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The kindling was there. If they rubbed the right way the sticks would burn up all over the place. They 
knew this because they felt warmth where the sticks kept rubbing. The hard part was starting the fire. For 
now it only fizzled. Real love was hard to sustain.

…

Around the time Dessimone stopped taking Adderrall and started getting more rest, she had a vivid dream 
of herself, looking older and almost unrecognizable in a lowcut garment and slacks. In the dream she was 
with a friend she hadn’t known since the end of high school. Back then, they’d been so close that 
Dessimone would wake up in the morning and sense what Lorimer was feeling, then meet up at school 
and discuss it with her. Lorimer’s anxiety was so extreme, as was Dessimone’s depression, that Dessie 
guessed both girls convinced themselves to get dressed by thinking, one more day. After they stopped 
speaking, from remote and lonely places they fantasized about going to hell together, where at least they 
could hold onto that fire. It felt so much better than chronic pain.

Dessimone wondered whether such dreams were the product of wish fulfillment. That’s what Dr. Freud 
would have said. She wanted so badly to have a better future that she wouldn’t put it past her 
consciousness to come up with unlikely visions. In her sleep, she ditched real-life automatically. That was 
the reason for dreaming. Otherwise she wouldn’t be able to stay awake. 

It would have helped Dessimone and Lorimer’s friendship to shed direct light on some unacknowledged 
zones of reality, instead of covering them up until they made a mess at moments of mental hardship. 
Lorimer’s anorexia (which gave her subzero sympathy for fatness) combined with Dessimone’s chunky 
figure (which was probably due to raging hormones more than her actions) were to blame for their 
sadomasochism; for narcissism or self-esteem problems; for arguments at the end of high school which 
led to their separation at the end. Luckily their ailments were curable, if they found a safe environment, 
and both girls had it in them to live and love like healthy animals and protective friends.

…

“How bout fate.”

“I believe in fate, cause I have to. Determinism keeps me forward-thinking. It forces me to make 
decisions more carefully.”

“But that’s not fate.”

“Call it purpose then. If you want something as bad as I do, then everything in life seems like an arrow 
pointing to how it might happen—after a few hundred lucky accidents. For me it’s to make movies. For 
you it’s to make music. In both cases, it takes a sinful amount of time and work and sacrifice to find 
ourselves in positions where we might be miraculously blessed.”

Dessimone knew, when her ex-boyfriend Darius chatted her up at the end of the night, what his mention 
of fate implied. 

He believed—or wanted to believe—that tonight’s slightly awkward encounter with his ex was a blessing 
in disguise. 

In a Salt Lake City bar packed with taxidermied quadrupeds, Dessimone leaned back in her chair across 
from Darius and spoke. She spoke so hard her throat got slick and salty.

Darius asked, “Are you alright?”

Dessimone fell into a rant; muddled, a bit clumsy.



“I know this monologue and all my writing sounds like a blathering madwoman. But I’ll keep getting my 
shit together. You ain’t seen nothing yet! I can’t do it all myself… And you haven’t taken the initiative 
like a real man. At least that’s what I believe a man should do. If you’re worried about whether I respect 
you enough, please stop. I’ve always known you’re amazing. I understand your family doesn’t mind 
taking care of you because it’s fun in some ways. But my family can’t handle me so that explains why I 
can’t stay in Salt Lake. It’s too much. I’m hardly surviving enough to take care of me, let alone a boy, 
currently. Before it can ever work out between us, we still have to be released.”

What Darius wanted to tell Dessimone, a few years prior before the break-up, was that he loved her the 
way she was. He didn’t want her to “get better” unless that meant finding safety and security in love. He 
would give up all his ambitious dreams (at least for a while) to provide that for Dessimone. But like her, 
he felt trapped by circumstances. He wanted to ask her for help in releasing himself, whatever that meant. 
Little did he know that help was on the way. For now she only asked that he have patience and faith.

“Don’t worry, it’ll be OK,” Darius said to Dessimone, a bit shyly.

“The main thing I worry about is you without me,” she said back, smiling.

Darius stared at her, not quite spitefully. “What happened to your friend.”

To Darius it seemed obvious that Dessimone’s problem was the same as his. He thought if they got laid 
regularly, by non-losers, both of them would be more content. Sexual repression was to blame for their 
persistent discomfort in public. Dessimone kept having moments with the fathers of her friends which 
were undeniably sexual. She thought it confused these men, that they wanted to fuck her. Or maybe she 
looked hotter at age twenty-six than she did as a child.

Around Darius, god forbid, Dessimone felt like a woman. If she wanted to make great movies, she had to 
sustain this. Among her goals as a filmmaker was to prove that the privilege of feminine radiance came 
from consistent love and respect from others, and the soft strain of power it provided, more than money or 
make-up or cosmetic help. She had no interest in “becoming a man” to make it as a director in 
Hollywood, even though most big-budget productions were bound to rhythms conducted by the opposite 
sex. Dessie hated the feeling she was impersonating a male director in order to earn respect from crew 
and actors and anyone else on set. To be a powerful director and hold onto her sharp womanly spark, she 
would have to reinvent her methods from scratch.  

Soon Darius knew Dessimone would return to Los Angeles to make her next low-budget movie. For now 
she was back home, in Salt Lake, where Darius was busy making bank. He worked at a gastropub that 
Dessimone attended one evening, coincidentally, with a friend from the coast who she kept calling 
“Sabine.”

“She’s in the ladies room,” Dessimone informed Darius.

“Just checking.”

In stock stories when guys met their honeys there was always a moment when he expressed, somehow, 
“she was the most beautiful girl in the room.” It wasn’t hard to be the most beautiful girl in the room at 
this gastropub. But the moment Darius first saw Dessimone and Sabine together it was a close contest. 
They were different. For Darius the subjective distinction was that Sabine had no backstory attached. 
Darius knew far more about Dessimone’s history: probably too much, but his mind moved fast enough 
not to hold this against her. He didn’t want to say “he loved her energy” because that was a hoky 
comment that didn’t account for his deeper memories and emotions. Tonight she was informally pretty, 
with freckles from spending a fair amount of time out of hiding, messy hair as always, dressed in a denim 
skirt and wrinkled sweatshirt with nothing under it, as far as he could tell, though he made a point not to 



stare when he saw her because Sabine was there and would have noticed. If he were around other men 
and out with Dessimone officially, he would be frustrated with Dessimone’s lack of effort to dress up like 
Sabine, whose black linen dress was unwrinkled and hair was carefully straightened so the ends curved 
upright like a simpering consort to the other star of the scene. But Dessie didn’t expect to see him, it was 
clear, and knowing her she’d be amused and unthreatened if he showed his attraction toward the other 
girl. Darius saw a glimmer in Sabine’s green eyes and knew she must realize he thought she was 
beautiful. But he had priorities and loyalties and game, and wasn’t about to introduce himself to Sabine 
by kissing her hand or cheek. They weren’t in Paris; they were in Salt Lake City, and such a move would 
make a pointed statement to Dessie.

In the ladies room, Sabine was washing her hands and reminiscing about what brought her to Salt Lake 
City on a Friday. In the mirror she wore the tame afterglow of a pleasant hour spent drinking. She 
remembered the e-mail that Dessimone sent unexpectedly.

“Subject: Hey S.

I know this is whiny but I feel like I can’t do this anymore. I can’t fill the void of your distance with 
dozens of faux friendships. I’m sick of going to movies with my current girls and leaving with nothing 
more than, ‘I liked it’ or ‘I didn’t.’ This isn’t fun. I want you to come rescue me. Think about it, K? 

love D.”

By people who hadn’t met her, Dessimone was used to being judged and cyberbullied from a safe 
distance. Luckily Sabine wasn’t like that. She saw Dessimone for her long-term potential and not much 
else. Their friendship allowed them to gab comfortably about their hazardously high ambitions and 
willingness to sell their souls to the film industry for a ‘buy one get one free’ bundle, plus their known 
capacities to cross over into the dark side. Sabine knew about Dessimone’s history with downers and 
drinking and self-harm, and Dessimone knew that Sabine liked cocaine and could be cruelly sadistic. 
They forgave eachother for their respective sins and tried to guide the other girl toward responsible future 
decisions.

A year prior, Sabine and Dessimone met at work on Mistress Mercy, a major Hollywood biopic about an 
actress who had recently passed away. On set, Dessie kept attracting stares from the Rosa Mexicano 
catering crew. The type of men she attracted in public were blue-collar dudes who liked women with 
boobs. 

A cat call. A whistle. A slew of crass comments when she turned her back on them. From the way she 
swayed with cautious swagger, one might guess that her bones were strong but her nerves were hella 
sensitive. Across the tarmac, she spotted Sabine, eating a small pack of cereal alone on a picnic bench.

Please God, Dessimone prayed when Sabine first turned and noticed a stranger approaching. May she 
never attack me for being fat or unpretty. 

Dessimone liked people she could carve out from the crowd without digging. The first time she saw 
Sabine, she thought she might be an actress, at the very least aspiring. She had the kind of face that struck 
a light kit right at night due to its nearly but not symmetrical structure, precise but so emotional it hurt in 
a good way to watch. If her face were music it would be mapped out by the younger Bach. From eye 
contact it seemed like they’d known each other longer than their brief time working on this movie. The 
girls exchanged mutual compliments about their outfits and bitched for a while about how bad this film 
was bound to be. 

Dessimone, incidentally, was six years younger than Sabine and still growing up. On her computer 
Dessimone kept a file on iCloud (labeled “shrine.docx”) which contained images of her muses before they 



found their wings. It was uncanny how famous girls who started from the bottom, and then got lucky, 
were able to transform themselves to be sexually appealing in ways that modern feminists might identify 
as sexist: becoming proud slags and acting guileless and losing weight and adopting perkier mannerisms. 
Nevertheless Dessimone had the sense that certain aspects of womanhood would never come as naturally 
to her as they did to other women.

“I wish you would tell me what to do,” Dessimone confessed to Sabine. “Teach me.”

“Honestly,” Sabine responded, “I have no idea what you see in me, that you’d actually want for yourself.”

“You keep saying stuff like that in front of me,” said Dessimone. “But I have the sense that it’s horse shit. 
It’s obvious from the way you take selfies all the time that you know you’re smoking hot. You’re vain and 
always have been, so stop pretending you’re as insecure as I am.”

“You’d be surprised, Dessie. You don’t lay sole claim to feelings of insecurity.”

“No, but it’s one of my things. And please don’t attack me for admitting vulnerability. I know I still look 
like hell but I’m working on it, seriously.”

Sabine must have noticed that Dessimone was behaving less like her baby sis and more like an all-around 
babe. To be real, Sabine wasn’t 100% pleased. She was aware and ashamed of a need to be needed by 
someone young and wide-eyed who saw Sabine as cooler than she saw herself. Or maybe, possibly, for 
some odd reason, Sabine liked Dessimone the way she was currently and didn’t want her to change too 
much. So she panicked a bit when Dessimone showed up on set wearing a half-hour’s worth of make-up 
and tailored jeans and a much better bra. Now who would Sabine compare herself to when she needed a 
personal pick-me-up? 

…

Luckily for the fabricator of this narrative (and all like entries to her private portfolio of stories and 
screenplays), it’s not real-life. The characters are fake. Otherwise she would drive herself and a fair few 
future readers insane. Though if she ever finds success in this life, and is asked about how much of the 
trickier content she’s constructed is true, the author’s brief response will be as follows. 

“I’ve paid my dues.”

Before Sabine’s arrival in her life, Dessimone used to defer to her grandfather for makeover advice. She 
went to him because he kept offering to pay for haircuts and outfits. Each time she saw him, she dreaded 
having her whole body assessed by such a close relative. She would describe his taste in human beauty as 
Aryan. Dessimone told him she wanted to lose ten pounds and was trying. He said if she lost ten pounds 
she would blow away with the wind. Obviously he hadn’t felt the wind on either coast lately. It was a very 
light wind. Her grandpa painted nudes of women and considered himself a connoisseur of the female sex. 
It wouldn’t be the first time she felt visually unprotected.

At a younger age, Dessimone would have wasted late nights writing e-mails to friends and other relatives 
that said, in veiled terms: “help me. Please.”

It was unusual to get a response. If they did respond, it was with some armchair psychologist-type advice: 
“I think the problems you have with self-image are mostly in your head.”

So she stopped writing e-mails.

Her home didn’t feel like a safe environment. Or maybe her relatives and friends were right, and her mind 
was the only treacherous place. Dessimone wasn’t sure whether it counted as a health risk to be 



surrounded by hostile scenery. It was hard to explain how terrified she was of walking in the front door of 
her house and being exposed to something she didn’t want to see. 

Dessimone never confessed to her friends the extent to which her ambition came from disdain for her 
family. She didn’t mean to look down on them but she couldn’t respect how they behaved. She had a hard 
time tracing how much of her pity was actually misguided adoration. She wished that real love weren’t so 
hopelessly complex. It was difficult for Dessimone to discuss how insults about weight and shabby 
appearances, as indicators of classlessness, hurt her deeply. It was even harder to tell her family why she 
felt depressed without causing an argument.

While her mom was cooking eggs on the stove, her unbuttoned pants fell to the floor. She didn’t pull them 
up. 

“Sorry,” she said casually.

Dessimone’s father made a disgusted face.

This is the kind of shit Dessie had to put up with on a regular basis. 

Once a week when she had the day off from work as a waitress, Dessimone booked a night in a motel 
room, which of course, was gnawing away at her budget to bust out of state. The night in the motel was 
precious to her in the same way drugs were precious to her when she was still using. It was clear from 
leaving once in a while that her mental and physical state would be shaky as long as she was living at 
home in Salt Lake, so she thought of this year as a non-negotiable phase of imprisonment due to financial 
difficulties. She wished she weren’t in debt from lashing out in her early twenties. 

Dessie realized abuse in love was all she’d ever known. She assumed that’s how deep love functioned, 
and there was no way around it. But maybe subjecting herself to unhealthy relationships wasn’t as 
effective (as a creative stimulant) as she’d always assured herself. Dessimone didn’t want to feel like 
every film project was a life-or-death deal, but to her, that’s honestly how it felt. 

If she could have anything it would be a place to stay where someone was hard on her, but also had a 
trustworthy track record of personal success. Preferably someone close to her age. She liked the idea of 
mutual caretaking; not another bond with a needy person who sucked her lifeless like an entitled geriatric 
lady. Dessimone felt sure, she wouldn’t have fallen so low while studying film in Los Angeles if she 
hadn’t been brutally punished by people whose opinion mattered to her, for looking like white trash. Then 
Dessie ended up more stressed out and even junkier. It reminded her of her relationship with her mother, 
who dished it out but didn’t give her daughter advice or role-modeling on how to make realistic 
improvements. 

Of course she would rather look classy than trashy. Dessie wasn’t unattractive; she was just poor. If she 
lucked out somehow and caught on as a filmmaker, she wouldn’t be caught onscreen looking like no 
cheap whore. She cut herself some slack by reasoning that she couldn’t be a screenwriter and producer 
and actress all at once, while still maintaining fuckability. Dessimone was aware she possessed a shape 
that—if dressed properly—would hit hormonal men in the right place. She wondered sometimes if her old 
love of men’s clothing was a method of self-protection she developed as a young lady, to feel safer around 
members of her own family. 

It took Dessimone a while to separate her self-standards from how she saw her parents and/or how they 
viewed their kid.



While Dessimone scrubbed out the oven, she noticed her mother looking at her ass one evening. 

“Stop looking at my ass,” said Dessimone. “I know it’s a lot to handle.”

“No! You have a great ass,” said Dessimone’s mom, still looking.

Dessie didn’t feel proud, or relieved. She felt sick.

Dessimone found herself sleeping too often, lately. She curled up in a ball, kept all the lights off, and 
didn’t leave her bedroom for days.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                        

In a world run by image, it was a debate in these times what comprised real beauty. Dessimone was 
particularly conscious of this debate because she believed that images, as well as sounds and other senses, 
were infused with feelings. She was drawn to some humans more than others based on their haptography. 
Some might call it a law of attraction, though it was sometimes the case that people she was drawn to 
were also the ones who turned toxic suddenly. She assumed these people felt stronger when she was 
suffering. But sadomasochism wasn’t all it was cracked up to be.

Some of Dessimone’s favorite haptography belonged to her twin flame Lorimer. She had little control of 
how it sometimes seared her suddenly. It was hard to remember how much of a risk Lorimer presented. 
She only missed the warmth when they moved far apart in time and space. The last time she and Lorimer 
spoke was in a dream about a party. Dessie was a loser; Lorimer was the host. It was clear in the dream 
that Lorimer was mustering all her spare sympathy to be kind to poor Dessimone. Shortly after wakng up, 
she recalled a yearbook note that she had written to Lorimer as a high school freshman, in which she 
warned her that she would have ended up a loser if they hadn’t met. She now saw herself as a self-
fulfilling prophet. 

Dessimone could see past Lorimer’s bratty behavior to the better angels of her nature. But she wasn’t sure 
Lorimer could do the same. What Lorimer probably saw when she looked at Dessimone was a different 
person from the one she first met. If she left a prized pet feline at home for a few years, then came back 
and found her sadder and fatter, she would feel the same way. It wasn’t okay. Her love of Lorimer as a 
character was offset by fear of finding a repository of insults specific to Dessimone on social media. It 
was fine because it kept Dessimone off Twitter, where she tended to act like a socially retarded mess. For 
a while it gave her enough adrenaline to stay undepressed. It didn’t matter whether or not Dessimone read 
what Lorimer was writing, or vice versa; from a distance, she could still feel when the other girl was 
upset. Dessimone realized that Lorimer was probably suffering as much as she was. There wasn’t much 
public sympathy left for preadult girls, these days, except for from loyal family members and friends. Still 
not many people on earth could offer understanding to such a high degree. That’s why it might be 
necessary for Lorimer and Dessimone to be allies. Not enemies. 

…

It was Lorimer’s birthday and she was thirty. On her dresser were several drafts of a suicide note, which 
of course, she didn’t intend to be taken seriously. She was only riffing. Lorimer stayed in her apartment 
with the shades pulled. For a reason to live she pored through old e-mails, tossing out missed 
opportunities from employers, well wishes from her mother, concerned notes from ex-boyfriends and 
unofficial lovers. 

During the day Lorimer was paid a decent salary to sit in an office in downtown Manhattan and edit 
articles for an arts and culture magazine run almost exclusively by women, called Ungloss. It was rare 
that Lorimer came across an article that she actually agreed with, but she held her tongue on the matter to 
hold onto the respect of other girls at the publication. For example that morning she read a glowing 
review of how Patty Jenkins directed the latest Wonder Woman movie. The article took for granted that 



the glass ceiling in Hollywood was falling to pieces. Lorimer’s cynical belief was that some male 
producers endorsed the film to get “feminists” off their back, but whatever. She thought the film defined 
strength rather simplistically, the same way men did: literal strength and agility. Lorimer didn’t doubt that 
Wonder Woman was a step in the right direction for representations of women in American cinema. But as 
far as she could tell, it was stylistically similar to most superhero movies. What made it difficult for 
individual female directors to design a fresh and commercially viable style in Hollywood was more 
complicated and had less to do with content (“movies about/starring women”) than with the accepted 
forms and filmmaking methods behind most high-budget productions (how films were shot; who was on 
set for each scene; how they represented space and time in editing). To even create a Hollywood film 
meant to accept some aspects of the male gaze, and how can a female filmmaker dare to break the rules—
enough to design her own niche and attract a following—if the existing rules are foreign to her? Lorimer 
thought cinematography and editing that varied from the norm were the most important aspects of what 
made great movies feel unboring and uncreepy and appealing to her. The differences were so subtle, they 
probably affected her and other viewers on a subconscious level. Lorimer didn’t even try to write an 
article that spoke about the phenomonology of films made by women versus men, because it would 
require smarter editors than her superiors at Ungloss, and online readers of the publication would not take 
the time to read or understand it. Lorimer was hopeful that in a hundred years or less, time and space 
would be shared and inhabited equally by women and men—not stolen from one or the other. Film was a 
more powerful medium than people realized, as far as distributing time and space to the masses. 

The absolute worst article Lorimer had ever edited for Ungloss was an attack on David Lynch for body 
shaming in the comedic subtext of his screenplays. If anything Lorimer thought this was proof that David 
Lynch had a deep understanding of his female leads, who in her opinion were objectively gorgeous (in 
their mid to late thirties) and seemed to subsist on fairly healthy doses of sexual ambition and adrenaline 
for the duration of each shoot. Similar to criteria for bodies in ballet or voices in music, some ruthless 
standards for hotness were reasonable to keep the movie bizz beguilingly out-of-reach to most dreamers; 
otherwise, it wouldn’t be Hollywood. 

If these opinions seem harsh to readers, they might seem less so with the added info that Lorimer felt too 
insecure to even leave her room. She had plenty of free time to invest in delusions of inadequacy. What 
made Lorimer’s beauty a bit distinct from your average American hottie had a lot to do with tenderness, 
not to be confused with weakness. Like a wounded songbird she was so precious that lovers couldn’t help 
but try and protect her, then accidentally fuck her up. Even at her thinnest she was never quite angular. 
She was soft around the edges with hair that was fuzzy to the touch. Lorimer used to think it was her 
fault, the way her collarbone and ribcage never stood out like they did for some women. But that’s how 
she was born. A good look at Lorimer gave the impression that, in the next couple decades, she still had 
space to thin out, if she ever so chose.

Her evening routine was to lie in bed with her laptop open until she fell asleep, fitfully, around 2AM. She 
couldn’t believe how much she ate late at night, so her blood sugar would spike and she could pass out 
after a slow painful day (or several days) of not-eating. She couldn’t believe how guilty she felt when she 
woke up the following morning; much less than if she’d blacked out after fucking male strangers and 
partying. At least that way, she could assure her mom she’d been “dating” wealthy assholes and was en 
route to get married. 

If she wasn’t sleeping, it was not unlikely that Lorimer was masturbating, though she noticed that 
antidepressants and other pills got in the way of her subtlest sex feelings. Lorimer wished there were a 
drug that kept her lib up and running, but also relieved her self-consciousness, so she could make 
uncontrived moans without worrying about a roommate overhearing. 



Touching her body didn’t feel fun; it felt like a chore to address mental health risks. Usually her long 
bouts in bed ended with Lorimer cussing and throwing a shoe across the room. Sometimes she went to the 
bathroom, ran the water, and wept.

As a young adult living in New York, Lorimer glamourized rich beautiful bitches more than anyone. It 
was the role modeling she’d been exposed to at a young age. There were reasons Lorimer spoke 
infrequently about her mother. She didn’t want her to be misjudged. She saw tragedy in the life of her 
mother that not even her mother was aware of. Her mom’s many marriages with much richer men were 
subtly sadomasochistic; that’s why they tore apart violently at the seams. When Lorimer’s friendship with 
Dessimone got closer, tenser, it was difficult not to let their childhood trauma get in the way. By that time, 
Lorimer had developed a habit of cutting off boyfriends. She left them castrated, begging for Lorimer on 
their knees.

The long line of Lorimer’s stepdads included a contractor, a sheriff, and the boss of a big law firm. These 
men were never particularly mean to Lorimer. Quite the contrary. Most of them took to Lorimer, and 
treated her quite respectfully. They didn’t bother her when she went to her bedroom to play Nancy Drew 
videogames and read novels far beyond the young adult level. Those were the days. But there was one 
incident that she didn’t know what to do with in her memory. It involved her mom’s fourth husband, a 
banker named Rob who moved them to a ranch in Draper, Utah. He had a shaggy beard of brown stubble 
and wore leather hats. He liked hunting and smoking Parliaments and listening to Chuck Berry on the 
stereo of his hemi. When Lorimer was around seven years old—still a squalid little thing—Rob took her 
for a hike and first put his hand down her jeans. He said it would make her feel good. He was right; it 
always made her feel better than she expected on her nervous tromp alongside this tall quiet man to a 
ridge by a creek. Rob promised he could make her feel better feelings each time he came home from work 
at six o’clock in the evening and touched her in the backwoods until the dinner bell rang. Soon it was 
young Lorimer who was offering to make Rob feel better by the time they were finished and about to go 
home. Lorimer’s memories of Rob weren’t particularly unpleasant, even in the present, but she thought of 
him far more often than she would have preferred. Truthfully, she would rejoice the day she found out he 
was arrested or dead. But she never told the law or her mom or friends what happened when she was 
seven, because of the feelings of pity and anger and curiosity that such information would inevitably 
arouse in others. Even as a young woman, Lorimer was the type who attracted shy guys who felt insecure 
about their manhood; who relished fleeting control of any form; who lived life for the moment and 
renounced all that they’d learned in Sunday school as boys. But Lorimer didn’t want to be remembered as 
the girl who got molested. Nor did she want to be remembered, publicly, as some sort of punisher of 
pathetic creepy men. She was very careful about her legacy. So she still hadn’t told anyone. It was a 
matter of pride and integrity. 

If Lorimer were to speak candidly to any friend she’d ever had, about shadowy mores in her family’s 
collective memory, she knew which friend would listen non-judgmentally. She typed the name of that 
friend into the search bar of her e-mail account, and found all the e-mails she’d sent that had been filtered 
out of her inbox for many months. She clicked on the first one.

“Subject: Symbiosis or death

Dear Lorimer

As a kid my dreams were so pure and pretty. I feel like adulthood threw all these curveballs that I wasn’t 
equipped to crush. And you were one of them, slut. I know I’m just another skeleton [i wish lol] in your 
closet but so far you haven’t been considerate enough to haul me out to the dumpster so I can rest in 
peace. My friend Sabine said the only way I can get rid of a parasite is to grow strong enough to develop 
immunity; otherwise, I’ll die. Not sure whether you’re a parasitic person or if that’s me projecting. But I 
know I’ve gotten weaker because of your frequent attacks on me. I don’t want to go back to being a 



junkie. I want to fix this, but only so I can recover some of who I was before I met you. Otherwise I fear 
I’ll be a lifelong mess. For us, I think that fostering trust is wiser than hurting eachother and falling back 
on hangers-on or family. This isn’t about happiness. I don’t think our cooperation has much to do with 
happiness. It has to do with responsibility. We both know how powerful we are, potentially.

xo

Dessimone”

Normally Lorimer would have ignored such a letter. But this time she responded; she’d been having such 
a shitty birthday. It had been a few months since Dessimone first wrote and sent the e-mail. A response 
from Dessimone would be generous. Now or never, Lorimer thought to herself. She pressed the send key.

“What do you actually want from me”

In 36 seconds, another e-mail materialized, from Dessie.

“Please don’t curse me again. I want your blessings, and I promise, I’ll have your back if I ever get 
famous.”

Lorimer repressed the urge to roll her eyes, privately. She fell back on her pillow and tried not to think. 

When Lorimer glimpsed Dessimone in a half-conscious dream, Dessie wasn’t a loser, exactly. She wore 
flannels tucked into department store corduroys and was so squarejawed due to a phase of bruxism that 
she almost looked Native American. She was the kind of woman who lived in a cabin on her own and 
intimidated men before they even spoke to her. If they dared to comment on her appearance, she looked 
down at their dicks, and laughed at them. 

This hazy dream was followed up by the sight of herself in late middle age with stringy hair, wild eyes—
incredibly skinny. Looking like that, Lorimer doubted she’d ever been married.

That’s around the time Lorimer got up, rubbed her eyes, and decided to stop taking Atavan before bed. 
She preferred lucid dreams that occurred in REM. 

Lorimer shot another e-mail to her former friend.

“Subject: Important

It’s time to separate storybook dreams from reality. If this is really going to happen I need you to be 
straight with me. I don’t want to be humiliated as an actress. I’m not like you, and don’t consider it 
necessary to harm myself for an audience. Nor do I want you to do so many drugs that you end up a senile 
old bitch.”

Lorimer was more insecure than Dessimone realized about her own potential as an actress. She wasn’t 
sure she had the proper face or body, and by age thirty, she felt far too ancient and jaded to appeal to 
dumb Americans or evil producers in the film industry. She knew how men were; they judged by looks 
and looks alone and would never bother watching movies that didn’t include screenworthy bitches. At the 
same time Lorimer realized that being photogenic/appealing was different from being perfect-looking, 
and in face-offs with flashing cameras, she had killer instincts. 

Lorimer swallowed an all-natural Melatonin pill and prepared to go back to bed. She reminded herself 
that one of Dessimone’s old habits was to project her extreme life goals, related to filmmaking, onto 
people she hardly knew who were already content. Not everyone was a creative monster like Dessie. Not 
everyone risked mass humiliation on the reg.

Dessimone responded again.



“I am being straight when I say, no… we won’t let that happen. 

At the same time, you can’t keep pretending you hate me. I think you do it to avoid some of the sacrifices 
that are necessary to be amazing. If you continue to hang out and live semi-comfortably, talking smack 
about writers and celebrities who you know aren’t as potentially groundbreaking as yourself, then 
nothing’s ever going to change. It’s not even practical to abuse or kill me, so please, stop trying.”

In the past decade of therapy, Lorimer had been consistently hesitant to bring up her verbally violent 
tendencies. She didn’t want to be catalogued as a clinical sociopath, though she understood, by now—she 
had a history. It was like her brain and body were programmed to go into attack mode and ravage anyone 
who resisted her controlling demands. Her threats were all bluff and no stuff, like a goose hissing. By 
comparison, Dessimone made it clear to her attackers that she was worthless, for a while, and went into a 
phase of hiding. To other humans, she was harmless as a nonrabid rodent. Her preferred method of self-
defense was tonic immobility. 

Lorimer pretended to have some thousand friends in New York City, but only a few were crucial figures in 
the life story she told herself schizophrenically. She wanted some credit for how she’d contributed to 
Dessimone’s parallel plotline. Lorimer had introduced her to so many people and opportunities, albeit 
impersonally. What more could she have done, really. She’d always done her best under pressure and 
remained calm and rational when Dessimone was acting crazy. She felt bad about some low blows she’d 
dealt in the past, and gaslighting, but that was the old Lorimer. The new one wasn’t as scary. She decided 
it was time to take a trip away from her apartment in the city to a cabin in Draper, Utah, where she could 
exit “party-mode” (her mother’s term for a looks-conscious state of mind and body) and live in enough 
unmonitored isolation to write a great book. Of course she may not actually do this, because this is a 
fictional story, though it would be totally understandable if Lorimer ever took time off from being hot and 
moved back to Utah for a while, in order to access childhood memories she’d been saving for her first 
memoir starring the bitch she used to be. Then Dessimone and some others might see how Lorimer was 
actually the victim of her own sensitivity. If she wasn’t protected by fans and flatterers, she had to be 
mean. The only way she could pass unblemished through the battlegrounds of reality was to draw first 
blood and stick the knife as far as it would go, to eliminate the chance of a counterattack that she couldn’t 
deal with privately. She needed real protectors if she wanted to fight less defensively, more effectively, 
and not to a cold empty state of defeat. 

Pain and pleasure. Mixed signals. Temptation. Delusions with no potential to be brought into reality. It 
came as a shock when Lorimer woke up one morning and realized, the tricks she played on victims were 
proof of insecurity. The only way she might enjoy them, from now on, was if she found herself on the 
receiving end of a dark healing scheme devised by someone she trusted. She felt trust at times in the 
nerves along her spine and down around her toetips. She saw it in the eyes of people she posed publicly as 
enemies. Trust wasn’t merely a myth or memory from girlhood. Not anymore.

…

In crowds she looked around and saw faces cold and stony, inhuman, so long gone from youth. In the air 
people threw their arms and cried her name and said they loved her and how she looked. And she looked 
good and deep in their eyes and saw they were satisfied with themselves more than her presence. They 
didn’t know how much she could see. They were smug and sang all their praises out of key. They said “I 
get it” because they had sacrificed plenty. But not as much as she had. She knew that. To be near them 
was heartbreaking but she would rather be near them than nobodies. So she played their games until she 
mastered their questions and answers. She played their games and turned her thoughts off until she found 
herself in private and felt her whole story rush back like a fresh wound congealing, always stinging, like 
ice over stillborn expanses of grief. 



It was true. There were plenty of privileges that came with being a model which involved being mean. 
She liked to say, “you can’t sit with us,” to lame and irrelevant wannabes. Yet she wasn’t brought up a 
bigshot, and it came as a shock that her automatic sensitivity to human emotion was a major impediment 
in a purely visual industry. Ramona was an empath, so she had a hard time turning off her feelings.

What a luxury it was to have the money and time and figure to be detail-oriented about her make-up and 
outfits. Ramona quickly forgot how agonizing it felt to be in love with fashion when she was still in 
adolescence. She could barely muster the strength to climb out of a sudsy bathtub and put on a towel, let 
alone go to morning yoga and subsist on juice cleanses. 

But, she persisted. She survived until today. It was her job to stay pretty. In this day and age? A game. She 
modeled her methods after the greats. The men who built the American gaze. Like a guy raised white and 
wealthy, she taught herself to take. From victims of life who were taught to feel undeserving. From 
powerful people with cravings for clemency. They would be happy to watch her succeed. No matter what 
she did, they worshipped her relentlessly. Ramona took without qualms about what she was taking. 
Without bothering to throw shade. These were the basic rules of power games.

Yet Ramona noticed, these days, her favorite movies were the ones that helped her forget all her ambition 
and tap into a warm private place. Her favorite actresses were women whose pasts made it clear, they had 
to fight for their beauty; who considered onscreen hotness a duty; who didn’t make a scene of intense 
preparations before shooting; who were less superficially pretty (if there was such a thing) than deeply 
passionate about realizing their childhood dreams. Ramona didn’t realize how much she missed being a 
carefree kid until she spoke to friends who brought it out in her. Friends who didn’t treat her like fangirls. 
Strangers who didn’t treat her resentfully.

Ramona took it upon herself to train her online fans in the merits of taking care of themselves. She wished 
she hadn’t, because within days, they started either bragging or whining in replies on social media about 
their lifestyle changes—as if they were suddenly experts. This is how Ramona had been living for years, 
without discussing it much, and it took many months of readjustment and trial and error and rejected 
advice from health experts before she knew what best suited her own soul and body, which was unlike 
anyone’s she’d ever seen. Her figure was still developing in ways that positively shocked her. She 
belonged to a sensitive breed of leaders on earth whose appearances and practices didn’t blend with the 
mainstream. It was Ramona’s job to remodel the outmoded status quo. She gave her disciples, still 
trapped in purgatory, a reason not to let go.

…

When asked if she could have anything in the world, the protagonist of Lola Morgan’s second attempted 
feature film Oblivion Funk (2018) remarks, “beauty,” as though the answer is so obvious that it’s not 
worth explaining. The question is posed in the film by Morgan’s most credited costar over the next ten 
years, Jillian Carroll, whose collaboration on the project she said “incited her drug-induced oblivion to 
eventually save her from it.” In her first and only interview with this publication, Morgan also described 
herself as “a better therapist than visual artist, because I get so damn attached to people’s brains, the 
brains in their head. It’s just, these great brains often have such messed-up hearts attached to them. That’s 
where the therapy comes in.” The irony of this statement is that Lola Morgan was notorious for her visual 
perfectionism, in her later work, to the extent that she invited ill health to achieve scenes the way she 
wanted them to look. But her shocking performances were never without purpose. Morgan felt strongly 
that if the roles she took on weren’t done to such an extreme, her films would not be powerful enough to 
effectively disrupt the omnipresent male gaze that she believed was the leading cause of sexual violence 
and discrimination against women. “If I didn’t take it this far,” Morgan said matter-of-factly, “no one 
would have noticed how fucked-up this shit is.” In that vein, she cited Lena Dunham and Cat Marnell as 
deep creative influences. 



…

Lorimer’s first book, sure enough, was a hit among the New York elite. It was titled Great Followings, 
and only took Lorimer a few months to complete. She compiled the book using old first-person journals 
and tweets. It was not autofiction or actual fiction, but nonfiction cold and straight. Dessimone waited 
many weeks after the successul release of Great Followings to read it, and finished the whole memoir in 
less than a day. She spent the next twenty-four hours crying—not because she was particularly moved by 
the text (which did not focus on Lorimer’s painful childhood, at all, but exclusively on her 10-year stint as 
a drug-abusing New York brat). Desssimone cried because she realized her own writing took more 
thought and effort, yet may never be treated to a publisher. After spending too long with Lorimer’s book, 
Dessimone found herself in the mental headspace of a sociopath, which brought back godawful 
memories. She realized she’d always been a desirable victim of women bullies, because she didn’t fight 
back with low blows, but with self-abuse. She knew from her childhood that attacks were setups for 
worse bludgeoning than if she did something bad to herself. Dessimone suspected the only character in 
Lorimer’s book that might be inspired by herself was an underwritten fuck-up who was identified in a few 
clunky paragraphs as “that stalker bitch.” 

Really? Dessimone felt a vengeful return of the old urge to toss herself into oncoming traffic. In particular 
she felt hopeless that she’d ever get credit, before death, for the thousands of hours she’d put into her own 
stories and screenplays. No one she admired had gone so far as to lend a helping hand. At most, they’d 
maybe offered a helping finger. The middle one. The fourth time Dessimone reread Great Followings, she 
circled the following line in red Sharpie pen: “forget what you deserve, guard what you’ve been given.” It 
was a depressing yet helpful bit of advice on navigating life as a woman. Yet Lori was female, and was 
“given” plenty of street cred for work as good as Dessie’s. She could have benefitted from writing scenes 
that were slightly more streamlined with metaphors and meticulous edits, but that would have required far 
more effort than Lorimer could handle for a half-million-dollar advance. And what about all the average 
joes and janes that Lorimer undoubtedly exploited for kicks? Dessimone picked up on so many lies by 
omission, hiding Lorimer’s aggression, she had to shut the book and remind herself that it was a 300-page 
ploy for yet another free pass from facing hardcore reality—the type of free pass that was offered only to 
white girls who could drift through life like characters in a television dromcom or romcom movie. If 
Lorimer ever read this story and felt briefly ashamed about the content of this paragraph, she’d scribble 
down the experience of reading it in her next crappy memoir and be lauded for her bravery. But if 
Lorimer were suddenly stripped of her neverending cushion of wealth and fake friendship, by now, she 
would have spent years in prison; if not actual prison, then a crippling hierarchical position of 
worthlessness.

This is one reason Dessimone had a hard time enjoying popular culture now that she was smart enough to 
see: it was all created in the land of the financially free. It reached the annoying point where, if 
Dessimone previewed a new album on Tidal and the first few lyrics were boasts about incredible wealth, 
she would roll her eyes and turn off the music and go back to writing in silence. Dessimone was tired of 
the feeling that she was doing a favor for artists who were “just having fun!” each time she listened to 
music or picked up a book or watched TV. And movies, for the most part, weren’t intense enough for 
Dessie. They were either 1) nostalgic for semirelevant eras of history; 2) portrayed being poor and 
ambitious in a half-baked, not quite life-or-death way like, “what if this actually happened? we’re just 
having fun though!” [ex: Frances Ha, La La Land]; or 3) dealt with dark female trauma in a way that was 
pretentious and frankly rather insensitive [ex: films by A.G. Iñárritu, Darren Aronofsky]. Meanwhile 90% 
of Americans were walking around in fear that they would get molested or evicted or bullied for being fat; 
many of them were traumatized from already having been molested or abused by a more powerful person 
and suffered ill health as a result; images of human perfection had grown so extreme and unattainable to 
those without money, that it was no wonder the youth was suffering from a serious plague of insecurity; 
the future was looking, um uh a bit grim, but no one was talking about it; wise old celebrity prophets were 



an endangered species; and our current president was giving a bad rap to all people with substantial 
stashes of green, some of whom didn’t want to be remembered as unkind or unclassy. Parents were 
worried about their kids. But addressing severe depression and anxiety wasn’t a matter of overmedication 
or excessive exercise or escapist entertainment. Sometimes it was as simple as acknowledging actual 
reality so the people felt less alone with it. And that, I promise, would at least be done in Lola Morgan’s 
projects.

Dessimone posted most of her own unfinished work on an online blog. The illusion that someone was 
paying attention gave Dessimone a sense of immediacy. It motivated her to keep writing, and kept her 
vigilant enough to be hard on herself about editing. Little did she know that her occasional readers 
included Lorimer, Darius, and Ramona. Her screenplays contained roles for them, though if they ever met 
Dessimone in person, these hopeful actors would wait a long, long time, until some of the awkwardness 
blew over, to admit what they’d already seen.

Each time Lorimer had been asked to read one of Dessimone’s finished movie scripts, back when the girls 
were still acquainted, she’d acted like she was doing Dessimone a huge fucking favor. Did Lorimer have 
any idea how much time and emotional wherewithal it took to write a character specifically for someone 
else? To make them empathetic to a widespread audience, more than the characters Dessimone took on 
for herself? Dessimone came to the bitchy conclusion that Lorimer was, in fact, clueless about the depth 
of Dessimone’s commitment to the inner lives she designed for each of her characters, because Lorimer 
had never even attempted to come up with a written role for someone other than her own fucking self. 
Great writing wasn’t a matter of fancy vocabulary or syntax or referentiality, in Dessimone’s view. It took 
courage to reveal aspects of the truth that other writers were unable to access, and compassion to deliver 
the truth in a form that wasn’t too offensive to engage with closely. No matter what, great writing came at 
a considerable cost to the artist. What more did Dessimone have to sacrifice for a half gram or two of 
respect?

…

In real-life he heard music all over. In whispered words from birdies in trees he was told when love was 
needed from him. In the wails of passing traffic he heard pleas for assistance, from a distance, not in real 
time but at his own private tempo; a grave bleating, tempered and even, soft enough to bring security to 
unsound souls. He only composed when he felt too lonely to breath. But in her presence he felt his 
heartbeat speed against his control, asking her to please leave him alone, so he had time to morph into a 
man she could cling to in undiscussed dreams.

“At first, maybe I did it out of vanity. To prove to girls, I could handle it. But now I do it because it makes 
me feel so much better. You should get started, man.” 

Darius turned away and stared out the window of his friend Alan’s window. He saw the blossoms on a 
neighbor’s crabapple tree. Alan was chatting about how he was recently hired as a personal trainer at 
Superhealth Gym. At this moment Darius recalled someting Dessimone once said. She never liked men 
who quote, “overdid it on the fitness.”

“Why’s your arm all swollen?” asked Darius. 

“That’s muscle,” Alan said.

“Around the elbow?”

“Oh, there. Sprained it on the bench press.” 



At the gastropub, Darius remembered that Dessimone was limping. Her ankle was badly swollen, and 
while she said it didn’t hurt, each time she stepped on her right foot she made a screwed-up face. 
Suddenly, he was suspicious of the reason she provided for the sprain. She insisted she’d done it 
exercising. 

On his red Blackberry, Darius was notified of a new e-mail from Dessimone, who he heard from 
seldomly. It was a strange e-mail, he could already see. The subject line said three words: “he got me.” He 
decided not to open it until he was away from his friend. Outside Alan’s window, Darius could hear some 
sort of rodent, squealing. Darius got to his feet.

“I’m gonna go for a run,” he told Alan. 

Alan grinned. “Inspirational speaking.” He brought his hand to his chest.

Darius drove straight to a coffee shop, ordered a frapuccino, and opened Dessimone’s e-mail on his 
laptop.

“Subject: he got me

If I didn’t love you I wouldn’t say this. Please forget I exist!!!!! And please don’t let anything I’ve done in 
the past be the Dessimone that lingers in your head. I’m sorry for ever haunting you intentionally and for 
confusing feminism with spite toward all straight men. Keep your eye out for a smart beautiful woman 
who really understands. This is the end of me and you. I want you to have peace and stability in this life 
cause you’re such a sweetheart. Also, super cute. 

love, 

Dessimone”

If love was a two-way street, then it had no traffic lights or street signs and was nearly impossible to 
navigate without a crash—but, better to crash than remain at a lifelong standstill. Suddenly Darius felt 
guilty for all the times he was condescending. If Dessimone were an actual stalker, she would not be so 
sensitive to his flare-ups, and would not pay obsessive amounts of attention to social cues, and would not 
avoid him in public. (This argument probably makes sense to anyone who’s had a “real” stalker who 
cannot take a hint—not quite the same as denial.) The only way this relationship might work out was if 
there was some sort of practical necessity of spending time together in close proximity. Some exchanges 
were unavoidably awkward but sometimes the awkward moments were cool because they proved that 
feelings were uncontrollable and not contrived. There was something about Dessimone that was 
inherently heartbreaking. She had a way of making him feel guilty about ever choosing the “cool” route 
over basic friendliness, at least toward her. If he had it bad for being too vulnerable in this world, then she 
probably had it even worse, though, the odd thing about paralyzing sensitivity was that it amounted to 
earthshaking badassery if that person was properly supported. Someday they might need eachother even 
more than now, and he looked forward to that day because they wouldn’t be able to escape it. But he 
didn’t expect it to arrive gracefully. It’s hard to know whether fate is real but so far that one talented 
psychic Dessimone saw at age twenty had been right about everything, including the month/year Darius 
and Dessimone would meet. So fingers crossed that it all kept happening despite how hopeless life often 
seems. 

To end up in a situation similar to her mother’s and father’s seemed to Dessimone like a fate 1000 times 
worse than death. As noted earlier in this story, this is why Dessimone decided to amp up the ambition 



and plan ahead. And yet, she’d already passed through a few checkpoints that made her life so far a 
spitting image of her mother’s biography. The drug addiction. The abusive relationships. The financial 
strain. Dessimone’s only admitting these shared plot points to explain to readers why she seemed to be so 
fixated on dying, as soon as necessary, to avoid the same fate and the shame of everyone watching it play 
out similarly (given all that she’s shared about her family). But if Dessimone could do anything for her 
mother before this happened, it would be to bring immortal honor to a lifetime defined by dark drama and 
diminished opportunities that were, for the most part, out of her hands. She accepted her life would be 
different and that she may never be a mom herself, but would live hard and die young, not necessarily 
surrounded by loved ones.

Dessimone was never certain that she had potential to become an unlikely sex star and help heal a 
sexually traumatized nation. Not only was that quite the undertaking, for any human. Dessimone had 
never been “the hot one.” She did believe she was okay at writing about sex; she realized it was more 
complex and deeply emotional than smutty fanfics and online porn could possibly encompass. Maybe she 
had her mediocre looks to thank for her obsession with the psychology that went into non-abusive 
lovemaking. 

Dessimone didn’t mind when Darius was cruel about her shortcomings. She loved him for being an 
animalistic freak in bed with cold eyes for sex appeal. She was sorry she couldn’t look sexy for him 
constantly and would never mind if he fucked other bitches, now and then, as long as it didn’t get serious. 
She hoped the real-life Darius was nicer and less critical of Dessimone than the character she wrote based 
on him; however, she wouldn’t be surprised if she knew aspects of his subconscious better than he did. 
The good news was that he’d already popped the cherry of her sexual potential, and she’d sucked the 
nectar off his stem. In dreams, Darius saw Dessimone looking fresh with his hand on her ass, a few of her 
near and dear friends using lanky fingers to stroke the hairs on his unshaven neck. One night she would 
worship his tender manhandling. Until then he could only be touchy toward Dessimone in a brief e-mail 
back.

“Re: he got me 

I can’t help it when sexual aggression creeps into the part of my heart that cares about your well-being. If 
that’s why you want distance, I suggest that you imagine me loving you when you lose yourself, and don’t 
know what to do next. It’ll become clear how I genuinely want you to be well and content. Please don’t 
leave me and everyone who loves you alone and empty-handed. Be careful.

peace. 

—Darius” 

…

She tried to cut it off so she could cauterize the wound and move on. She wanted them out of her life, she 
decided. If they died, so be it. She paid back their encouragement with contempt. Called them names. 
Loser. Retard. Fat pig. She made up negative rumors about them. This aggravated the wound so it bled 
even harder. Now she had a hemophiliac on her hands. It didn’t matter how many times she apologized 
(one or two times). The memories still bled. Her own throat was always red. At random moments in 
public places she felt it ripen. If she thought about the soreness in her throat she might start to cry. It 
wasn’t uncommon for baristas or bartenders or taxi drivers to ask Lorimer, “are you alright?” If she dared 
to discuss it, she made it sound like a relationship that wasn’t meant to be. Common wisdom from baristas 
and bartenders and cab drivers was something like, “someday soon you’ll go to sleep and realize, I 



haven’t thought of him all day.” But there hadn’t been a single day, since they met, that she hadn’t 
thought about them. Not a single fucking day. If she got seriously fucked-up it burned so bad she dreaded 
the blackout. Drifting thoughts of them together rose to a feverish heat. She didn’t care enough to control 
what bodies came and went through her headspace. Her best feelings bubbled like blood over flames.

When Great Followings was released, Lorimer’s phone started blowing up like Hiroshima. She got texts 
from people she hadn’t heard from since her late teens. Hundreds of texts per weekend night. It took 
exactly ten hours after her first walk with the devil and a few dozen fairweather friends to recall why 
she’d put months of serious effort into sobriety. To all the obsessive fans of her first book, she felt like 
sending out a disclaimer that said: “don’t look up to me!!!!”

One common critique of Great Followings was that its tone was too apologetic, to the point that it 
rehashed dated stereotypes of victimized white girls lacking lifeskills. If that was the case, it wasn’t 
because Lorimer was inherently insecure. It was because she was smart enough about literature to realize 
this book sucked in some ways, and that she could probably do better on the next one. (Not unlike how 
Dessimone felt about her earliest films.) But god damnit, writing a book was way harder than Lorimer 
expected. In interviews, after-the-fact, she admitted that she never wanted to do it again and advised no 
one to ever attempt it. Believe it or not there was such a thing as writers who enjoyed writing for hours 
and hours and considered it pleasurable work. They recognized that Lorimer, who attended two years of 
drama school, might be more of a blogger/performer than a novelist/introvert.

Pretty much any time Lorimer made clear that she didn’t care at all about Dessimone, it was because she 
was mad at herself for getting too attached to someone so self-involved and distant. If she undermined 
Dessimone’s influence on her, in her memoir, it was because she was scared of the same intensity not 
being reciprocrated. Lorimer thought it was straight-up obvious that she was bullied as much by 
Dessimone as vice versa, for being a selfish bitch, and that was the actual projection. She thought she 
would rather be attacked for being a quote loser than be pigeonholed into the position of unsympathetic 
aggressor. This must be how men with pent-up anger feel, who let it all out uncontrollably at the absolute 
worst moment, then have their whole career destroyed by uprisings of previously victimized women. It 
was important to distinguish between serial attackers (as well as serial victims) and people who had 
nagging vices, made accidental mistakes, and then tried to make amends. That’s why Lorimer cared about 
building a future track record that left room for the occasional meltdown.

She knew she was protected when an invisible grip took her wrists during drug binges and made her sit 
down in place. When the same set of hands cared for her in private, when she felt especially helpless. 
When the air around her softened and allowed her to rest. She liked it when she felt loved—not pushed to 
the limit—by people who only dared to say “I care” in subconscious streams of energy. When sober, she 
could feel them with her; when high, she felt herself slip from their clammy grip on a long chute to ruin. 
She wanted them to watch over her, relentlessly, despite the illogic of loving someone so pathetic. For 
them to be incisive enough with their criticism to draw her out of a misty daze. For them to see past her 
deceptions and tell her, “stop it, please.” But as long as she said “sorry,” most lovers and parents and 
siblings let her get away with everything. 

“I’m sorry it’s been hard for me to forgive you, I’m trying to be the bigger person. I’m sorry it’s like that. 
But… it just is.”

For some reason this “sorry” sounded different than the apologies Lorimer handed out to bosses and 
acquaintances and short-term boyfriends. It was a “sorry” tainted with true lament. She heard it from the 
talented star of a shitty biopic called Mistress Mercy, about a dead actress who, beyond suffering from 
drug addiction and body dysmorphia, once found herself in a sadomasochistic marriage. In the movie, she 
was struggling to apologize to a man who thought he could say or do anything and still be cared for. 



To act like an adult—more than most Americans, who from a young age were taught to put personal 
fulfillment above commitment to broader causes, though they probably were unable to admit this or even 
see how they did it—was an option that Lorimer had strongly considered ever since she turned thirty. If 
her most ambitious friends had one thing in common, it was complicated feelings about their childhood 
upbringings. Lorimer did not take for granted that respecting her parents for their personal choices, or 
expressing gratitude frequently, were signs of growth and maturity. Her parents made plenty of 
questionable decisions: cheating on their spouses with people who weren’t worth it, leaving Lorimer 
alone when she was young and emotionally vulnerable. Lorimer had the sense that, somewhere in her 
twenties, she’d fucked up enough that her first book was a trashy addiction memoir; not the kind of 
literature that would survive a pandemic book-burning or erasure of electronic memory. Now Lorimer 
decided that, if she lived another decade or three, she wanted to seek in marriage and friendship what she 
never found within her family—and not because she was gung-ho on love or anything. She believed it 
might improve her writing, and in effect, her legacy.

When it came to business relationships and work, sure, it was necessary to play hardball every moment of 
every mofo’ing day. But Lorimer wanted to believe that real friendships were possible to sustain, if both 
sides were smart and sick of backstabbing. Lori and Dessie used to have chats that were cordial, and 
supportive, and god so funny, but always shaded with a tacit dose of envy. Now they felt the envy slip 
away. All they cared about, truly, was that the other girl was okay. Sometimes Dessimone couldn’t take 
care of Lorimer. She couldn’t always tell stories that reinforced her self-esteem. But it’s not because she 
didn’t care. It’s because she was too weak. It’s because she lost herself to someone or something else. 
Now Lorimer understood this. More than when she was a kid. That’s why it was okay to get upset when 
she felt angry. Like her mother sometimes did. It was better that way. At least it meant she hadn’t lost her 
edge.

Some called it fear of vulnerability. Lorimer called it a strong personality. An air of detachment. Even 
when she seemed to show her soft side, it was acting. And it wasn’t a matter of manipulation. It was self-
defense. She exchanged rounds of eye contact with certain friends and couldn’t relinquish her limited 
trust, as if it were a mere pity fuck or peck on the lips. Lorimer could tell she was smarter than them. Or at 
least, more aware. She heard friends talking amicably about their boyfriends of many years and thought, 
“how simple that sounds. How convenient.” She was a chronic dater, but it was never simple with 
Lorimer. Never. 

She honestly thought it was normal, it was so common in the city. Strange sex was only fun for those at 
the top of the social hierarchy. Lorimer slept around with many a miserable man in Manhattan. His was a 
philosophy of anticlimax. Beauty fades. Anticlimax. Love fades. Anticlimax. Dreams of being a great 
novelist. Anticlimax. “Don’t get your hopes up,” he always told Lorimer. “Nothing lasts.” He couldn’t see 
in her what he never felt about himself. The only climax he could own was hers in the sack. 

Why didn’t Lorimer take the brave step of confronting the men who fucked her over in Great 
Followings? Why was she so forgiving of those who only felt good about themselves when Lorimer felt 
shitty? Was it actually because of their money? To cling to their slight hierarchical advantage? How 
shallow could she be? How cowardly? Why did Lorimer have to unload all her bad feelings on a younger 
girl who was already hurting? To protect the fragile egos of loser men who (if crossed) would punish her, 
sociopathically—savoring her desperation for sex then denying her access to their dicks? Men who loved 
more than anything to watch a woman lose her formidable beauty and confidence? Is that what Lorimer’s 
mother taught her was okay? These were the questions that Dessimone wished she could throw at her 
friend-turned-cyberbully. She felt as though Lorimer tried to destroy her self-esteem, and disillusion her 
permanently, instead of directly attacking the sore pricks who had put Lorimer through a similarly hellish 
experience in her early twenties. The author wouldn’t even bother to mention Lorimer’s loser fuckbuddies 
in this story if she didn’t suspect they were indirectly to blame for Dessimone’s torment.



If she ever had a daughter she would do it differently. Instead of calling Dessimone names, Lorimer could 
have pointed out her flaws compassionately. She didn’t have to lead her on, to later undercut her. She 
didn’t have to treat Dessimone like an undesirable outsider. 

Now Dessimone thought back on dark times, when hoping for asylum, and kept marching toward the 
guillotine with her hands over her head.

Out of jadedness she assumed that Lorimer would never say sorry. This is what Dessimone signed up for 
when she fucked with someone who could back up her own gorgeous story. Great Followings was a 
warm-up stab at writing. Anyone who told her they loved it was regarded questionably. Soon her lit would 
get remarkably dark and gritty, then Dessimone would see. Unprecedented visions didn’t come to life 
magically, did they? Of course Lorimer’s little friend could handle her better than her loser fuckbuddies. 
Dessie should be dead by now. Really, she should. How the fuck was she still living. Lorimer must have 
an eye on her. In spirit. In theory. Not holding her hand. Pushing it. Nodding. This is what dreams were 
made of in the heavy leagues.

…

Elemental shame in her cells. Revulsion. Shame for being human, not subhuman. Shame for being safe. 
Shame that could not be explained. Shame for existing. For being born.

Her faith in God developed only after she’d seen enough unexplainable evil to feel strongly that Satan did 
exist. This darkness was not curable by any old therapist. She was not sure if constant fear was better than 
nihilism. Certainly more dramatic. Anger felt best, but it was often misdirected at the weak, and was 
unsafe to express when she was particularly powerless. She could use a friend to fall back on who wasn’t 
raised Christian.

Dessimone thought her constant struggle with drug addiction had more to do with her Jewish heritage 
than she wished to acknowledge. Violence unto herself was a thrust for control in a world in which kind-
seeming, intelligent, reputable women and men (who as young adults supposedly found ways to get rid of 
their religious indoctrination as kids) lost loyalty and scapegoated her at random. Her worst memories 
never went away. And as long as she was alone in a gaslit chamber with those memories, she might as 
well have been in an internment camp. Headlines preached suicides and accidental overdoses among 
women her age and younger. For any girl struggling to control her appearance, there wasn’t much 
empathy from the opposite gender. Dessimone spent the start of her twenties writing stories and 
screenplays that she hoped would help overturn presumptions about beauty, particularly female beauty, 
that were far more complicated than any diet handbook or fashion blog or pamphlet at the doctor’s office 
could encompass. But the insecurity and paranoia and thoughts of suicide she dealt with were as 
exhausting to put into writing as they were redundant to encounter. It was never pride that kept her 
working. It wasn’t ambition. Like scars from self-harm, her maimed ego was something she’d gradually 
accumulated. She needed a way to find peace with it. 

Eventually she found that loss of interest in everything—including food (and sex, and writing, and 
movies, and survival)—was the only way to remove herself from a losing game. This was the type of 
transformation that could only lead to further humiliation, and oblivion.

“whoi wanbes physcly unatainable…cun’t be ★.. if uchosen1 bothred read my 3>lov u.”

Ramona was worried about Dessimone after reading the above tweet, because it sounded as though she 
was hooking up with Death and had a meager chance of surviving, let alone making great movies. She 



didn’t care much about Dessimone because they didn’t know eachother except for through a few distant 
interactions on the internet. But she cared somewhat that she didn’t die because Ramona still wanted to be 
an actress in Dessimone’s films. The way Dessimone operated lately was by cutting herself off so far from 
communicability that it was impossible for anyone to intervene except for by direct contact. Dessimone 
realized the hard way, after all her role models made their accounts private, that searching for secret 
shoutouts on social media was demeaning since online posts required so little effort to come up with. (She 
deserved a longer narrative but wouldn’t get her hopes up.) If she wasn’t sober while fooling around on 
Instagram, there was a risk she would accidentally favorite something and obsess about it like a mortal 
sin. Ramona realized that a subtweet wouldn’t reach Dessimone, this time, to convince her to be slightly 
less hard on herself. Nevertheless, she sent the following set of tweets into the universe. 

“Beauty is alchemy borne of mental might …  

“… with a keen eye and charisma, any frame can be made light.”

The reasons Dessimone looked up to Ramona, and used to peruse her social media, had less to do with 
Ramona’s expertise on public transformations (to elegant swan from less elegant duckling) than with her 
ability to continually suffer and maintain composure and grace. If all the world’s a stage, she knew how to 
work the space in her favor. That was never Dessimone’s strength. She was great at making herself hated 
to an unnecessary extent. And yet she did notice in Ramona’s stare a fiendish flare that was far from 
angelic. Her unrecognized anguish came out in her photographs. Dessimone suspected she would do 
anything to enlarge the girth of her audience. If Ramona actually reads this, Dessimone’s one bit of advice 
from woman to woman is to stop imitating a dumb innocent bitch and start acting more like a self-assured 
cunt (not the same as an emotional terrorist, don’t deal low blows, please). God knows Ramona has the 
pain and power to make bitchiness beautiful as a truth-telling mechanism against fuckers who need to be 
checked.

Was it better to be smited by a woman than The Man? He was too omnipresent to fight without giving in. 
She couldn’t simply hit Him back. She remembered what happened when she tried that. He nearly did her 
in. The most she could do was let Him have her, then sabotage from within. So she gave herself to Him. 
He even let her be feminine while sussing out that violent edge that, in girlhood, she was taught to 
repress. It didn’t get more violent than banging like this. She wasn’t gunning for “pretty.” She was 
shooting petrol into flames that caused her pain whenever she wasn’t having sex. It fouled up her dignity. 
Some jealous viewers said the older, reincarnated Dessimone had sold her soul to the devil. Others simply 
observed, she was blistering.

When Dessimone’s entire Twitter disappeared overnight, Ramona got such a fright that she had the 
hypothetical notion to search that hoe’s home phone on WhitePages and call to make sure she was still 
awake. She even theoretically considered speaking to Dessimone’s parents, who as always, were closing 
their eyes to their daughter’s situation. Ramona didn’t do this, because she didn’t have to. That night 
Dessimone had a dream that she was waiting in a Starbucks, wearing a tight white Underarmour top and 
black leggings, waiting for a Tinder date. In the dream she was seriously content—a nice change. While 
viewing this dream, Dessimone felt a bit of sympathy. For those women who worked out forty hours per 
week and read one book per year. For those guys who spat upon women with intellect and only bothered 
with human arm candy. For ultrathin elder girls who attacked everyone within a 30-foot radius with 
unwanted ogling. For Americans who prescribed to capitalistic advertisting like religion, which enabled 
them to think they were hot shit when they were not. For kids in her high school classes who used to raise 
their eyebrows and say, “whoah, mind blown,” when a teacher made a skin-deep philosophical statement. 
For the idiots who caused Dessimone to feel undeserving of survival, for not fitting in, when it would take 



a feeble contraction of thought to realize it was far more complicated. They weren’t capable of the extra 
mental exertion. That was it. It wasn’t their decision to be accidental fools and bitches. 

It was dumb to confide in the devil in matters of health. Ramona learned to be good to herself. In the long 
run Dessimone would see. Models took care of themselves. The ones who looked emaciated were often 
born premie or came from families in which everyone was skinny. And the diagnosable anorexia didn’t 
kick in until the model got old enough that she had a harder time booking gigs. All in all, models weren’t 
as stupid or unhappy as less fortunate stalkers of the fashion world hoped they would be. Stupid was the 
wrong word. Unaware might cover it. So Ramona—who was especially smart, and especially aware of 
tiny gradations in visual presentation—occasionally felt like an outsider among naturally modelesque 
friends who were morally naïve and, around her, blatantly sycophantic. 

When she awoke from her nap, Dessimone felt a sudden shock of anonymous concern from others and 
realized she wasn’t ready, at this time, to relinquish control of her cognitive faculties. She ate a healthy 
snack and took a long bath to get clean and asked God to help her stay strong as long as possible and 
protect her from the inevitable flack she would take, when her movies were made, for being purposefully 
vulnerable. It was only natural for humans (especially insecure humans) to attack someone weak. 
Dessimone was never certain she could trust God, or that there was a God, but she did believe in praying.

…

The night before Sabine left to rescue Dessie, Sabine’s man of nearly a decade said, “don’t do this to me. 
Take it slow. Take it easy.” By the stove she let out a low “ow” that let him know this sudden burn hurt 
beyond your standard cooking injury. He put both hands over hers as though to prove he loved her 
virtuously. Noam finished making dinner and made her actually eat, then let her sleep and went alone to 
the living room of their Los Angeles home so he could read. That night he developed a superstition that 
their pet cat could channel Sabine’s energy. She curled up between couch pillows, under his feet, and 
purred a melody.

A whirring. Fluorescence. Sabine tried not to think of being a kid, cause when she did, a bright white light 
snapped on in her brain and burned sorely. The kind of white light that would be used to zap mosquitoes 
and make them fall to the floor. Her mom would chastise young Sabine over such minute errors, 
unpredictably, that she learned to be stoic. Even when she picked her battles, she could not possibly win 
by appealing to reason or logic. Her mom didn’t listen to it. She only listened to God who, Sabine 
realized, conveniently favored all of her mom’s own rules and opinions. It’s no wonder Sabine felt 
powerless throughout her whole childhood. And as an adult.

“Don’t talk like that to me.”

“I didn’t say anything.”

“You could stand to smile now and then.”

“But…”

“Yes?”

Sabine wanted to admit, I’m not happy. Even this comment would force her into a scary corner with no 
exit in the conversation. Her mom would call her ungrateful and unkind, and as soon as she got out of the 
car by her middle school, Sabine would start crying.



“Aren’t you going to say ‘thank you?’” “Why aren’t you ready.” “Who are you meeting.” “What are you 
wearing.” “What are you reading.” “What’s wrong with you.” “Sabine, you’re an embarrassment—to 
me.”

She wanted to express something to the effect of, Same to you bitch, in different parlance. Of course 
Sabine held her tongue. Apparently it didn’t make a difference.

“I knew something was wrong, by the way you’ve been looking at me lately. So I searched your entire 
bedroom and read all your instant messages.” 

“No!”

For months, Sabine and her closest friend had been rating the butts of boys in their class on a numbered 
scale of 1-10. What really screwed her up was that Sabine had recently expanded the system to include 
male teachers and other adult men, such as the fathers of friends. Her mom, of course, discovered it all in 
diaries and on AIM. She phoned the closest friend’s parents and cried for a while and asked for advice on 
how to handle it. Sabine was grounded indefinitely and banned from the internet. Shortly after this 
incident, Sabine’s parents started to wonder if their daugther had autism. She didn’t, thank God for real 
this time, but the reason they thought Sabine might be socially off (beyond the butt numbering) was that 
she grew obsessed with caring for their pet cat, named Paws. She didn't talk to her parents at all, nor to 
other kids. Supposedly close friendship with pets as opposed to humans was a sign of autism, and the way 
Sabine treated Paws was far more affectionate than she ever was toward her parents. Keep in mind she 
was old enough to have a real boyfriend. She brought Paws on the bus in her backpack and often skipped 
school to hang out with him. If they ruin my reputation and never respect me again, thought Sabine, at 
least I’ll have my cat as a friend. Her reputation wasn’t even ruined, except for slightly within her stupid 
household. If anything people were intimidated by Sabine for being bold. She didn’t realize that, even as a 
seventh grader, she was the source of envy among slightly less popular girls, and a magnet for rabid 
paternalism from older men. When the father of Sabine’s closest friend suggested she spend more time at 
their house, and got persistent about it, Sabine’s mom went for the jugular and called the man a creep in 
front of his whole family. Sabine didn’t see much of her closest friend after that. The only time her mom 
was completely protective of Sabine was if someone else threatened to steal her daughter’s allegiance. At 
those rare moments, it was always the other person in the wrong. Sabine’s mom threw herself in front of 
her daughter, and scared off parents and school therapists and mentors until Sabine was alone. After all, 
there was no contending with Sabine’s mom. Nor with the glory and grace of God.

When Sabine’s mom started getting posessive of Paws, as well as Sabine, that was it. 

“I think it’s a good idea for Paws to stay upstairs with Mommy after 7pm. Otherwise you’ll never get 
your homework done. Your GPA matters now, sweetheart.”

Sabine couldn’t hold it all in.

“I fucking hate you!!!!!! uggggh…. You wretched bitch!!!!!!!!”  

Her mom turned stone cold. 

“I’ve raised a monster,” she said darkly, then holed up in her bedroom. 

Strangely, Sabine got her period for the first time that night. She was sixteen at the time.



The next morning, Paws was given away to the neighbors because (in Sabine’s mom’s words), “Sabine’s 
an adult now and outgrew her obsession with pets.” From then on Sabine only saw Paws on the sidewalk, 
occasionally. It hurt to exchange greetings. 

She and her mom never discussed their brief altercation. 

It didn’t play out like intentional bitchiness at the time, and that’s partly why Sabine was so reluctant to 
speak poorly of her mom. It was hard to criticize someone she loved. Sabine’s mom never admitted, or 
even realized, she could be rather cruel. And she didn’t always act a fool. Sabine feared the same problem 
affected many Americans. People in power—rappers, actors, reality stars, politicians—weren’t trying to 
be constantly condescending, or to indoctrinate people with shallow beliefs. They weren’t equipped with 
the rational backlog in their brains (and humility in their hearts) to relate what they were doing to 
historical instances of narcissim, willful denial, and tyranny. They didn’t do research by their own 
volition. They listened to their own needs and desires, no one else’s. Sabine’s mom thought she was a 
very, very kind mom. And she was pretty amazing, sometimes. She was generous out of guilt and 
incredibly affectionate when Sabine was down and out. But Sabine thought the constant questions and 
restrictions and the implications behind them must count as a form of bullying, for all the harm they 
caused. At least Sabine’s mom pushed her girl to be the greatest, though success was measured differently 
between them. That’s what Sabine inherited from her mom. High standards. A will to be on top, above the 
others. Never beneath them. By overeating she meant eating like a healthy human. By dressing up for an 
event she meant planning ahead for weeks. As soon as Sabine’s mom relinquished her daughter for 
college, at age eighteen, Sabine started fucking guys like crazy and feasting on the same food they did 
after she fucked them (they’d usually be all like “God damn I’m so hungry”) and wearing their oversized 
ACDC and Nirvana and Pink Floyd T-shirts instead of her favorite outfits. She put on more weight than 
she would have pleased. Oops! Sabine was a sensual girl. What could she say. It was a painful phase of 
late-blooming adolescence that she preferred not to publicize in her professional life as a journalist and 
wannabe filmmaker.

“Have you prayed tonight Dessie,” Sabine joked after a couple appetizers and drinks in Salt Lake City.

“Only that you wouldn’t judge me.”

“Why would I ever judge you?”

“Are you being sarcastic.”

“No…”

“My family is so fucked-up.”

“Oh, please.” 

She complained so often of her chaos but that was the beauty. She was a mess of such delightful depth, to 
clean it all up would be a tragedy. Desires and doubts gave each day a different theme. Sabine thought of 
a better future, far from boring, and surrendered her mind from morning to evening. It was tough to 
reroute the formation of dreams. She feared she would wake up one day and be unthought about. That 
might be her greatest fear, yet she was an expert at disappearing. Perhaps if she safeguarded the trust of a 
guardian angel, who would fight for her honor even when she grew weak, she could stand being silenced 
for another few months. Years. Centuries. 



“I don’t know about this Darius kid. He strikes me as dangerous.”

“Who’s the dangerous one,” said Dessimone. “He’s too soft for me.” 

“Oh.”

“Kidding, that’s not an issue. But it does seem like everyone besides you is scared of me, or envious, or 
somehow naïve… or they pretend they’re supportive when they’d rather see me suffering. Don’t get 
freaked out cause I’m telling you this. But you’re the only one who gets it, Sabine.”

Sabine lit a cigarette outside of a 7-11 in Carson City. “I’ve got to admit, sometimes you’re even too 
much for me.”

“How so,” Dessimone said in a husky voice, hoping to hide her anxiety. She was afraid Sabine would 
decide to drop her before they even left the current vicinity.

“I mean, look around.”

Dessimone did. She saw guys looking their way. Older guys with beer guts and tight cargo shorts. 
Younger guys, grinning and shuffling their feet, less likely to stare at the girls but still acutely aware of 
their presence in this unsafe environment.

“I feel like when I’m with you,” Sabine continued, “I can read men too well. If I look into their eyes I feel 
so frightened, cause—“

“—all they wanna do is…”

“…Right.” 

Dessimone held gazes with a guy wearing a dusty jeansuit and red tennies. Sabine passed her a cigarette. 
Dessimone held it in her fingers, then handed it back. After a moment, she mumbled, “I’m gonna use the 
bathroom real quick.”

“I’ll wait in the car.”

“Good. See you in a sec.”

She would have done the same thing, Dessimone thought while unwrapping a new toothbrush from a 
vending machine to address a sudden need for clean teeth. In the bathroom of the 7-11, she rubbed the 
tootbrush beneath her lips and rinsed and couldn’t help but think she was abandoning the greatest man 
she’d ever meet. An orange spotted ladybug almost drowned in the sink. She picked it out of the drain and 
set it on the mirror. Who could ever love her, after all she’d allowed them to see. If anyone could love her 
in spite of everything she would be a fool to leave. And yet she found herself running. She ran out of the 
bathroom and felt blood rush to her brain. Dessimone placed her sore foot in some sticky black tar on the 
street, in front of traffic, which came to a halting screech. She fell and tore up the skin on her knuckles 
and knees.

“Are you gonna be okay?” asked Sabine from the frontseat of her Audi Q3.



“Yes!!!! Better than ever!!!! But I’m done writing, permanently!!!!!” Dessimone cried out, hysterically. 
Tears were streaming down her cheeks. As if the blood on her hands didn’t bother her, even slightly, she 
kept using her fingers to wipe snot from her face.

“How come. You’re not bad at it,” said Sabine, trying to stay calm and merge back onto the highway.

“Writing requires a high tolerance for pain which I’d rather put into performing. I can’t be a great writer 
and a great actress simultaneously.”

“Are you sure about that.”

“Yes. Look at me.”

Sabine was confused about her sexuality. She didn’t think she was a lesbian but she was having trouble 
lending respect to most men whose bodies she felt drawn to. She’d only ever slept with guys, not girls, 
and could think of one or two (including Noam) among several dozen, who weren’t selfish in the sack and 
cowards in reality. Guys rarely took the initiative to fix what needed to be fixed. They were much better at 
breaking things and leaving wreckage behind them. If she really got in their faces and told them to clean 
up their messes, then—oops—Sabine seemed like a controlling bitch. Her female friends rarely ignored 
her, even when she wasn’t doing great. More often, they helped her heal with patience and faith. When 
faced with adversity or immediate danger, her closest friends (who were women) stared it in the face. 
Sabine knew she was generalizing and giving an unfair wrap to men. So maybe that somehow meant she 
was a lesbian. 

Dessimone was the only woman on earth who Sabine could imagine herself marrying. She had thought 
about this, not much but a bit. It would only work if they were both formerly eloped to men, so it would 
be scandalously surprising to their circle of friends. Then they could help eachother be more beautiful and 
sexually addictive than if they’d stayed forever straight. 

Before Sabine met Dessimone, she strongly believed that art was the only palliative to the pointlessness 
of existence. It was for this reason that she took appearance so seriously. She hung with the in-crowd and 
went to parties that shut out the plebes. Aesthetic beauty was part of the salvation, so, she couldn’t be 
surrounded by fatties.

But when Sabine was warned in the ER that she might never walk again, she had to reassess her beliefs. 

Sabine did end up walking, but with a terrible backache. She was ordered to use a walker for a few years, 
if not longer. It made it difficult to party in public or engage in rough lovemaking. In private, she and 
Noam had long and difficult talks that amounted to more agony. She kept saying she wanted to give up. 

“If you’re pragmatic,” Sabine explained, “I’m worthless in the eyes of most men, and that’s where the 
power is. So I’m powerless. I might as well be dead.”

Noam couldn’t stomach the thought of a life without Sabine, even if she was in physical and 
psychological turmoil for the rest of it. There were so many people who took up space on this planet and 
never thought twice about it, who were less valuable than she was, even when she was sick. By not letting 
her die, Sabine said, Noam was being selfish. She thought he only wanted her around for the three clichés 
of wifehood: cooking, cleaning, copulation. Noam denied this claim and swore he wasn’t lying. But he 
couldn’t seem to care for her properly. He kept asking his mom to make meals. Casseroles and hot dishes, 
which Sabine refused to eat. She lost so much weight that she started growing white fur on her flesh. She 
figured it was a fair karmic outcome of her foregone judgmentalness. Noam didn’t know what to do when 
Sabine got this depressed, except for call up Dessimone and ask for help. Dessimone seemed to 
understand Sabine inside-out. Noam was surprised to learn that Dessimone was still living in LA, months 
later, spending all her days alone in a dark motel, staring at a ceiling and crying. Noam brought 



Dessimone back to their house, where Dessimone encountered Sabine, looking worse than she had ever 
looked, lying on a couch by a television and compulsively studying a movie about a car accident, 
searching for answers to how this could possibly happen to her.

“Give me a reason.”

“To live?”

“Good guess.”

“You can watch movies at home for the rest of your life.”

“Not good enough.”

“How’s this,” Dessimone suggested. “Now’s a decent time to write a book.”

“I can’t write a book,” Sabine said wearily. “I’m not even well enough to go to bed or eat or take baths.”

“Then just compile your old essays. I think they’re terrific.”

“That’s an idea. I don’t know. Maybe. If I end up with something decent, I’m not dedicating it to you.”

“I didn’t say anything about a dedication,” Dessimone said, not smiling. “I asked you to come up with a 
book. I’d offer to edit but now I kinda doubt you want my help.”

“You can edit. But it’s gonna suck. And it might take thirty years for me to finish.”

“Sixty years, if you count all the years you’ve been drafting without realizing it.”

Sabine almost sneered.

“You know,” Dessimone continued, still not smiling at all. “If I die suddenly, you’ll have all sorts of great 
unpublished ideas to tap into.”

“Don’t start with this right now, please. Your character would sound like a fuck-up who makes promises 
she can’t keep. You know this wouldn’t have happened if you weren’t so selfish.” Sabine gestured at her 
body.

“You think I’m selfish,” Dessimone said.

“If you hadn’t had such a fucking fit at the 7-11, I wouldn’t have been distracted, driving.”

“What? I fell and hurt myself and was bleeding.”

“That’s not what I meant.”

Dessimone took a moment to consider her next comment. 

“You know I wouldn’t be bad to myself if you weren’t constantly reminding me what a pathetic loser I 
am.”

“A pathetic loser? I don’t even know what you’re talking about,” said Sabine.

“You implied it.”

“…I did?”

“All the time. With people you refer to as ‘low fruit.’ With people who aren’t as intelligent. With people 
who aren’t as immoral. Being a good person isn’t the same as being a dumbass, Sabine. The reason poor 



people aren’t gratuitious assholes is cause they see that the world is cold enough without bullies like you 
in it.”

“I’m not a bully, I’m a lovable dork—don’t mix me up wth someone else!” Sabine insisted. “If I ever said 
something that ignited your own insecurities, it was an accident.”

“Yeah, like me falling in the street before the crash. Every cause has an effect.”

“That was an accident, please god, that better have been an accident.”

“It was.”

Sabine assessed Dessimone with an up-down glance. As was customary for Sabine when she felt sad or 
mad, she said nothing at all.

“What if I told you I think I need help,” said Dessimone. “Not the kind of help that’s a wake-up call. I’m 
not in denial. But if I turn to most people I know in Salt Lake City, I don’t know. It feels like a really 
unsafe decision. Am I still being selfish, tell me.”

“You lost me. What are you saying.”

“For you, I would get my shit together.” Dessimone rambled on. “The trouble is, I can’t tell whether 
you’re a nonexistent friend who only cares about me within this story.”

“And I can’t tell whether this character is based on someone else, or me.”

“Maybe you’ll actually have to write a book to explain your side of it… or else…”

“Or else what.”

“I can’t guarantee my own health.”

Sabine took Dessimone’s hand and tugged it, so Dessimone got on her knees by the edge of the couch. 

“Don’t leave,” she said softly.

Dessimone freed Sabine’s hand from her own and folded it over a crimson knit blanket. 

“I won’t go anywhere if you don’t. And for the record I’d rather you be practically paralyzed, watching 
movies with me than—”

“—Dead?”

“No, I mean, yes. But I was gonna try to end that phrase with the word ‘heaven.’”

Sabine nodded, then winced.

Her special convalescence diet wasn’t terribly complicated. She ate lots of vegetables and real meat when 
she craved it. She stayed away from lunch meat, bread, beans, almost all kinds of dairy, and ate fruit 
sparingly. Sabine decided not to drink liquor, at all, in phases of her life (such as now) when she felt 
frequently depressed. She exercised, but only for about twenty minutes a day. She either went swimming 
or lifted small weights. Soon she noticed her back pain was much less severe. Not to mention her 
complexion looked great. To repair a relationship with food to better suit someone for real-life as opposed 
to the current art world was a challenge that helped Dessimone as well as Sabine. From that day forward 
they felt on top of their physical presentation in ways that moved beyond being underweight. Together 
they glowed, thanks to proper nutrition and the graceful coalescence of their formerly fragile esteems. 



Since both girls cared so much about the other, they felt better than they’d ever felt, back in the old days 
when they were being watched over by inhospitable lovers and families.

“Was your family so unhospitable?” Noam asked Dessimone over a plate of salmon and greens one 
evening. “I’ve had it with this ‘poor me’ philosophy. There is no way that your childhood should have 
such a profound impact on your current worldview. I bet if I asked your parents how they abused you, 
they would have no clue what they did specifically. Your shitty self-esteem is your own responsibility. 
Why don’t you count your blessings and be thankful that you’re young and uninjured and pretty.”

By now it’s probably obvious that the author of this story has a fascination with premature death. It might 
better be described as an obsession with escape. This obsession is related to her fear of people in public 
and the sadness she feels constantly. But if she had to spell out a possibly attainable reason to survive, to 
remind herself to hang in there, that reason would look like this.

A house on a lake or saltwater bay with a garage for cool cars and a very nice kitchen. At least one great 
film with a release on the big screen. At least one great book that actually gets published. To be totally 
sober. In adulthood, to be consistently groomed. To have real friends not opportunistic followers. To feel 
safe around them. To be married to someone she loves intensely. To plan on staying married. Good sex in 
place of traumatic arguments. A beautiful death, not caused by suicide or addiction. 

Sabine and Dessimone would worry about a diet specific to the art world, not real-life, if it ever became 
necessary for a highbrow film about jazz and prostitution. Even compared to their present diet, it would 
be extra stringent, though casting the film was mostly a matter of trust and intuition.

“Sorry,” said Dessimone across the table to Noam. “Did you say ‘uninjured’? That was awfully bitchy.”

“How was it bitchy, I’m saying it to help you feel better. For some reason, Sabine and I both feel oddly 
protective of you.”

“But what about—“

Sabine glanced at Dessimone and batted a hand, gently, as if swatting a honeybee. “Leave it,” she seemed 
to be saying. 

That was the same night Noam went to a dream pop concert on Highland Avenue. Dessimone helped 
Sabine plug an HDMI cable into her Macbook and handed her a remote, so she could control the TV. 

“You don’t have to stay,” said Sabine, once the same movie about a car accident was playing.

“Have to?” said Dessimone.

Sabine said nothing. 

“It’s not about whether I’d rather be doing something else, which I wouldn’t,” Dessimone continued. “It’s 
about hospitality. It’s a forgotten virtue.”

“Well, I’m okay.”

“Really.”

Sabine hesitated. “Can you maybe take my shoes off.”

Dessimone took off Sabine’s shoes and carried them to the closet. She returned to the couch and took a 
seat. 

“Will you dedicate your first book to me if I stay unselfish,” Dessimone requested. 



Sabine gave Dessimone a tired look.

“Do you want your socks off too.”

“Up to you.”

Dessimone chose to take her friend’s socks off, then proceeded to rub her feet, platonically, until Sabine 
fell asleep.

…

The closer someone was to Dessimone, in the literal sense of spending time and space together and 
understanding eachother, the less likely he or she was to pop up in her prose. [Younger woman] had 
worked on a few of Dessimone’s projects, all of which Dessimone considered failures. Honestly they 
weren’t the best. But [younger woman] was helping her like a real friend. She was there from the start and 
probably there until the end. Dessimone had finally learned, from reading Lorimer’s book, that it might be 
necessary to make each of her movies and books and performances extremely fun, even if she wasn’t 
having fun while experiencing the events. That was the best way to win over an audience. 

[Younger woman] had some hard feelings about how she used to act around Dessimone, though she 
couldn’t help but be repulsed by her attitude at moments. In general she was non-judgmental and smart 
enough to see that Dessimone was never faking her self-loathing (she had plenty of valid reasons to be 
disgusted with herself), nor her occasional moments of obnoxious pride (also valid, possibly). And now 
[younger woman] was finally starting to understand why Dessimone would ever disdain someone who 
considered herself a heroine. She thought twice when she read that sentence.

It was true. It got everyone. The agonizing pain of growing up female. But more than a few women never 
acknowledged the realities of aging. They refused to dress older. They refused to grow up. They were so 
full of themselves. As if they were superhuman and could forever stay young. Well, some could. The ones 
with some money. The ones with pure blood. Maybe that’s why men felt it necessary to insult Dessimone. 
To warn her and other women in America, you’re losing it. Same to you bitch. Dessimone was a born 
scapegoat. She could handle the truth and do something for men. 

Rape me, she had tattooed across her chest.

She really was going to lose it. It was too late. It got everyone. Dessimone couldn’t hide it anymore, nor 
could she escape it. She couldn’t understand how someone who truly loved another person would ever 
encourage them to do this. It wasn’t fun anymore. Being an actress. No one of in any of her movies, ever, 
ever, ever would be let near the equipment. It was too dangerous. They might be mauled by a horny man 
or jealous woman on set. Dessimone’s mom considered herself a heroine. She never once let Dessimone 
treat her with disrespect. She wanted to be a role model for her kid, so, so bad, that Dessimone was 
hurting for Mama until her death. Was that her purpose? Or was that her miseducation.

[Younger woman] was beginning to see that she had a choice to disdain what she didn’t want. She could 
not control her emotions, how they controlled her, or how she was treated by everyone else. [Younger 
woman] finally understood why Dessimone chose to embody something more sinister than who she was 
in the past. Dessimone was a realist. She knew her strengths and weaknesses. It was, quite seriously, too 
late to turn back. [Younger woman] saw why Dessimone kept complimenting her, even though [younger 
woman] wasn’t grandiose and didn’t like it. She understood why Dessimone embellished the most 
extreme traits of a character like Darius. Like Lorimer. Like Sabine and everyone else. Great artists didn’t 



let themselves get lulled into self-satisfaction. Nor did they give up on themselves. She liked to see people 
for their gorgeous potential. Not for who they could have been.

Being a muse was an art form in itself and potentially wicked to those who felt the power it gave. If used 
wisely, it was a sacrifice that could not be overstated. History wrote the stakes, and they got higher each 
time a city lost power and was rebooted under stern new terms of agreement. The crude misuse of 
technology was a phenomenon more powerful than religious oppression, but no one preached the 
separation of science and state. 

Their mission was to undermine the power of scientific primness, its elitism, with unorthodox methods of 
bodily uplift. Some jealous viewers called them Satanists.
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