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	Cynthia’s black velvet, floor-length dress hung perfectly. The modest neckline flattered her broad shoulders. Rachel had to restrain herself from walking up to her and kissing her right in the middle of the gala fundraiser. But technically, they were both at work. Cynthia was talking animatedly to three men and a woman. They looked very official., so Rachel knew interrupting wouldn’t be right. Plus, She was supposed to be passing these hors d’oeuvres.   	Comment by vo: love this detail! slow it down (3-4 sentences)  really develop the setting of this scene— where is this gala? what about its interior can speak to Cynthia the way Rachel sees her? 	Comment by vo: make this more active and give it a little more dynamic pacing— try to fully establish the adherence of the POV to Rachel’s interiority by mimicking that syntactically:

“Rachel had to fight the urge to kiss her, right there, under the fractured chandelier light, in the middle of everything. But this was the [name] gala. And technically, they were both at work.” 	Comment by vo: deepen this detail by giving it a name (when I was a cater-waiter, we’d often call them a kind of memorable-enough name, “Organ Donation Fundraiser” or “Surgeon’s Gala” — give us an idea of how much Rachel (as an outsider) knows about Cynthia’s world across their liminal class-divide 

NICU fundraiser would work	Comment by vo: I wonder if there is a cleverer way to show this? compare and contrast their “uniforms” for the evening? after the lush description of Cynthia’s dress (I want more btw) have Rachel tug a her choking necktie? a subtle yet effective hint at their predicament before it even happens	Comment by vo: passive— also an opportunity to give her a characterizing physicality— how can you show this? does she laugh too loud? is she overly gestural? 	Comment by vo: how can Rachel tell? show us

also chop this up for pacing	Comment by vo: slow this down and really pump up the tension— how do you show her resisting interrupting? this can really deepen our idea of Rachel really early on and maybe even add in some humor— 

does she pass by them? does Cynthia notice? does this bother Rachel? is that why she ends up at her side anyway? 	Comment by vo: too colloquial 
	Rachel skated the crowd's edge, offering the little pots of lobster mac and cheese to groups of people until she ended up at Cynthia’s side. 
	Comment by vo: slow this down— 3-4 sentences about other guests but Rachel can’t help but orbit Cynthia 
	“Lobster mac and cheese, anyone?” Rachel smiled broadly, inserting the tray into the circle. A few took the food and a napkin from her, but no one said anything. Cynthia didn’t even make eye contact. 
	Comment by vo: give this more character— “grinned, michevious despite herself” 	Comment by vo: language feels too technical— give it some characterizing physicality— is Rachel an elegant or haphazard kind of server? would she shove it? or would she brandish it? 	Comment by vo: slow this down and make it more mortifying— give it 3-4 sentences to really deepen her humiliation by showing us what happens in detail

“The conversation fell dead around them. One after the other gala guests refused Rachel’s tray except one guy— he had on an atrocious neck tie— sucked down one after the other little cups of lobster mac, like they were his last meal. Finally, Rachel turned to Cynthia. She was stunning beneath the low, glittering gala lights. Rachel wanted to tell her so. But Cynthia wouldn’t look at her. She shook her head and turned back to the guests. As if Rachel weren’t even there.” 
Rachel’s throat tightened. Rachel hadn’t even wanted to take this job. She hated catering gigs for wealthy people or organizations because it all felt inhuman. Food was life-sustaining, but events like this made it feel transactional and dry in Rachel’s mind. Rachel’s dream was to cook for a family, to feel close to the people she served, to be part of sustaining them as a group as a private chef. But Cynthia was correct that a job was a job at this point. As she moved on to another group of people, the food dwindled to nothing. 
	Comment by vo: She for rhythm-sake	Comment by vo: implied 	Comment by vo: how can you more subtly hint at this dream/ Hollybrooke so that we can feel the depth of her desire to get this gig? 

also I wonder if “private chef” is the right terminology if you’re setting up class tension— maybe something more community-forward sounding like 

Rachel’s dream was to cook for friends and families, to feel close to those she served, to sustain a community through her food. 	Comment by vo: this feels a little stiff— 

But— as Cynthia often said— a job was a job. 	Comment by vo: keep this more rooted in the action of the scene: 

She moved on. Group after group. Cup after cup. Eventually, the tray dwindled to nothing. 
Rachel returned to the kitchen, her white bow tie cutting into her neck. She should have told Cynthia no when she recommended Rachel for this job. She wasn’t a cater waiter, she was an aspiring chef. But the look on Cynthia’s face at the prospect of Rachel having a job made that impossible. Rachel knew she needed to make money; she couldn’t keep accepting Cynthia’s financial support without making something at least. 
	Comment by vo: establish this earlier	Comment by vo: passive— “cut” gives it more oomph	Comment by vo: implied	Comment by vo: this feels implied already— especially if you slow down and dig into the previous interior moment of her dream job	Comment by vo: how can you characterize this— what is Rachel’s relationship with money-making? what has she been doing since her breakdown? could you hint at that here? 

“doing anything other than binge-watching  ER and looking up recipes”	Comment by vo: clarity— “refusal” or “saying no” 	Comment by vo: how can you less overtly show this while hinting at Rachel’s semi-recent breakdown? 

It had been way too long since Rachel had seen a steady income. And she couldn’t keep taking money from Cynthia— no matter how generous her surgeon girlfriend could be. It was long since time for Rachel to dust herself off and get back to work. Whatever that looked like. 
“If you have time to lean…” the lead caterer said, coming around the corner with another tray—grilled octopus this time. Rachel straightened up her tie and took it headed back into the fray. 	Comment by vo: give an objective correlative— let the tie represent her discomfort with this situation and having her straighten it speaks to her accepting this aspect of her experience 	Comment by vo: let this be an embodiment of her moving forward	Comment by vo: this space isn’t doing enough to transition, maybe playfully and subtly shift it through a new paragraph rather than a new scene altogether— 

	Several trays and an unreal amount of salmon puffs later, Rachel shivered on the steps outside the Park Terrace Hotel in her street clothes [what are these??]. [Is Cynthia still in her dress? bc that could be a good moment to further the imbalance of their situation.]
	“Ready to go?” 
	“Yeah, I’ll call a car,” Cynthia replied without looking up from her phone. 

“Ready to go?” Rachel was back in her street clothes, and Cynthia was looking at her phone on the steps of the New York Park Terrace Hotel. 
“Yeah, I’ll call a car.” Cynthia didn’t look up.
“Everything okay?” Rachel asked, knowing Cynthia wasn’t going to tell her the truth. They’d been together long enough for Rachel to read her body language. Right now, she was projecting annoyance.
	Comment by vo: how can you show this? 

what about Cynthia’s body tells Rachel this? 

…asked. But she already knew Cynthia wouldn’t tell her. She knew her girlfriend’s body well enough— the tense curve of her bare shoulders, the stubborn jut of her little chin— to see Cynthia’s annoyance lit up like neon.
“Yes, everything’s great. The event was very successful.” Cynthia looked down the street for the car.
	Comment by vo: let the rhythm help this: 

A beat. Another. The night got colder. 
A beat passed as the night air grew colder.

“You didn’t even look at me all night…” Rachel said in a low tone. She didn’t want to start another fight, but needed to know why she’d been invisible.	Comment by vo: implied/ repetitive 
Cynthia finally looked at Rachel, her eyes ready to roll at the insinuation. “I was working, Rachel. This fundraiser for the NICU means we can save more lives. What was I supposed to do? Dance with a cater waiter?”
	Comment by vo: make this more immediate— 

Rachel flinched at the Arctic disdain that dripped from Cynthia’s words. 



The disdain dripping from the last two words felt like a polar plunge into the Arctic Ocean. 
“You got me this job. You insisted I take it, actually. Why would you do all that if you didn’t want me here?” The walls of protection Rachel carried in her heart snapped shut.
	Comment by vo: this feels like a big moment for Rachel’s protective instinct (especially considering her history with Samia) how can we show this?
Cynthia sighed and rubbed her forehead. “You have to work, Rachel. This is cooking adjacent, so I thought it would be good. I was very wrong, apparently.”
“Are you embarrassed by me?” Rachel said, without thinking about the potential answers and how much they’d hurt.
	Comment by vo: let this be implied 
Cynthia waved at the approaching car. They got in silently. Rachel didn’t take her eyes off her girlfriend. They’d been fighting more lately, and Rachel felt the same panicked fear each time. If she screwed this up, she’d literally be on the street. And she loved Cynthia. They were great together. They rode for 12 blocks in silence as the cabTV blared about new Broadway shows and local mechanics. 	Comment by vo: give this a tad more physicality— “without speaking” 	Comment by vo: slow this down (3-4 sentences) that hint at this backstory

