let spill from her slightly lopsided, but not altogether unpretty, mouth. “This is the most exciting moment of my entire life, just sitting here in this office. You’re seriously one of the best magazine editors in the world. I think I have read every single story about you, too. I just love all the parties you throw with the designers during Fashion Week and the way you expressly asked not to be seated near Kim Kardashian at the London shows. I love all the changes you’ve made to Glossy. You’re the reason I want to work in magazines.”

Imogen wasn’t immune to flattery, but she did have a finely tuned bullshit detector. Still, she didn’t think she had ever met anyone who had read every single issue of Glossy for the past three years, Harper’s Bazaar for the two years before that and Elle for two prior. She wasn’t even sure if she could say with a straight face that she herself had read all of those issues cover to cover. Imogen peered at the girl with a measure of incredulity, the edge of her J.Crew skirt still dripping onto the white hardwood floors of her office.

“Well, thank you, but you seem much too young to have been reading my magazines for that long.”

“Oh, I’ve been reading fashion books since I could read. When you shot the couture collections on window-washing scaffolding seventy floors above Times Square, I mean, I literally died.”

Eve was referring to a shoot later described in the press as “Do or Die,” where Imogen envisioned the models in place of window washers, with photographers as spectators on different floors. Iconic supermodels dangled like insects from ledges, their hemlines catching expertly on the breeze. The magazine’s insurance premiums skyrocketed. That didn’t stop Imogen from taking over an entire subway station for the following month’s shoot, and a supermarket in Queens for the one after. They’d brought in Chanel-branded ham for that one.

“When I saw that—it completely altered the course of my whole life,” Eve said, bringing Imogen back to the present with words she didn’t entirely believe could be true.

“I did? It did? My God, how?”

“I couldn’t get those images out of my mind. They stuck with me. It was an out-of-this-world experience. The clothes came alive for me then. From that moment I knew there was one thing that I was meant to do in the entire world. From that moment I knew I was destined to come to New York, where these magazines were made. I applied to New York University and FIT. I was accepted to both and I chose NYU so I could design my own major focusing on marketing, management and the history of fashion. From then on all I ever wanted was to come here and work with you. The innovations you have made in fashion magazines have been the most exciting thing to happen to editorial content in decades.”

Eve’s shoulders finally shrugged a bit, as if a weight had been lifted now that she had delivered a monologue practiced many times in front of a dorm-room mirror covered in fingerprints and Windex smudges.

Imogen smiled at her. She was good at accepting praise, but this was difficult for even the most seasoned egotist to swallow. “Well, now that you’ve been here and seen all of this up close, what do you think?”

Eve looked around the room with her saucer-sized green eyes. “It is even better than I expected. I just know that I can learn so much from you and I’ll do whatever it takes to make your life run as smoothly as possible.”

She added, “Give me a chance. I’ll change your life.” That line should have sent chills up Imogen’s spine, but she was no Cassandra, and she was desperate for someone hardworking and eager who could start right away.

Eve Morton did exactly what she promised. She was on the ball. She was prompt. She was a fast learner and an overachiever who proved her worth in matters large and small. All day long they talked to each other through Imogen’s open door. Imogen’s baby son, Johnny, had pneumonia for weeks on end soon after Eve took the position. Together they crafted a furtive system that kept the rest of the magazine in the dark about Imogen leaving for hours to take care of him. Eve sat guard outside her office, routing all calls to Imogen’s cell phone and assuring visitors that she was hard at work and must not be disturbed. Eve would print new versions of the layouts and bring them to Imogen’s town house after everyone else had gone home for the evening. Imogen would make her changes by hand and Eve would whip them into impressive mock-ups before the next morning’s meeting. Her help was invaluable.

From the very beginning Imogen had been struck by how desperate Eve was to conform and please. If someone mentioned they needed a restaurant reservation, Eve would send them five options. If they said they liked her bracelet, she would buy them one for their birthday. When Imogen added new honey-colored highlights to her hair, Eve did the same.

The girl’s wardrobe graduated from basic J.Crew to much more aspirational designers, funded mainly by a string of older gentlemen suitors who consistently picked her up from the office in their Town Cars late at night. Eve kept her ambition tucked inside her like a set of those Russian nesting dolls. Each time she shed a layer, she appeared more confident, more self-assured.

Just as Imogen was seriously considering promoting her to assistant editor, after two and a half years of dedicated service, Eve knocked on Imogen’s door with red rings around her eyes. To please her father, a hard-nosed high school football coach with the most state championship wins in Wisconsin, a man who wished he had a son who would be a big-time banker and not a daughter who worked in fashion, Eve had taken the GMAT and applied to business school. She’d never expected to get in, but Harvard offered her a scholarship to get her MBA. Eve couldn’t say no to her dad.

And so Imogen lost the best assistant she ever had. As a parting gift, Imogen presented Eve with a red vintage Hermès twill silk scarf.

Eve sent flowers twice when she learned Imogen was sick. One of the bouquets came with a card that said “Get Well Soon,” with a picture of a sad kitten nudging an older and chubbier orange tabby cat. The other, a vase of ivory magnolias, Imogen’s favorite flower, came with no real card at all. Just a piece of paper with “Eve” scrawled large across it.

Before the elevator doors opened into the executive suite that housed Worthington’s office, Imogen gave herself a small pep talk. She was Imogen Tate, successful editor in chief, the woman responsible for breathing new life into Glossy and turning it around when everyone said it couldn’t be done. She had won awards and wooed advertisers. On her brief ride up, Imogen had decided to play the next moments as dispassionately as she possibly could with Worthington. Her boss liked and respected her because she was always so levelheaded. Imogen considered her ability to read both people and a room to be one of her best qualities.

Her shoulders thrust back, she coolly strode past Worthington’s two homely assistants. The publisher’s fourth wife, a former beauty queen and one of his old assistants (while he was married to his third wife), mandated their plainness because she knew exactly what her husband was capable of doing with ambitious young women. One of the young assistants moved to block Imogen, but—too late—was tripped up by an unflattering floor-length skirt. When Imogen broke through the imposing oak doors, Worthington, always an early riser, and especially more so now that the company was doing so much business with Asia, was standing parallel to a wall of windows overlooking downtown Manhattan. The office was a mixture of steel, glass and dark wood—cruise ship Art Deco—with German brass sconces that had once graced the ballroom of a Cunard ocean liner. With his puffy fingers looped lazily around the top of his putter, he resembled a Hirschfeld sketch of a well-fed executive. He was an ugly man, made handsome by virtue of being wealthy. With his bulbous nose and tiny pink ears he was Piggy from Lord of the Flies, all grown up as an alpha male. She’d heard him described as hilarious, eccentric, a genius and a lunatic, all by women who had once been married to him.

“Imogen,” he boomed. “You look incredible. Have you lost weight?” His eyes cruised up and down her frame, resting too long at her breasts. Was he trying to figure out if these breasts were an improvement? Yes, Carter, these breasts are about ten years younger, perkier and firmer. Perhaps a tad rounder. Thank you for noticing, Imogen couldn’t help but think. When a mechanic replaced an engine, he always gave it a little tune-up.

Determined to maintain an air of quiet control, she smiled, easing into the buttery leather of the couch to the right of the putting green, and got straight to the point. “I am delighted to see that you have rehired Eve Morton.” Copies of Worthington’s new memoir were placed at right angles on the steel Gemelli coffee table. His jowls, air-brushed into a jawline, sat above the bold title letters on the bottom of the cover—WORTH.

“Yes. Yes. Smart girl, that Eve. She has an MBA from Harvard, you know…and legs that go on for miles…like a young Susan Sarandon. Man, that broad could party back in the day.” He winked to no one in particular. Imogen had long ago grown accustomed to the fact that women, including Susan Sarandon, in Worthington’s lexicon were broads, chicks and gals, all an assemblage of beautiful or not beautiful parts, rather than a competent whole. He spoke in the language more befitting an Atlantic City cardsharp than a Manhattan publisher. Her boss was never interested in idle chatter, but still Imogen wondered if he had any clue that today was her first day back in the office. And what having an MBA from Harvard and legs that went on for miles had to do with working on a website of a magazine, Imogen hadn’t a clue. Imogen had friends who had gone off to business school in the late nineties and early 2000s. She had no idea what it was like when Eve went, but for many of those friends, MBAs meant two years of adult summer camp with keg parties and field trips: delayed adulthood that indiscriminately catapulted them into the next tax bracket.

She could tell that Worthington had a measure of goodwill toward Eve, so she played along.

“Top of her class, apparently. I am so excited that we have her back,” Imogen said with a perfectly calibrated smile. “The website can always use good people.”

“It’s going to be much more than a website, Imogen. To be honest, I don’t entirely get what it is going to be myself, but I think it will make us a shitload of money!” Worthington paused as if to consider the benefits of once again making the company an enormous amount of money. It wasn’t too long ago that the consulting firm of McKittrick, McKittrick and Dressler set up shop at Mannering to try to figure out why the company, particularly the magazine division, was bleeding cash. It didn’t take a $500-an-hour consultant to figure out where the money was going. There was the editor at large who kept an apartment in the first arrondissement in Paris for weekend trips with a revolving door of young male suitors. There was a permanent suite at the Four Seasons in Milan available for senior staff to enjoy during the fashion shows and other alternating weekends. There were the riders installed in editor in chief contracts (Imogen’s included) for cars, clothes and dry cleaning. Worthington released a sigh for the good old days as he knocked his golf ball a couple of inches into the hole of the putting green.

He continued: “I’m happy you are excited about it. I was worried that you wouldn’t take the news well. I know how devoted you are to the glossy pages. I was worried you wouldn’t like the switch over to a digital magazine. In fact, I was worried you might just leave us for good. But we all know it’s time for this company to put digital first.”

What was a digital magazine? Nothing coming out of his fishlike mouth made any sense. Of course she was devoted to those glossy pages of the magazine. It was her job. Did he mean that they would be putting more of the magazine on the Internet? Was that why they brought in Eve? Maybe today’s MBA programs taught you how to finally make money from putting a magazine on the Internet, something Imogen hadn’t really thought was possible. In just the past few years there had been so much change. Publishing was a different world now. She knew that. Blogs, websites, tweets, linking and cross-posting. These were all things people cared about.

Worthington pulled a shiny new ball from his pocket and continued, “The new business model that Eve came up with is unlike anything I have ever seen. It is Amazon meets Net-a-Porter on steroids. And to think…we get a cut of every single item we sell. This is what will save the company. Not to mention the money we are saving on printing and shipping.”

As the weight of this new information sank in, Imogen felt the office walls move inward. The muscles behind her eyes tightened and twitched. Her head pounded and her stomach twisted. She dug her fingernails into the fleshy parts of her palms. Pull yourself together. She’d been a fool to think she could leave her job for months and expect everything to be just as she left it.

Imogen strained for another smile.

“Carter, what are you trying to tell me? What is happening to my magazine?”

He looked at her, very matter-of-factly, and then said in a tone he typically reserved for his five-year-old twins, “Your magazine is now an app.”





<<< CHAPTER TWO >>>

By the time she made it back down to the Glossy floor from Worthington’s office, a sea of new faces had gathered in the conference room for the morning meeting. Imogen had expected to have more time to prepare to see her staff. Over the past week she’d practiced the speech she would make during this very meeting on her first day back. Looking through the glass walls, she didn’t recognize anyone sitting around the table or slouched against the wall at the back of the room. Her managing editor, Jenny Packer, and creative director, Maxwell Todd, were conspicuously missing. Imogen’s eyes searched for a familiar face as she walked in and took a seat at the head of the long white table. Now she recognized a couple of people from sales and marketing, but she still didn’t see any of her editors.

A young woman across the room smiled giddily at her. As soon as she made eye contact Imogen knew it was a mistake.

“Imogen Tate!!!!” the girl squealed. “I just love you. I am so happy that you are back! You’re like a fashion goddess. A goddess. I just tweeted that you were sitting here in our meeting and I got, like, fifteen retweets already. All of my friends are completely jealous of me for getting to sit here in this room and breathe the air you are breathing.” She reached her hand—nails painted a neon pink and decorated on the tips with what looked like vanilla cake frosting—across the table. As she clasped it with her own, Imogen spied a chunky black rubber bracelet on the girl’s wrist with pink writing: “Good, Great, Gorgeous, GLOSSY.com!”

“I’m Ashley. I’m your assistant. I’m also the community manager for the site?” Ashley’s voice was childlike and twinkly and she ended the last sentence like it was a question even though Imogen was sure she hadn’t meant it as one. Imogen had been looking for a new assistant when she left, so it would be helpful not to waste energy trying to find a new girl, but she was skeptical of this packaged deal. How was this girl going to be both her assistant and do whatever it was the community manager did?

“Which community exactly are you managing, darling?” Imogen asked as she took in Ashley’s long corn-silk hair and huge pale blue eyes with absurdly long eyelashes that might have even been real. Her bee-stung lips were coated in a dark red lipstick that shouldn’t have worked, but somehow just made her look more intense and beautiful. She was certainly an original in this room of girls who otherwise all looked the same.

Ashley laughed and jumped out of her seat with the energy of a Labrador puppy, her hair rippling in a silky wave. “The community. I manage all the social media. Twitter, Crackle, Facebook, Pinterest, Screamr, YouTube, Bloglogue, Instagram, Snapchat and ChatSnap. We’re actually outsourcing the Tumblr right now to a digital agency, but I’m still working with them on it.”

Imogen nodded, hoping to convey that she understood more than half of those words.

Just then, Eve walked into the room balancing her laptop in one hand and an iPad in the other. Eve shot daggers toward Ashley and reprimanded her. “This isn’t a sorority meeting, girls.”

Imogen had no university degree. Molly Watson had scooped her up as a shopgirl back in London when she was just seventeen and she had been hard at work ever since. Still, Imogen had immediate uncomfortable associations with sorority girls, imagining them as a prelude to the Real Housewives of New York, beautiful bitchy bullies.

She surveyed the gang of new women gathered around the table, most of them in their early twenties. Where was her staff? The fashion sense of these girls was of two flavors, hooker or gym bunny—too-tight dresses or coordinated track pants and hoodies.

No one here in this room followed the unwritten rules of how the fashion industry dressed. Sure, magazines were filled with bright colors and over-the-top accessories, a cast of characters in elaborate designs all bedecked in taffeta, techno leather and, more than once, an entire rainbow of furs. But the people who created fashion were, for the most part, simple and bare in their personal style. You could tell who belonged from the interlopers who snuck past security at Fashion Week because the fashion editor typically wore something effortlessly thrown together—a Céline look, perhaps a YSL blouse with a vintage Hermès trench. Their clothes maintained a sense of uniform and calm in a chaotic world. There was a reason Grace Coddington still wore black every single day. Most of the top editors and designers never even wore nail polish. Imogen had never seen a speck of color on Anna Wintour’s nails—perhaps her toes, but never on her hands.

Everyone in the room pecked away at the small screens of iPhones and tablets. Imogen felt strangely naked and lacking without her own device, which she had left idle at her desk. She had never once brought a phone into a meeting. It was rude.

The tip-tapping slowed but did not come to a complete stop when Eve clapped her hands together.

“Let’s do this! As all of you can see we have a new addition to the meeting today.” Eve smiled over at her. “Some of you know Imogen Tate, our editor in chief, but many of you don’t. She has been out on sick leave for the last six months.” Imogen winced at those words. “Sick leave.” That wasn’t what she wanted to call it. She’d been on sabbatical, or hiatus. “Now she is back just in time for the launch of Glossy’s amazing new website and app. Let’s all make sure to give her a warm Glossy.com welcome this week!” Before Imogen could even rise out of her seat to make her speech to the staff, the meeting moved forward at a rapid clip. This was a completely new Eve from the one who had sat outside her office and answered phones. This one fired on all cylinders. She appeared more clever, brighter and funnier than Imogen remembered.

A woman Imogen recognized as a booking assistant gave a brief rundown of a photo shoot scheduled for later in the week. Eve went through a complicated series of statistics: unique page views, organic traffic, referral traffic, cross-channel insight. Imogen wasn’t quite sure what to make of any of it. She wrote the numbers down on the first blank page of her Smythson notebook along with the few words she was able to decipher, keeping a smile on her face throughout the entire ordeal. She was Imogen Tate. She was still the editor in chief. She had been one of the first fashion magazine editors to lobby for her magazine to have its own website, but she had never actually worked on it. Who was going to teach her how all this worked?

The moment Eve finished talking about something called the conversion rate, she let loose another clap and yelled with intense urgency:

“Go, go, go!”

Everyone pushed clear of the table in tandem and, in silence, darted back to their desks balancing their MacBook Airs on one hand like waitresses carrying trays. Imogen walked over to Eve, but too late realized that Eve was already speaking into earbuds plugged into her phone. Eve pointed at her wrist, which had no watch, and mouthed the words “just a minute” to Imogen.

She would just nip into the loo for a second to get her bearings. Sitting in the stall, Imogen rubbed her temples. What the hell was going on? This was an entirely new office from the one she’d left behind. Eve didn’t seem to know her place in the pecking order of this magazine anymore. Where was the respect? Imogen’s staff was nowhere to be found.

From twenty feet away Imogen could see a crowd in her office. Now, that was a nice touch. A small welcome back party, perhaps?

Drawing closer, she could see the new girls perched on every available surface in the room while Eve furiously drew a grid in purple marker on a whiteboard behind Imogen’s desk.

She cleared her throat loudly, but it did nothing to slow the momentum of the meeting.

“Eve!” Imogen said, even louder than she had expected.

“Imogen, hey. Join us. We are just jamming on some new ideas in here.”

Jamming on ideas? “Do you usually jam here in my office?”

Eve nodded earnestly. “We do. The engineers were up all night. They’re napping in the conference room.” She shrugged her broad shoulders. “You weren’t here so we’ve been using the space.”

Who just waltzes into someone’s office and begins doodling on a wall?

“How about we jam later, ladies? Let me get up to speed a little?”

The young women in the room swiveled their heads between Imogen and Eve, unsure who had the authority in this situation. Eve raised an eyebrow, perhaps considering putting up a fight before thinking better of it.

“Sure thing.” She snapped her fingers three times into the air. “Let’s huddle by my desk.” She looked over her shoulder as the staff fell in a line behind her. “Come over if you want, Imogen.”

“Eve,” Imogen called out. “Please take this with you.” She hoisted the pink monstrosity of a beanbag chair out of the corner and into Eve’s arms. It was heavier than it looked. “It doesn’t belong in here, darling,” Imogen said firmly.

When Imogen made it into to her seat she saw her lonely iPhone was still perched at the top of her handbag. It squawked at her as if it knew that all of the other devices had been invited to the meeting. Sitting on the keyboard was a black bracelet like Ashley’s: “Good, Great, Gorgeous, GLOSSY.com!” Assuming it was some freebie from the marketing department, Imogen tossed it in the bin. Her computer screen was a mess of blinking notifications. She right-clicked her mouse and let out a small gasp. The monitor lit up like an arcade game, icons on the bottom bounced excitedly up and down and notification messages dotted the upper left side of the display, one after another. Her email in-box was at capacity. Imogen felt a distinct loss of control. Her eyes didn’t know where to look first. How could she reach Ashley, her new assistant? She needed someone to clear her in-box. There was no longer an assistant’s desk outside her office, and the exuberant girl was nowhere to be found.

Quickly scrolling through the most recent ten messages, Imogen realized that everyone had worked through that morning meeting. During a time when she thought she was supposed to detach from her electronics, brainstorm with her colleagues and plan their day, everyone else had been sending “Reply All” emails.

It felt as if Imogen had been in one meeting and the rest of the staff had been in another. An entire subtext was missing from her experience of the conversation in the conference room.

The photo shoot they discussed was already scheduled. A photographer, not the one she recommended, had been booked. Hair and makeup were still outstanding.

Wait.

No.

She scrolled up.

Hair and makeup had been booked. The cost for catering was too high.

This was déjà vu in reverse.

She picked up the phone sitting on the desk and dialed Eve’s extension. It went to the voice mail of a man with a gruff Long Island accent. Of course Eve didn’t have the same extension she had when she worked for Imogen. Did Eve even have a phone on her desk? Where was Eve’s desk?

Imogen depressed the receiver with her index finger, hit zero for reception and was immediately diverted to an automated system requiring her to enter the first four letters of a person’s first or last name. She typed in three-eight-three.

“To reach Eve Morton, please press three or dial six-nine-six.”

No answer. Imogen hung up and tried again.

When she finally picked up, Eve’s voice on the other end of the line was cautious, surprised and laden with a hint of suspicion.

“Hello?”

“Eve. It’s Imogen. I wanted to ask you a few questions.”

“Why are you calling me?”

Was the girl daft? She repeated herself, slower and slightly louder this time. “I wanted to ask you a few questions.”

“I can heeeeeeaaaar you. Why didn’t you just email me?”

“It’s faster just to pick up the phone.”

“No one talks on the phone. Email me. Text me. I am in the middle of, like, fifty things. Please don’t call.” The line went dead. No one talks on the phone? Eve behaved as though Imogen had just done something truly anachronistic, like send her a smoke signal or a fax.

A blinking red dot on the upper quadrant of the monitor distracted her. She clicked. It was a notification that she had one of the company’s internal instant messages.

Oh good. Her assistant, Ashley, had sent a message to check in.

“You’re so cutez! ROFL!” That wasn’t exactly an offer of assistance. The message was followed by a short link to a site called Bitly. Bitly, Imogen reasoned by virtue of the adorable suffix, must be some kind of new kissing cousin to Etsy, the handmade crafts site that the other moms in her school salivated over on their iPhones during drop-off, comparing notes on the latest macramé plant hanger they had shipped from an artisan in Santa Fe who was more than one-half Cherokee.

Bitly was perhaps something similar, but for smaller wares—miniature macramé plant hangers?

But the link didn’t take her to a site called Bitly. She was redirected to something called Keek.com. Imogen looked left and then right. Keek.com sounded vaguely like the pelvic floor exercises Imogen had learned in her prenatal classes. What exactly had Ashley sent her?

Underneath the neon-green Keek logo was a video. Imogen made sure to turn the volume down on the computer before hitting play.

She gasped again and held her breath.

The video was of her.

Oh no. There she was, yawning in the meeting. Yawning not once, but twice in quick succession. On the screen her eyes closed for a brief instant.

Ashley had taken a video of her without her knowledge. In a meeting. And then posted it on the Internet. What a grand invasion of her privacy! Who just films someone without asking? Who just films someone when they are doing nothing at all but sitting in a meeting? She looked tired. Her sharp black crepe dress from The Row looked dull and old against the bright yellow hoodie of the woman sitting next to her. Ashley’s camera must have millions of megapixels. Imogen could see each and every last wrinkle fanning around her eyes as she opened her mouth wide. She couldn’t even remember yawning once, much less twice. There was a caption on the video: THE RETURN OF IMOGEN TATE to @Glossy. #Hurrah #Love #Bosslady #Shesback.

She looked at the right-hand column on the Keek site. There were other videos. Imogen clicked the one at the top. It was Perry from the Marketing Department, the one wearing the short skirt, blazer and odd T-shirt with a cat on it, in the same meeting mere minutes later, looking right at Ashley and sticking out her tongue.

The one below that was Adam in Accounting as he ran through potential costs for the shoot. He expertly rattled off the expenditures, but in between equipment and tailoring he ever so slightly glanced directly into the camera, winked and delivered an ironic thumbs-up.

Everyone else in the meeting was very aware Ashley was documenting them and that after she took the video she would be sharing bits and pieces of their meeting. That meant Imogen’s yawns had certainly been shared with the entire office.

Confirmation that all Imogen’s co-workers had seen the video arrived no less than thirty seconds later.

Incoming message from Eve: “Are you sleepy? Let me know if you think you need to head home. We can regroup over a Google Hangout later if you want.” Imogen hit delete and looked up to see Ashley standing outside her office, a bundle of nervous energy, rocking back and forth between her toes and heels.

“Do you like the keek?”

Imogen vacillated between wanting to give the girl a stern warning about playing around during meetings and wanting to seem like she was a part of it. She opted for the latter.

“I just wish I had been ready for my close-up. Let me know next time you are putting me on film.” Relief flooded over the girl.

“Of course. One hundred percent. I’ll let you know next time.”

“Ashley, where is Eve’s office?”

“Eve doesn’t have an office. She doesn’t believe in ’em. You know how at Facebook no one has an office, like, not even Sheryl Sandberg?” Imogen had not been aware of that fact. “Everyone sits at desks on the floor. Everyone is the same.” Ashley looked around and lowered her voice. “Eve wants to turn your office into a nap room.”

“A what?”

“A nap room.”

Imogen shook her head. What the hell was a nap room? “That’s not happening.”

—

Imogen was exhausted, but giving Eve the satisfaction of leaving early would be the equivalent of JFK showing his belly to Castro. Instead, she worked through the day, clearing her in-box, taking control of the photo shoot and ensuring they hired the right photographer, one who would make absolutely all the difference.

Eve didn’t have an office, but she did have an area all her own carved out of a corner surrounded by windows. She worked standing up at a desk raised to chest height.

At the end of the workday, Imogen compelled herself to visit Eve’s work area. “Do you want a stand-up desk, Imogen? I can ask Carter to order you one. Everyone at Google has them. Human beings are 79 percent more effective standing than when sitting. We make decisions faster, we keep meetings shorter. I love it. I feel like I’m burning calories all day long,” Eve said.

“That’s okay, Eve. I feel like I am on my feet all the time when I am home with the kids.” What kind of badge of honor did one gain by standing all day long?

Eve rolled her eyes, something she wouldn’t have dared to do years earlier. “I forgot about your kids.” She’s kidding, right? There is no way Eve could have forgotten my children.

Imogen tried to remember back to her twenties, when having a child seemed like a handicap. Now Johnny was four, no longer a baby. At ten, Annabel did almost everything on her own, which made Imogen want to do more things for her, like braid her hair, help with a zipper she couldn’t reach, explain complicated math problems involving fractions.

It pained her to think about the day Annabel would walk out the door without needing her at all every morning.

Imogen forced herself to keep it light. “The kids are actually doing great. You wouldn’t believe how tall Johnny is getting. He is positively delicious right now.”

Eve mustered a small smile. “I’m sure…. Sooo, what’s up?”

“I just wanted to check in about the editors. Are they on a new rotating schedule? I didn’t see a lot of them in today. And there were so many faces I didn’t recognize. I want to meet some of the new girls.”

Without even looking up from her screen, Eve explained to Imogen that staff head count had doubled while she was on medical leave. She didn’t have to add that the median age had also dropped by twelve years. Imogen could see that for herself.

“We got rid of soooo much excess baggage,” Eve went on. It took a minute for Imogen to realize that Eve was referring to human beings, human beings she had hired, as wasteful luggage.

“There were so many redundant staffers who had been on board since the seventies doing God knows what,” Eve said.

With the salaries of the old staff now at her disposal, Eve had hired thirty content producers who could craft “traffic-driving” articles for the website (and soon-to-launch new app!) all day, all night and through the weekend, ratcheting up their numbers to get them the big digital advertising dollars and consumers who would click on the products.

“Make sense?” she said in a clipped tone. She didn’t let Imogen answer. “It will. Let it marinate for a few days. You’ll get it.”

Was that condescension in her voice? Who was Eve Morton to be patronizing to her?

“I’ve been doing this a long time, Eve. It’s not rocket science.”

—

As with any transition of power, Imogen saw that allegiances had shifted to Eve the way ants swarmed a fallen piece of doughnut on the sidewalk.

Managing editor Jenny Packer, a half-Japanese, half-Jewish beauty with a thick Texas accent who had ruled the roost long before Imogen was hired, had been annexed to what looked like a supply closet in a far-off windowless corner behind the kitchen. She hadn’t attended the morning meeting.

Imogen stumbled upon Jenny by accident while looking for a new set of pads and pencils, which she was beginning to suspect she would never find in this new office of tablets, phablets and other smart devices. Her beloved colleague’s hair was disheveled and circles like two overinflated tires burrowed beneath her eyes. Imogen immediately hugged her in relief, noting that she could feel Jenny’s ribs beneath her silk Tucker button-down.

“Welcome to my new digs.” Jenny spread out her arms, nearly touching each of the opposite walls in the tiny space. Her old office had been just a couple of doors down from Imogen’s, not quite as large, but still spacious and with a view of downtown. They engaged in the requisite small talk. How was Imogen feeling? What was Jenny’s husband, Steve, the architect responsible for making Williamsburg in Brooklyn hip and expensive, working on now? Was Alex buried in the McAlwyn case? The answer to that question was indisputably yes. Imogen thought she would have heard something by now from her husband on her first day back at work, but Alex Marretti, assistant U.S. attorney, had been in his own office since six a.m. working on what was quickly becoming one of the more high-profile Ponzi scheme crackdowns in the past twenty years. Marty “Meatball” McAlwyn, the defendant, had been a stockbroker to the stars until the United States Attorney’s Office finally got a whistle-blower to reveal that his entire investment portfolio was a fraud. According to the indictment against McAlwyn, he created false trading reports, backdated trades, manipulated account statements and ultimately used other people’s money to pay out false returns. If Alex won the case it would mean big things for his career.

Imogen looked around. Her hips had no choice but to brush against Jenny’s as they stood chatting in the small space. “Why are you all the way back here? Did she turn your office into a nap room too?”

“Yup.” Jenny nodded as Imogen’s smile faded. She had been joking. “She has them working around the clock, but the girls need to sleep. I think they should sleep in beds at home! But, since she never lets them leave, they need somewhere to get some rest. It’s fine really.” There was a distinct resignation in her voice. “I don’t plan on sticking around much longer.” The “she” was very clearly Eve.

With no pages left to plan out and then produce, the job of a managing editor, what Jenny did was now obsolete.

“You need to learn how to code.” Jenny expertly mimicked Eve’s newly affected accent, a cross between Boston and old New York with a lot of soft vowels and condescension, as she recounted to Imogen what Eve told her when she had asked what her new responsibilities were at the website. “ ‘You’re drowning in the ocean and I am throwing you a life jacket to pull you into the digital future’ is what she said to me.”

“So fucking patronizing!” Imogen shook her head. “What code does she want you to learn? Morse code?” That was the only kind of code Imogen could think of. She knew it was wrong the second it came out of her mouth. If she were being honest with herself, she would admit she had buried her head in the sand these past few years when it came to the Internet. “It’s not my problem” and “It’s not what I do” were the phrases that came to mind. Other people had simply taken care of it.

Jenny gave a wry smile and moved her hand across the few inches between them to pat her on the arm. “HTML, Ruby on Rails, the things that make a website. Don’t feel bad. I didn’t know what the hell the stupid little cow was talking about either, but I’ve been doing some research. Here is the thing—I just don’t think that’s where my heart is. I’m no engineer and I don’t want to be. Steve and I may take some time and live in the house in Hudson Valley. I might finish my novel. I used to be someone important in this office and she’s made me feel like an unwelcome guest. She never asks my opinion, never tells me when meetings are. She’s just waiting for me to quit.”

“Let me talk to her,” Imogen said. “I can fix this.”

Was Jenny looking at her with something akin to pity?

“Thank you, and I appreciate it. Truly. But I think I’ve already made up my mind. Mannering is offering buyouts, you know. They want to get rid of all of us old-timers and our inflated salaries.” Jenny made a disgusted face and air quotes around the word “inflated.” I don’t see any reason I shouldn’t take it.”

For the next two hours Imogen’s only goal was to keep an anxiety attack at bay.

As the clock struck six, her eyes blurring from working without her reading glasses, Imogen let herself stray to the website of Women’s Wear Daily to peruse a bit of industry gossip. She came across news that made her heart sink. Molly Watson, the woman responsible for her entire career in magazines, had been fired after forty years at Moda magazine, according to an article by the media columnist Addison Cao.

“Ms. Watson will be replaced with a group of ‘pop-up editors,’ a rotating cast of iconic designers, stylists and former editors, who will each play the part of editor in chief for a month before passing the baton to the next boldfaced name.”

Imogen’s big title, the one she’d coveted for so many years, no longer felt like such a big deal at all. Editor in chief was apparently something anyone could do for a month at a time.

She spun her chair around to face the windows behind her desk in an effort to hide the swell of emotion brought on by the news of Molly’s termination. Molly, who always did the right thing. Molly, who always took the high road in an industry known for low blows. Molly was the reason she was here at all.

Her mentor first spotted Imogen while she was working at the R.Soles cowboy boot shop on King’s Road in Chelsea, London, in the early nineties.

Slightly gangly from a late adolescence, Imogen had dyed black hair then, back-combed into a beehive supported by heaps of hair-spray. She didn’t walk out of the house without her black liquid-liner cat eyes and Spice lip liner. Weighing nearly nothing, she hardly filled out a teeny-weeny vintage blue gingham minidress. White cowgirl boots over black fishnet stockings completed the look.

Rusty, who owned the shop, gave Imogen the freedom to style it however she wanted. One cold January morning she dragged a red leather sofa in from the street. Rusty painted the floor black and made a nook in the corner to sell well-worn leather biker jackets, the really beaten-up, James Dean kind. She fashioned a collage of Elvis Presley photos—the little boy to the hound dog, all in black and white—no pictures after thirty allowed. Imogen sold truckloads of R.Soles cowboy boots to boarding-school brats with Mockney accents and beatnik uniforms. They walked in packs up and down the King’s Road during the summer holidays chain-smoking Marlboro Lights when they weren’t vacationing in Barbados. They adored Imogen’s real South London accent and would bring her single ciggies and cups of tea from Chelsea Kitchen down the street.

Rusty was generally off his head and always dressed in Day-Glo sportswear with black high-tops. He danced around the shop listening to Paul Oakenfold trance music on his Discman, his arms waving wildly in front of him. That was how he nearly clocked Molly Watson when she walked in one sunny Saturday in July. She was American, cool and rich, and had her two young, handsome English nephews with her.

“I’ll take two pairs for each of them, size two and three, and here’s my card,” she said to Imogen, all in one breath. “Who put the store together? I love it. Was it you?”

From then on Imogen was under Molly’s wing. But where was Molly now?





<<< CHAPTER THREE >>>

Most of the young women were already in the office when Imogen arrived at nine the next day, hunched over their laptops and pecking away at keyboards while wearing giant headphones in varying colors of the rainbow like doughnut-shaped earmuffs. Aside from the tapping, the room was silent. Imogen wandered over to a setup of food that resembled a movie set’s craft services in the corner of the room. Her eye was first drawn to a Pepto-pink sign reading WE ARE WHAT WE EAT! Next she noticed the bowls of fresh fruit and translucent cylinders filled with nuts, seeds and granola that sat on the counter.

“It means we never have to leave.” Ashley snuck behind her without making a sound, like the ghost-faced children in Japanese horror movies. After making herself known, she bounced eagerly around Imogen in a pair of black leather leggings that hugged her lithe figure, and pointed to the chia pudding and Greek yogurt at eye-level in the glass-doored refrigerator next to eight different kinds of kombucha. “All of the healthy things are up here, but the good stuff is down here.” Ashley knelt on the floor and pulled open cabinets adjacent to the fridge to reveal Popchips, gummy candies, Snickers bars and Reese’s Peanut Butter Cups.

“It’s positive psychology. You have to work for the stuff that makes you fat so they keep it out of sight. Out of sight, out of mind. Eve modeled it on Google. We also just
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