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CHAPTER 1

T

he Awesome Coffee shop
was originally opened in
the early ’70s before even a
dream of anything like Starbucks.
Family owned, it remained more or
less stuck in time for decades. Odd
chairs and tables would be brought
in every once in a while to replace
worn or broken pieces and as a
result, the decor became increasingly
eclectic and the atmosphere
increasingly relaxed. The place

grew in popularity and by accident,
Awesome Coffee became trendy.
However, the oddest thing about
Awesome Coffee was that their coffee
was anything but awesome.
“How do I always end up here?”
Jax asked himself. Of course, he
already knew the answer. He related
to a place that started off not quite
knowing what it wanted to be and
ended up pulling it together. Jax
could relate. In essence, it was his
story too.
Amelia was late. Already on his
second cup, Jax decided that if she
wasn’t there in the next five minutes,
he was out of there. He had already
stood up and was putting on his coat
when he checked the door one last
time and there she was. Amelia saw
him right away and headed directly
to his table.
“Hey, what took you so long? I
was about to head out.”
Amelia looked at Jax above her
glasses and cocked her head. Jax
knew this look. He had overstepped.
“Jax, I swear … Sorry I’m late, but
I told you I had a busy morning and
you asked me to meet you anyway.
Remember?” Amelia sighed. “I need
some coffee. I’ll be right back.” She
dumped her jacket over the back of a
vacant chair at the table and turned
to head toward the counter.
Jax rubbed his temples. “I need to
chill. I need her help and I did ask
— so, chill,” he thought to himself.
He ran his hands through his messy
brown hair (in desperate need of a
trim) and pushed his glasses up on
his nose. He took a deep breath and
tried to clear his mind.

Jax was somewhat more relaxed
when Amelia returned. “Sorry about
that. I’m a bit stressed. Really, thank
you for meeting me. I need to run
some stuff by you.”
“Okay. Let me get settled here.”
Amelia put her coffee in front of her
and placed her notebook and phone
in precise left-to-right order. She
added sugar to the coffee (it wasn’t
going to help the taste) and lowered
her mask to take a sip.
This ritual could drive Jax crazy,
but he knew better than to say

anything. He patiently waited as
Amelia got situated.
“So, I’m assuming that this is
about your job,” she finally began. “I
thought they loved you and from
what you’ve said, you’re doing great.”
Amelia held her coffee mug with
both hands, elbows on the table and
focused directly on her friend.
Amelia’s total attention, especially
when he had an important issue,
was one of the things he really loved
about her. Amelia loved to talk —
but she was an even better listener.

“He related to a
place that started off
not quite knowing
what it wanted to
be and ended up
pulling it together.”

“Okay, so it’s like this. You know
I’m working with CGI stuff, and I’ve
become an expert with rendering
and movement.”
“Yes, I know that. DVMI wouldn’t
exist if it wasn’t for you.”
“Yeah, well, thanks. But here’s
the problem: About two years ago,
they felt that we needed a digital
spokesperson for the company.
We needed something to be like a
mascot, but much more sophisticated.
I came up with the idea of a digital
persona and passed it onto the bosses
and the money guys. Everyone
loved the concept but felt there was
even more potential by turning the
character into an influencer and
selling the idea to a fashion house or
some fashion group.”
“Wait. So you’re saying that you
want to make a fake human person
as a marketing tool!?”
“Yes.”
“So what’s the big deal? You
can do that, right? I mean, there
are already cool digital influencers
out there. Like Miquela Sousa and

Shudu. That should be easy for you.”
“I know. It should be. But it’s
just not working. You know I’m
not a fashion person.” Amelia
enthusiastically nodded in
agreement. Jax ignored her and went
on. “I hired the best designers and
sculptors out there. We’re done. But
it’s just not right. Let me show you.”
Jax opened his worn, vintage
leather portfolio. The photos were
of a fashion model or, she guessed, a
digital model wearing high-fashion
clothing. The clothing was nice but
not very well styled and the model
was pretty but nothing special.
“Keep going. There’s more,”
Jax said.
Amelia flipped through the book.
There were about 20 pages and four
different models all wearing outfits
that had the potential to be stunning.
All the models were attractive and
realistic … but there just wasn’t
anything unique about them. They
seemed to have a lifelessness to them.
“Yeah. I think I get it. They’re
lovely pictures, but nothing special.

You’re trying to come up with a
person-slash-model that has her own
personality that shows on the page.
A person that stands out. If that’s
what you’re trying to do — I’m sorry,
dude, but this isn’t working.” Amelia
closed the portfolio and slid it across
the table to Jax.
Jax’s heart sank. This is
exactly how he felt, but Amelia’s
confirmation removed any hope
that he may be just too close to
the project.
“Thanks, Ame,” Jax sighed and
put the portfolio back in his bag. “I
guess that’s it for me. These will
never compete.”
“Jackson! Don’t be so dramatic.
You’ll get it. You’ve got all the digital
components. Just work on the model
some more.”
“That’s just it. There is no more
time. It’s taken all our resources
to get this far. We are supposed to
present to Abbott & Aldridge Inc.
next Wednesday, and then with
investment people on Friday. If
we don’t have a commitment from
Abbott & Aldridge, our funding gets
pulled. And we are done. We’ve
already spent so much money, not to
mention the time ... two years!”
“You said when we spoke a couple
of months ago that they loved your
work — that’s why they picked you
guys in the first place.”
“Yes. They loved my initial
presentation. But they’ve also seen
preliminary work I’ve done for this
project and they, well, had the
same reaction you did. I think
I’m screwed.”
“Jax, it can’t be that bad. You
know you’re good — I’m sure you
can figure out something.”
“Amelia, here’s the problem: I
have this vague idea of a model in
my head — her personality, her looks
— stuff like that. I just can’t seem to

make it happen digitally. Even if I
knew where I was headed with it and
started today and worked 24/7, I
still wouldn’t be done in time. And I
wouldn’t know if it … she … would
come out any better.”
“Ah, got it.” Amelia was quiet for
a moment.
Jax absentmindedly rubbed the
dark stubble on his chin. “The only
way … no. I’ve gone down that
path and I can’t find a way to make
it work.
“Jax, what path? What are you
talking about?”
“Well, if I found a woman, the
right woman, to shoot the photos
with, then I could kind of work
backwards. I could do a 3D
scan of her and turn her into
the CGI model.”
“That’s a great idea! Why don’t
you go to a modeling agency?”
“I’ve had discussions with a
couple of the agencies. There is no
way they’d want me to turn one of
their models into a digital character
that they couldn’t book jobs for. We
couldn’t figure out a way to make it
work. And now the clock is against
us. Too complicated.”
Nodding, Amelia took another
sip of her coffee. Jax was right; the
coffee was kind of vile. “Oh, what
time is it? I’m meeting my friend
Olivia here. I haven’t seen her
in forever.”
Jax was disappointed. He had
hoped Amelia could spend a couple
of hours with him.
“It’s about 11:30.”
“Great. I still have some time.
She’s going to meet me at noon.”
“Olivia? Have I met her?”
Jax asked.
“I don’t think so. I’ve known her
for years, but she’s not in the city
much. In fact, we used to be best
friends. Before I moved here, when

“She’s been asked
a million times to
model but she hates
the idea...”
I was a kid, we were inseparable.
Anyway, she’s checking out grad
schools here. She wants to get her
doctorate in environmental law.
She’s going to stay with me for a
couple of days.”
Jax was nominally interested, but
he was just too concerned about his
own problems.
“Nice,” he said. “So, there’s also the
fashion problem.”
“What do you mean?”
“Well, we were sent clothing from
a few of the Abbott & Aldridge
fashion houses to duplicate digitally,
but no one likes the way they
turned out in the layouts. Maybe
the outfits suck.”
“Jax. No, they’re good. It’s not the
clothing. It’s the styling.”
“You mean the fashion could work
if it were styled differently?”
“Yes, that’s exactly what I’m saying.
You need a great stylist.”
“Wonderful. Another roadblock.”
“Did you forget what I do for
a living?”
“No, but you’re a costume
designer. You just said I’d need a real
stylist if I was going to do this.”
“Jax, that’s insulting. I can
certainly work as a stylist. I just
happen to be doing costumes at
the moment. But that doesn’t mean
I don’t know how to put fashion

together. I see all the fashion shows,
and I work with designers in the city
all the time. I can style ‘real’ fashion.
You jerk.”
Jax couldn’t help but smile at
Amelia’s minor outburst. “Okay,
okay. So you could style a fashion
shoot. But I still don’t have the
model. Do you know anyone?” Jax
said in a nearly pleading tone.
“Sorry, no. Oh, wait…” Amelia
stopped short.
“What?” Jax asked.
“No. It’s nothing. I had a thought,
but she’d never do it.”
“Oh. Do I know her?”
“No, and, anyway, it doesn’t
matter. She wouldn’t do it. She’s
been asked a million times to model
but she hates the idea and won’t do
it. Just forget I said anything.”
“But…”
“Jax, forget it. I shouldn’t have
said anything.”
Jax sighed. “Well, if you do
think of anyone ... no, forget it. I’d
basically have to have the model in
front of the camera tomorrow. That
won’t work. I have to figure out a
way to fix what I have. I don’t know
how I’ll do that, but I don’t have
a choice. I think I’m wasting your
time. But I had to talk to you — it’s
helped. Thank you. I may not have
an answer, but at least I’m clear

about where I am.”
“I wish I could have been more
help. But I’ll keep thinking about it.”
Jax knew she meant it.
Amelia and Jax went on to talk
about a couple of friends moving in
together, and another who had just
changed jobs. As it was almost noon,
Jax was ready to leave. He had to get
back to the apartment and see what
he could figure out — but it didn’t
look good.
“Okay, I gotta go. I’m going to try
to figure this thing out.” He started
to gather his stuff.
“Alright. Call me if there’s
anything I can do. But wait just a
minute before you go. I want you to
meet Olivia. She’s usually on time,
so she should be here any minute.”
Amelia looked toward the entrance
to the shop. “It’s only a couple of
minutes after … oh, there she is.”
Amelia stood up and waved to a tall
woman in a baseball cap.
Anxious to leave but knowing
he would never hear the end of it,
Jax stood and acted as if he were
enthusiastic to meet Amelia’s friend.
Olivia made her way to the table.
These days it was difficult to tell
what anyone looked like. Olivia
was wearing a black baseball cap,
sunglasses, and a fabric face mask.
With no hugging, Amelia made a
gesture meaning hugs and Olivia
responded in kind.
“So good to see you, Ame! It’s
been a long time. And don’t say it. I
know, it’s my fault. School and all.”
Olivia turned her head to Jax. “Hi,
I’ve been looking forward to meeting
you. I’m Olivia. Amelia talks about
you all the time. I used to be her best
friend but it sounds like you’re that
person now,” she said with a smile in
her voice.
Jax immediately liked this woman.
Warm, friendly, and open. He

wondered what she looked like.
As if she could read his mind,
Olivia said, “Oh, sorry. Sometimes I
forget I have this stuff on.”
Olivia removed her sunglasses to
reveal wide-set, stunning eyes framed
with thick eyelashes. The baseball
cap came off next and thick glossy
hair tumbled down to her shoulders.
She then slipped her mask down and
revealed beautifully shaped, full lips
and flawless skin. Standing directly
in front of Jax was one of the most
beautiful women he had laid eyes on.
His jaw dropped.
“Down boy,” Amelia said. Jax
didn’t respond and just stared at
Olivia. “Jax!” she said, and
elbowed him.
“Uh, sorry. Sorry. I know this is
rude and probably inappropriate,
but I hope you don’t mind me
saying, you are the most beautiful
person I’ve ever seen,” he said
without thinking.
Olivia gave him a forced smile and
in a cool tone responded, “Thanks.
That’s nice of you.”
Jax could tell that she’d obviously
heard it all before. Suddenly afraid
that he’d ruined her impression of
him — he didn’t want her to think
he was one of those guys — he tried
to correct course.
“Sorry. I didn’t mean to make you
uncomfortable,” he said with his
most winning smile. “Have a seat.”
“I will in a minute. I need to grab
something to eat. I’m starving. Do
you guys want anything?” They both
shook their heads. “Be right back.”
She raised her mask and turned to
the counter.
When Olivia was out of earshot,
Jax whispered, “Amelia, oh my god!
She’s gorgeous! She’s the woman you
were telling me about, isn’t she?”
“Yes. But she’ll never do it. Don’t
even ask. She hates the idea of

modeling,” Amelia said in the same
whispered tone.
“But it’s not really modeling. Well,
it is, but it would just be one time
and then we do a scan of her and
she’d never have to do it again. We’ll
make up a fake name for her. No one
would even have to know it was her.”
“Again, she won’t do it. Don’t
ask her.”
“Okay. I won’t ask her. But you can!”
“What? I’m not going to ask her.
Are you crazy?”
“No, don’t you see? It’s perfect. If
you ask her then she won’t think it’s
me hitting on her. It would be like
one of your best friends helping out
another one of your best friends,”
he whispered, with a pleading smile.
“Please, Ame, pleeeeease? Yes,
I am begging.”
Amelia hated it when he used that
smile. She was helpless against it.
“Oh, alright. You win. But she still
won’t do it no matter who asks.”
Amelia had her back to the
counter. Jax nodded that Olivia was
on her way back.
Jax mouthed “thank you” to
Amelia and crossed his fingers.
Olivia took a seat next to Amelia
and placed her coffee mug and a
plate with a huge blueberry muffin
on the table. The shop’s coffee was
questionable but the blueberry
muffins were homemade, oversized,
and delicious.
Olivia offered part of the muffin
to Amelia and Jax, and they both
took her up on it. Olivia and Amelia
caught up a bit on family and mutual
friends as they picked at the muffin.
Jax tried to seem as friendly and
casual as he could, and tried his best
to focus on what the two women
were talking about.
“Jax, I’m sorry. I’m afraid we’re
ignoring you. We just have all this

stuff to catch up on. We’ll do that
later. I want to hear about you.”
If Olivia was just being polite, it
didn’t seem that way. She seemed
genuinely interested.
Jax told the story of how he grew
up, and how his father moved the
family to the city for a job when he
was in high school. His passion for
video games led to an interest in
game development (a true geek) and
from there to CGI for movies and
advertising. He tentatively talked a
bit about work, how much he loved it
and this really tough project that he
was working on.
Olivia was fascinated by the
process of creating life-like digital
figures and asked question after
question. He was impressed by how
much of the process she was able to
pick up in a short amount of time.
“So, what’s going on with the
current project? With everything
you’ve done, it can’t be that hard
for you.”
“Yes and no. I’m a bit stuck.”
“Okay. So, tell me.” Olivia said.
She liked him. Jax seemed down
to earth and other than his initial
compliment, he was talking to her,
not at her.
For the next half hour, Jax told
Olivia and Amelia about the project,
the difficulties, and the bind he was
in. Amelia listened as if she was just
hearing this for the first time.

When he finished, the three sat for a
moment without talking. Olivia picked
at the last few crumbs of muffin. She
looked deep in thought.
After a moment, Amelia spoke. “You
know, Olivia...”
“I know what you’re thinking. And
you know how I feel about the subject.”
“I know. But I didn’t think it could
hurt to ask,” she said, with a weak smile.

Feigning ignorance, Jax asked with
the most innocent expression he

could, “What? What subject?”
“I was going to ask her if she
would consider doing it. You know.
Modeling. That is, if you think she’s
right for the job.”
Enthusiastically, Jax responded,
“Are you kidding!?” Turning to Olivia,
he said, “You’d be perfect. That
would solve the problem ... and
probably save my job.” Again, he
used his begging smile.
Amelia was shocked that there
wasn’t an immediate “no” from Olivia.
Olivia picked up her coffee cup and
took a sip before replying. “Okay, look,
you guys — I have a feeling I’m going
to regret this. I will do it one time
tomorrow. I don’t want my name used.
I’m doing this for fun and to help out
a friend of a friend. Period.”
“Olivia. You just saved my life.
Thank you so much — it will be
awesome. We can do it in a day.

I promise. We’ll have a blast!”
Amelia turned to Olivia, “Wow.
You always could surprise me. I
never thought you’d do it.”
Olivia smiled, “I do like to keep
you guessing. That, and, I do think
I’ve just been set up.”
Coffee turned into lunch while the
three discussed the logistics for the
next day. Amelia furiously scribbled
notes while she figured out the favors
she would need to call in to get
designers to lend her accessories on
a Sunday. It would be tough, but she
could do it. She was also confident
that she could get some interesting
things at her costume shop.
Once everything was figured out,
the three needed to get going to start
pulling everything together. They
gathered their things and made
their way out. As they were saying
goodbye, Jax had a question he was

“Olivia was
fascinated by the
process of creating
life-like digital
creatures and
asked question
after question.”

dying to ask Olivia. “So, listen. I just
wanted to ask you something. Why
wouldn’t you want to model? I think
you’d be a natural, and I bet you’d
make a lot of money.”
“Actually, I came from a family
that was in the modeling business,”
said Olivia. “My mother owned The
Chase Agency. She loved the business,
but she hated what the models had
to go through — and only a handful
ever made it. She encouraged me to
make another choice. Clearly, I’m not
going to tell her about this.” Then,
turning to Amelia, “And you’d better
not, either!”
Amelia made a zipping motion
across her mouth.
“Okay. It’s been great meeting you,
and I think this will be fun tomorrow.
See you bright and early.” And with
that, the three went in separate
directions, heads spinning with mileslong to do lists.
Jax and Amelia met at a
warehouse space just outside the city
where Jax’s photographer, Serge,
had a loft space. Jax and Serge
were colleagues, but they were also
friends. They had gone to art school
together, and at one point were
pretty close. Still, Serge wasn’t all
that happy about the early morning
set time. In addition, the thought of
shooting an amateur model didn’t
exactly thrill him. He’d been in the
fashion business for about 10 years
and was at the top of his game. He’d
shot covers for all the major fashion
publications and at this point only
worked with top models — but he
just couldn’t say no to Jax. Over the
years Jax had done a lot for him, like
setting him up with a state-of-the-art
digital photo processing system that
wasn’t even on the market at a time
when he couldn’t afford even a cheap
system. Yes, he owed Jax, but he had

a feeling that this shoot would pretty
much even the score.
Serge had his assistant bring in
pastries and coffee. Amelia arrived
with Jax in a borrowed truck with
two racks filled with designer
clothing. There were tubs of
accessories, and shoes of every color
and make. Amelia set right to work
organizing the outfits.
On Serge’s advice, Jax hired a hair
and makeup person who arrived with
her assistant shortly after 6:30. Olivia
had been asked to arrive by 7, once
things were mostly set up.
With the hustle and bustle of set
up in full motion, Jax and Serge
finally had a moment to connect
on the project specifics. “So, bro,”
said Serge. “What’s this all about?
Happy to help, but really, if you
needed a model, why didn’t you let
me get one of the top girls from one
of the agencies?”
“Serge, I needed someone
different. For the project I’m working
on, I needed a new face — someone
that really has something special.”
“So you’re a model scout now,”
Serge smirked. “This had better not be
just some girl that you want to date.”
“No.” Jax was slightly offended. “I
may not be in the business, but you
tell me when you see her. She’s
amazing — and I expect an apology
after you meet her.”
“I hope you’re right. Otherwise,
you’re wasting a lot of time, talent,
and money here.”
“I am right. And, she’s more than
just beautiful. I’m telling you.”
Olivia arrived right on time. She
wore a classic gray hoodie over
a T-shirt and jeans, and covered
her face with sunglasses and her
protective mask. Serge’s immediate
impression was that she was nicely
proportioned and carried herself

well. Olivia waved to Amelia and
then walked to where Jax and Serge
were standing. She lowered her
hood and mask, and then removed
her sunglasses. Serge was stunned.
Standing before him was one of the
most beautiful women he had ever met.
“Good morning Jax,” she said,
and then turned to Serge. “Hi. You
must be Serge. I’m Olivia Chase. I’m
a huge fan of your work, I follow you
on Instagram.”
“Thanks. Nice to meet you. How
are you not a model? How has no
one discovered you?”
“That’s nice of you to say. I have
been approached a few times, but
I’m really not interested. I have
family in the business, and I’ve been
warned to stay away.” She smiled.
“Well, I totally get that.” Serge
smiled back. “So, what do you say
we get started? Shaunna is over
there with her assistant. She’ll get
you ready for your first look.”
“Great. And thanks for doing this.
I know I’m not a professional, but
if we can help this guy…” pointing
her thumb and cocking her head
toward Jax.
“Lucky him! All right people, let’s
get to work.”
Amelia and Jax had worked well
into the night to pull the clothing
that they would want to see on their
new model. Unlike the current CGI
models out there who looked like
teenagers and wore fast fashion, Jax
saw Olivia as a sophisticated woman
of the world who understood and
wore couture. He and Amelia picked
20 different looks, but had four
special looks in mind.
The first was a peach and pink
cami set with delicate lace trim.
For this look, Olivia wore natural
makeup and a rich chestnut brown
wig, styled with romantic waves.
The second look went in an entirely

different direction. She wore a
cocktail dress of metallized cotton.
The sleeveless dress had a skirt of
alternating tiers of the print and
tulle. Olivia loved the accessories
that went with this one: black fishnet
stockings, fingerless gloves, and
chunky jewelry. The red cropped wig
set off the dress and was one of her
favorite looks.
In the early afternoon, they shot
an exquisite sheer ivory calf-length
gown with lace boots. Olivia felt like
something out of a fairytale with
the huge puffed sleeves and full skirt
decorated with oversized silk flowers
and embroidered leaves. The wig
she wore with this one was long and
pale, pale blonde with short bangs.
Her makeup was dramatic; very dark
smoky eyeshadow that contrasted
with nude lips and cheeks.
Although it took her an hour to
get into it, the final look was her
favorite. When Olivia stepped from
behind the dressing screen, the
entire room gasped. She wore a
sheer medium blue gown of organza
chiffon that was sprinkled with
glass beads. The dress had a deep
v-neckline and a fitted waist. The
skirt seemed to float with three layers
of the embroidered organza. Her
makeup was stunning. Every stroke
of the artist’s brush brought out her
natural beauty. There was no wig
for this look. The hair stylist took
her natural hair, pulled it close to her
head, and finished it with three knots
at the nape of her long, elegant neck.
Olivia really never had an interest
in modeling, but she had to admit,
this had been fun. One and done,
however. She didn’t want to do it
again. Olivia had planned a dinner
with a couple of old friends, so when
they were done, she grabbed her coat
and left after brief goodbyes.

“He was the first
person in the world
to meet the CGI
model/influencer
Moiré. And she was
going to be a global
sensation.”
Serge apologized to Jax. More
than apologize, actually. Serge said
Jax had never been so right about
anything — Olivia was a natural!
Amelia and Jax thanked the makeup
artists and the hair stylist, gathered
up the clothing and accessories,
and headed out. They still had to
return the truck and thought they
could still be home by 10. The two
stopped for dinner and discussed the
day. Both thought that it had been a
great success.
For Jax, the real work was still
to come. Serge would send him
the files in the morning. He’d have
to add backgrounds, and then do
something he never thought he’d
have to do: find a way to make
Olivia look less real and more CGI.
It would have to be done in such a
way that kept her special look, but at
the same time made her somewhat
artificial. But not too much — a real
balancing act. “It’s not going to be
easy...” he thought.

With just a couple of days left,
Jax set to work. Amelia brought
sandwiches to his apartment a couple
of times, and Jax kept a pot of very
strong coffee going. The work was
going very well — he was thrilled
with the photos and felt that he
had come up with a way to slightly
“undo” the realism. By late Tuesday
night, Jax had the dozen photos
he needed, as well as a 20-second
video. He placed Olivia in exotic
locations with dramatic lighting.
He thought — no, he knew — that
Olivia had the right look and his
digital version of her was going to
rock the fashion world. It was well
after midnight when he downloaded
his last image. His meeting was in a
few hours. Drained and exhausted,
he nonetheless drifted off to sleep
in utter peace and confidence. He
savored the thought: He was the first
person in the world to meet the CGI
model/influencer Moiré. And she
was going to be a global sensation.
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