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When he caught wind three weeks earlier that Devin would be moving into an apartment on 64th 
and 1st, Jamie knew immediately that he would have to go to the place he had vanquished from 
his own personal map of New York City. It was a sort of reverse-cartography. Maybe not Day 1, 
maybe not that month, but eventually the soles of his shoes would hit UES pavement. This was 
because Devin was his best friend. And you can’t not visit your best friend’s new apartment.  

“It’s cheaper than my old place,” said Devin, flexing his pecks and comparing them to Alan’s, 
smirking. 

“The Upper East Side,” Jamie said. “I mean, really? Cheaper?”  

Jamie lit a cigarette. A cloud of smoke rolled out from his mouth and into the air and then 
dissipated. 

They were walking East on 64th street, the four of them: Devin, Alan, Jamie, and Iggy.  

“Does anyone know where Chuck is?” asked Iggy.  

The group had stopped outside of Joe’s Pizzeria so that Alan could get a few slices. The sign 
outside Joe’s read: no slices. 

“He’s on a date with the bartender who gave us free drinks last night,” said Devin. “She was an 
absolute slut.” 

“But no one ever takes the bartender home,” said Alan, waving Jamie’s smoke away. 

“This girl? No one ever takes her home?” 

“In general,” Alan coughed. “Hypothetically, no one ever leaves with the bartender.” 

“These weren’t hypothetical conditions. This happened in our plane of existence,” he said, and 
then “Whatever.” 
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Devin was thinking about the girl he had been seeing for the last few weeks. Is “girl” even the 
proper classification? She was a full seven years older than him, had a career in the way people 
meant it when they said “I have to think about my career here, Bob,” and did not perform oral sex 
(Sheila informed Devin of this fact, almost proudly, on their second date). No, he thought, she 
was in reality, a woman. 



It was the night before and Sheila had finally let him come back to her place, a duplex with a 
Chinese Staircase on 73rd Street and Columbus Avenue. Devin had never experienced envy due 
to his powerful sense of apathy, but sometimes if he analyzed a situation intently he was able to 
imagine what he might be envious of. He could do this at several other nodes along the emotional 
spectrum. These other markers along the path included greed, anger, and more often than not, 
lust. Upon entering Sheila’s home and seeing her life laid out before him, her possessions arranged 
in an orderly fashion, her large floor to ceiling window that looked out onto 73rd street, and her 
thoughtfully selected and framed movie one-sheets, Devin gave himself several moments to 
imagine being envious.  

When Sheila’s black cat Horus brushed past Devin’s leg he recoiled from some sort of defense 
mechanism kicking in. One of the emotions Devin was actually capable of experiencing was 
hatred. And he felt that particular emotion strongly whenever he was in proximity to the feline 
species. The run-in with the cat forced Devin to stop imagining his envy immediately. 

Sheila was a lawyer and her life was dull and uninspired but she had a certain beauty that could 
not be denied. Devin’s attraction to her was purely of the evolutionary sort; his very DNA 
demanded that he make love to her. But Sheila had rejected all of his advances, not even allowing 
Devin to place his hand on her ass when they kissed. Devin simply could not stand the sexual 
rejection. A steady dull pressure had been building in his testicles for days. Due to a recently 
published article in a men’s fitness magazine that Alan had shared with him, Devin was no longer 
masturbating, something he usually did to keep his animal urges in check. This recent lifestyle 
change had exacerbated the situation with Sheila considerably. 

“Do you want some wine?” Sheila asked while taking off her shoes in the kitchen.  

“Sure. Okay.” 

Sheila removed a bottle of cheap white wine from her refrigerator and taking two glasses from the 
cupboard above the sink, made her way over to the couch where Devin was sitting. She smiled at 
Devin and handed him the bottle, indicating that she wanted him to pour the wine in both of 
their glasses. Condensation had already formed on the surface of the glass, Devin could see it. 
And although he did not want to get his hands the slightest bit moist, he took the bottle from her 
hand and gave the both of them generous pours. 

“I like the sound wine makes when it’s poured into a glass like this,” Sheila said while raising her 
glass. “Do you like it?” 

Devin took a big gulp of wine, finding the flavor off. But then again, he was no connoisseur. To 
him, wine had always tasted like sour grape juice. 

Sheila wanted what she called a “real” relationship. She desired a powerful connection, something 
nearly cinematic in scope. A relationship based on shared interests, similar goals, and far reaching 
dreams. A future. A picnic in a park somewhere into eternity. A genetically perfect child who was 
gracious and kind (and raised in a traditional Jewish environment——non-negotiable). Vacations 
in the mountains or in the desert. And all those images tumbled like polaroids falling off a map in 



Sheila’s mind, the thumbtacks that once held them in place cascading toward the ground in red 
and yellow and blue arcs of light. 

Sex wasn’t an option for Devin. He knew that. But something, anything, had to be done. 

Later when she had finally taken off her shirt, Devin was so ecstatic about finally seeing a part of 
her naked body that he begin to suck on her breasts with vigor, like an infant trying to find milk. 
She had torpedo tits, Devin thought. They were built for speed and destructive capability. He 
grasped the left with two hands and squeezed hard, all the while trying to suck Sheila inside out. 
The lightly perfumed flesh tasted clean and good and the experience, while not particularly 
satisfying, would give him something to aspire to on their next date. 

Then Devin tasted something strange and felt a small amount of viscous liquid forcefully hit his 
tongue. It was sour and reminded him of something but he couldn't be sure of what. He stopped 
sucking. 

"Is something wrong?" Sheila asked, instinctively drawing a pillow over her exposed chest.  

"No, uh...," Devin said. He was sporting a rock-hard erection and he would have a difficult time 
later when it lasted for more than four hours, which he believed to be the onset of a medical crisis. 
"I want...I want this to work out." 

"Me too, sweetheart," Sheila said, putting her shirt back on. “Maybe we should just watch the new 
Renee Zellwegger movie instead?" 

Devin could still taste it, whatever it was. 

"I have to go." 

He screened his calls for the rest of the night, careful not to answer if it was her. She sent him 13 
text messages. 

Devin had yet to tell his friends about his night with Sheila. But he had to know if his experience 
was an isolated incident. Was it possible that Sheila was lactating? Or worse, did she have some sort 
of disease? Could he have caught it, Devin asked himself, by extracting that slime from her breast? 

Alan had just stepped out of Joe's with a small personal pie and a Diet Coke when Devin said, 
“has anyone here ever experienced an abnormal fluid exchange while sucking on a woman’s 
breast?” 

"Can you repeat the question?" Jamie said, his eyes widening, the cigarette in his hand down to 
the filter. 

“I think you heard me, Jamie. I want you to know how difficult this is for me. I think I’m dying 
here, man.” 



"I think that's not okay," said Iggy. "I think that's fatal." 

"You mean like milk? Breast milk?” asked Jamie, lighting a new cigarette. 

"That's liquid hormones. Nothing to be concerned about," Alan said while he cleaned his glasses 
on his shirt. 

"Uh, no, that's simply not true," Iggy said as he dug into his pizza, a thin stream of mozzarella 
running down his chin. 

They were walking to Maxine's apartment and focusing on each of them chiming off while trying 
to put one foot in front of the other was becoming difficult for Devin. A cold layer of sweat had 
formed on his brow and lower back.  

Alan carried a bottle of Japanese whisky by the neck. It was wrapped in a "wizard sleeve" which 
was something he had been wearing on his head when they first met earlier in the evening. He 
claimed to have purchased it in Spain. It was unclear to the group what the intended use of the 
item was. 

"What you're actually tasting is another man's semen, Dev," Alan went on to explain. "That stuff 
you tasted, that's spunk, man. The female system is complicated and no one really understands it 
but this has been examined in the proper journals. You were sucking back someone else's beefy 
loads. Or your own. And now you're gay." 

"Definitely fatal," Iggy repeated. 
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Ten or twenty minutes later when Maxine opened the door, Jamie thought she looked great. She 
was wearing what could only be described as a translucent fabric bag over a black halter top, 
white denim cutoffs and no shoes. Her toenails were pink and she had the faint scent of Sour 
Candy Straws clinging to her person. 

"Hey guys!" Maxine said to everyone but in actuality only to Alan, whom she narrowed her eyes at 
in a suggestive manner, puffing her chest out so he could get an inch closer to her enormous 
breasts. But Alan was already looking past her at the two girls inside who were giggling on the 
couch, also barefoot, drinking orange liquid out of plastic cups. 

Jamie stared at her staring at Alan but quickly averted his gaze as she stepped back to allow 
everyone inside. Maxine was Alan's sometimes-maybe squeeze and though Jamie found her 
extremely attractive he had never mentioned this to anyone, lest Alan be made aware of his 
feelings (although all indications pointed to a clear lack of interest on the part of Alan toward 
Maxine). Even so, he kissed her on the cheek and told her she looked stunning. 

"Guys, this is Chelsea," indicating the girl with blue toenails. "And this is Robin," Maxine said and 
waved her hand in the direction of the girl with green toenails. Her skin was overly-tanned——



artificially so. The color of Robin’s tan reminded Jamie of something. Something having to do 
with public transport.*  

*(Every now and again, the Metropolitan Transit Authority would be forced to run 
decommissioned trains on the Long Island Railroad. Whether it was because of equipment failure 
or an act of god, thousands of perturbed commuters were forced to ride into and out of the city 
on these inferior locomotives. There were many differences between the current day train cars 
and their out of commission brethren, but one of the most notable was the color of the seats in 
the old cars. They were the color of Robin’s tan.) 

"We brought whisky," Devin said flatly, grabbing the bottle out of Alan's hand. 

"Oh. Great. We're drinking white wine and orange soda.” Maxine said as she felt Devin's bicep and 
licked her lips. "Have you been working out?" 

"Of course," and then Devin gave a flex for the whole room. Chelsea made a small gasping noise. 
For a brief moment it sounded as if a small animal were in the room. 

"Typical Devin," Alan said. "He's not even that strong, Max. It’s from loads and loads of pills and 
supplements. None of it’s been approved by the FDA, I assure you.” 

"I know, I know, honey," she said. "Let's try not to deflate Alan's ego, Devin." 

Jamie poured each of the four guys a shot. 

"What shall we drink to?" asked Alan, who was now wearing the wizard sleeve on his head again. 

Iggy wanted to drink to the Curiosity rover on Mars but quickly changed his mind to the New 
York Jets. Alan wanted to drink to Maxine. Jamie wanted to drink to finally getting out of the 
Upper East Side and into Midtown East. Then Alan also changed his mind and decided he wanted 
to drink to India, where he was headed by year's end. And Devin wanted to drink to himself. 
Since the girls had already been drinking by the time the guys had arrived, they were not involved 
in toasting negotiations. Regardless, a decision could not be reached in time. 

They drank to nothing instead.  

“The bouquet here is exquisite. An immediate wave of salted caramel, subtly tempered with a sort 
of…I don’t know…floral elegance, maybe? It’s a testament to Japanese tradition and ingenuity,” 
Iggy said. “What did you say this whisky was called?” 

“Jubei-Yagyu,” Alan said. “Your assessment is…interesting.” 

"I love Japanese food," said Chelsea a few minutes later, moving closer to Iggy on the couch. 
"There's a great place in Williamsburg that serves authentic Japanese cuisine. I think it's called 
Yoshimitsu." 



"Where in Williamsburg?" asked Jamie.  

Chelsea turned toward Jamie and laid a venomous stare upon him. "I don't know, Brooklyn?" she 
spat. "Do I look like a person who knows anything about Brooklyn?” 

Chelsea quickly went back to her conversation with Iggy as if she had been interrupted by the 
sound of a door slamming on the other side of the room. 

"Yeah, omakase style..." 

The bottle of whisky was half empty when Jamie stood up and announced that he was leaving. 
After some minor objection, he assured everyone that he would meet up with them later in the 
Lower East Side. 

"But where are you going?" Robin asked, scooting forward on the couch and spilling some of her 
drink. 

"My friend's going-away party." 

"Oh, where is he off to?" She seemed genuinely interested, which Jamie found strange as Robin 
had made no attempt at conversation the entire evening. All night, she and Maxine had been 
discussing a series of pictures published recently depicting a very much in-vogue female celebrity 
on a beach somewhere. Bora Bora perhaps. The paparazzi had caught a swath of cellulite running 
down her thigh and the images were being examined in a two thousand word piece by a writer 
neither Robin nor Maxine could name. After that they spoke of the latest scandal reported on in 
another tabloid magazine. According to the photographic evidence contained within this piece, a 
major A-list actor had been spotted with another major A-lister in Europe. The pair had been 
allegedly masturbating one another on the rooftop of the Hotel Chevalier in Paris. 

Robin had shown Jamie the “proof " on her phone. The screen of the phone was much larger than 
was practical but the image quality was staggeringly crisp and vivid. It displayed an image of both 
men on a rooftop somewhere, oiled up, the both of them, drinking Perrier out of clear plastic 
cups with lime wedges by a pool. One of the men was sitting up while the other was laying on a 
lounge chair and the angle of the picture obscured the placement of the seated man’s hands. It 
could have appeared, with a fair bit of imagination, like a classic rooftop-masturbation scenario. 

"He's going to London," Jamie said, checking a watch on his wrist that wasn't there. "Or is it 
Spain? I don't remember. He's going to study acting...or economics." 

"Wow," said Maxine. 

"Yeah, wow is right." 

Jamie bumped fists and slapped skin with all his comrades. Devin punched Jamie's knuckles hard 
and then called him a pussy. 



"See you guys later." 
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After Jamie had left Devin stood up and walked to the bathroom, closing the door swiftly behind 
him. He needed to check (and possibly fix) his hair and urinate. He let a thick and powerful 
stream of urine into the toilet bowl and for a few moments, onto the toilet seat as well. He did not 
clean up after himself. He fixed a lock of hair that had fallen over an eyebrow and then flexed, 
pleased with his girth and the way his sleeves clung tightly to his massive biceps. He thought 
about calling Sheila. 

"Where are we going tonight?" someone said when Devin returned to the group. 

"I'm having second thoughts about the Lower...East...Side," said Chelsea. She had moved closer to 
Iggy on the couch. Devin wanted her but knew it was too late. All Iggy had to do was listen a 
moment longer to the sad tale of Chelsea Greenspan's life. Her father was giving her trouble about 
the rent, that terrible incident in Acapulco, her addiction to ritalin, etcetera.  

"No, we're definitely going," said Devin. 

"Where's Chuck?" asked Alan. 

"He blew it with the bartender. He'll be at the bar. We'll meet him there," said Devin.  

The night was taking shape. I won't have to call Sheila. There was a sense of forward momentum, 
he could feel it. He was being carried by a drift and it would lead him somewhere good, 
somewhere proper. He'd go to bed with someone. He could feel it in his bones, the way someone 
might feel their teeth rattle as a subway passes by. 

They couldn't all take a cab together so they headed downtown in teams. Maxine went with 
Chelsea, Robin, and Alan. Devin went with with everybody else. The name of the place was The 
Tower. It was on Stanton and Ludlow. 

On the way there Robin and Chelsea complained about having to come to the LES. They were 
uptown types, they claimed, especially Chelsea. 

"I don't understand why Jackie Campbell needs to have her birthday at this place," Maxine said. 

"No one needs to have their birthday at any place," Alan said. 

The trip down was long and uneventful except for when the two cabs stopped at a red light next 
to one another. Devin rolled down his window and flipped off Alan.  

*** 



A student of Urban Planning could have wrote his or her thesis on the behavior of people like 
Devin and Maxine and Robin. For reasons both crude and nuanced, the Lower East Side of 
Manhattan was this year's in locale for twenty-something Manhattan transplants. Up until 
recently, the Long Island and New Jersey expatriates had enjoyed more northerly climes. But 
these same crowds that had essentially supported an entire nightlife industry from 30th up to 
60th had fallen out of favor with the promoters and bartenders of Midtown. The price of a bottle 
of Absolut Vodka or Jack Daniels served as a valuable barometer for one's welcome in a certain 
neck of the woods and with this standard of measurement the urban planning student would note 
the now-exorbitant prices of bottle service at Midtown bars. When the sneering hostesses of clubs 
and bars with names such as Mutiny and Liquid, vacuum-sealed in their form-fitting outfits 
(oozing a false-sexuality), began slamming down five to six hundred dollar tabs on unsuspecting 
first year accountants and Wall Street interns it became apparent that it was time to move on, or 
rather, move down. And they did. In droves. Once derelict areas of the Lower East Side were now 
booming with commerce and cultural cachet. Places like The Tower, a very recent addition to the 
LES by the enigmatic but incredibly successful club owner and nightlife prodigy J.J. Stephens, 
were promoting crowd-worthy events almost every night of the week. Lines ran around the block. 

Of course, this cultural migration was not to be sustainable for more than a year. The twenty-
somethings would eventually wear out their welcome. But for now, their money was good. And it 
would last for at least a little while longer. 

The smell of perfumed flesh and sweat and street meat creeped into the cab through a small sliver 
of open window. Maxine and Robin had become fidgety. When both cabs had emptied their 
occupants and the men had paid the fares, the crew stood and stared at the line wrapped around 
the block. Some of their number were horrified. 

"This is...quite possibly...the worst thing," Chelsea said, and then, "ever." 

"Don't worry," Alan said. "I can handle this. Do not, I repeat, do not get on that line. Hang back." 

Two enormous identical black men stood guard at the front door of the Tower. They both wore 
tight, black turtleneck tees, black jeans, and black shoes. They each had sunglasses on. In between 
them stood a blond woman, five foot six, wearing a loose sleeveless shirt with a rabid animal 
(possibly a raccoon) silk screened onto it. The trio controlled the entrance by use of a series of 
intricately arranged silver stanchions, connected by dark red velvet ropes. 

Alan made a beeline for the woman but before he could place himself into communication range 
he was stopped short by the massive arm of one of the bouncers. Alan and everybody else 
prepared for the worst. 

A series of mid-range volleys between the woman and Alan played out. Alan would speak from a 
distance, attempt to approach, be stopped, and then it was the woman's turn to retort. Eventually, 
an agreement was made. Alan turned to the group smiling and waved for them to come closer. 
They were hesitant. They had started the night as a pack of hungry wolves. The line in front of the 
the Tower had turned them into a gaggle of scared kittens. But the promise of meat on the inside 
was too strong a thing to resist and soon, led by Devin, they made their move.  



The woman said, "welcome to the Tower," lifting the velvet rope. At that moment, to the North, 
sounds of gunfire could be heard by anyone who was listening for such a thing. 

"Where the fuck is Chuck?" Devin screamed over a powerful wave of electronic music to Alan. 

The Tower was comprised of four floors, each with a different DJ. No matter the floor, the music 
in the The Tower had rendered normal human speech indecipherable. The words “scream or shut 
the fuck up” printed in bold white letters on the front of a t-shirt was an idea independently 
developed by 12 different people that night. 

When Devin turned to scream directly into Alan’s line of sight he saw that Alan was being led off 
by a woman Devin only half-recognized. He wasn't even looking Devin's way. 

Iggy, Maxine, Robin, and Chelsea had already dug into the bar on the first floor. The five-deep 
crowd had swallowed them up but Iggy’s tall, lanky frame could still be seen from a distance. 

Devin had no desire to continue his journey with any of them. Maxine wanted Alan's blood, that 
much was sure. The blond one, whose name Devin kept forgetting, was a walking insecurity and 
perhaps, if she had ever shut her mouth, Devin might have considered her a worthy mate. And 
the other one, Robin, she was dripping sex like a leak through a pipe. Too desperate. Too easy. 

No, he would make the climb. Chuck was probably at the top, waiting for him. There were girls 
there. There was promise. He felt the pull of destiny, just as he had earlier in the night. Something 
like a fishhook embedded in the naval, the line connecting it to the fisherman high above pulled 
taut. It could snap. Or it could bring him home. 

As he made his way up the stairs to the second floor he pulled out his phone and typed out a text 
to Chuck. It read: 

What is your situation, soldier? 

He pressed send as he hit the top of the stairs. The music had changed when he arrived on the 
Second Floor, but it was not the only perceptible shift in the environment. For reasons unknown 
to the patrons or the staff, the Tower inadvertently encouraged a certain amount of racial/ethnic 
segregation from a floor-to-floor basis. While the First and Fourth Floors were dominated by 
caucasians (they themselves divided into various sub-categories along religious and occupational 
lines) and the Third Floor was mostly occupied by black people, the demographic composition of 
the Second Floor was not immediately apparent. But it certainly was noticeable, in a background 
radiation-sense: The vibrations were different. The frequency was off. 

While many of the politically correct set would generously categorize the denizens of the Second 
Floor as “other,” Devin thought that many of the strange looking people on that floor were not 
quite human. The word mutant came to mind. To Devin’s immediate right a group of men and 
woman dressed in ill-fitting clothing with large crescent moon-shaped heads were flipping what 
looked like poker chips at one another’s faces. Due to the curved nature of their skulls, their chins 



acted like ledges on the lower part of their heads and so—with a measure of skill—they were able 
to catch these chips with a twist of the neck. Devin stood at the top of the staircase and stared at 
the crescent-heads for a few moments, finding it odd that no one had come up the stairs behind 
him. He suddenly felt isolated, as if he been cut off from the larger world. It’s as if I’ve walked 
upstairs into another dimension. 

But Devin did not feel any fear. That was another sensation he was mostly unfamiliar with. So he 
pressed on into the heart of the floor. 
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INT. NIGHT. THE TOWER. 

DEVIN MEZIERES IS ON THE SECOND FLOOR OF THE TOWER. THIS FLOOR IS 
DIFFERENT THAN THE OTHERS——THERE IS NO BAR TO DRINK ON OR LEAN 
AGAINST. ONLY A ROW OF TRANSLUCENT CYLINDERS FILLED WITH DIFFERENT 
COLORED LIQUIDS——A SELF-SERVE DRINK STATION. FOR A LONG WHILE DEVIN 
STANDS NEAR THE CYLINDERS STARING AT A TRIO OF SEVEN FOOT TALL 
HERMAPHRODITES MIXING AND MATCHING BEVERAGES FROM THE CYLINDERS. 
EVENTUALLY HIS PHONE VIBRATES IN HIS POCKET. HE PULLS IT OUT TO LOOK AT 
THE TEXT MESSAGE HE HAS RECEIVED.  

SHEILA GOLDMAN (V.O.) 
WHAT ARE YOU UP TO, SWEETHEART? I HAVEN’T HEARD FROM YOU IN A WHILE. 

CLOSE UP: THE SCREEN ON DEVIN’S PHONE. THE MESSAGE HE SENDS READS: 

WORKING. 

SHEILA RESPONDS: 

ON WHAT, DARLING? 

DEVIN RESPONDS: 

DEMOGRAPHIC DISTRIBUTIONS ACROSS VARIOUS FINANCIAL SECTORS. I CAN’T 
TALK. 

THEN A MESSAGE FROM CHUCK: 

AT THE TOP, FRIEND. YOU WON’T BELIEVE WHAT’S HAPPENING UP HERE. A WAVE 
OF GOOD FORTUNE HAS WASHED OVER ME. 

A BEAT GOES BY. AND THEN ANOTHER MESSAGE FROM CHUCK: 



I’VE CONSUMED A FAIR AMOUNT OF HORSE TRANQUILIZER AND AM 
HALLUCINATING VIVIDLY. 

DEVIN RUNS A HAND THROUGH HIS HAIR. INDICATIONS OF STRESS CREEP INTO HIS 
FACIAL FEATURES. 

THE OTHER (OFF-CAMERA) 
COLA? 

DEVIN TURNS TOWARD THE OTHER WHO HAS SOMEHOW APPEARED DIRECTLY 
NEXT TO HIM. 

THE OTHER IS IN HIS MID-TWENTIES, APPROXIMATELY FIVE FOOT TEN. HIS SKIN IS 
A PALE GREEN WITH DARKER GREEN STRIPES ON THE NECK AND ARMS. VAGUELY 
AQUATIC. HIS EYES ARE BLACK POOLS. 

DEVIN MEZIERES 
I’M SORRY. BUT I DON’T DRINK SODA POP. AS YOU CAN SEE BY MY PHYSIQUE, I’M 

ALMOST RELIGIOUSLY HEALTH CONSCIOUS. 

THE OTHER 
NAH, NAH, NAH, BROTHER. COCAINE. I MEANT— 

DEVIN MEZIERES  
I KNOW WHAT YOU MEANT. I’M NOT A FUCKING CAVEMAN. AND NO, I DON’T 

WANT TO BUY COKE OFF OF YOU. I MEAN, WE’RE NOT EVEN ON THE THIRD FLOOR 
YET. WHAT’S GOING ON HERE? WHAT ARE YOU PEOPLE? 

THE OTHER 
YOU FOR SERIOUS? 

DEVIN MEZIERES 
DO FLIES CIRCLE SHIT? 

THE OTHER 
YOU RACIST-ASS MOTHERFUCKER. 

DEVIN MEZIERES 
WHAT? NO. WHAT? DON’T YOU UNDERSTAND? I HAVE TO GET TO THE TOP FLOOR. 

NONE OF THIS MATTERS! I DON’T THINK THIS IS EVEN REAL. 

THE OTHER 
IT’S ABOUT TO GET VERY REAL FOR YOU, BROTHER. 

DEVIN ADOPTS A SLIGHTLY DEFENSIVE POSTURE. 



DEVIN MEZIERES 
GET THE FUCK OUT OF MY FACE. 

THE OTHER 
RACIST PIG MOTHERFUCKER. 

A GROUP OF BIO-LUMINESCENT DWARVES HAVE NOTICED THE TENSE EXCHANGE. 
THEY TURN FROM THEIR CONVERSATION TO SEE THE CONFLICT UNFOLD. 

DEVIN MEZIERE 
GET. THE FUCK. OUT. OF MY FACE. 

THE OTHER TWITCHES. DEVIN THROWS A HAYMAKER AT HIS CHIN. IT CONNECTS. 
THE OTHER CRUMPLES AS IF HIS BONES HAVE BEEN LIQUIFIED. 

CLOSE UP: THE OTHER’S NOSE IS MISSHAPEN AND OFF-CENTER. BLOOD POURS 
FROM THE NOSTRILS. ONE EYE FLICKS OPEN AND CLOSED SPASTICALLY. 

DEVIN STANDS ABOVE THE UNCONSCIOUS FORM OF THE OTHER, BREATHING 
HEAVILY, HIS EYES CLOSED AS IF IN ZEN CONCENTRATION. A RED SMEAR ON HIS 
KNUCKLES. HE OPENS HIS EYES, TURNS TOWARD THE STAIRS THAT WILL TAKE HIM 
TO THE THIRD FLOOR, AND WALKS IN THAT DIRECTION. HALFWAY THERE HE 
STOPS, RETURNS TO THE OTHER’S BODY AND SPITS ON HIS CHEST. 

FADE TO BLACK. WHITE TITLE APPEARS: 

THE ASCENT CONTINUES 
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The front doors that led into the Tower were built directly into an impossibly large pane of glass 
that made up the entirety of the North-facing wall on the first floor. The Have-Nots could see 
what the Haves were having, how much of it they were having, and who they were having it with. 
This is the way it was meant to be. The world was having fun without some people. 

And the world wanted people to know it. 

Iggy and Chelsea sat on the couch adjacent to the glass wall. They were boxed in on either side by 
strangers. To Iggy and Chelsea's right was the entrance. The bouncers had not let anyone in for 
the last seventeen minutes. 

Chelsea was driving her tongue down the back of Iggy's throat.  

Across from the pair on the other side of the table was Alan, Maxine, and Robin who all stared 
jealously. Robin was in heat. Why hadn't she been able to find a mate yet? Was she not emitting 



her desire? Could the dogs not smell it on her? Maxine and Alan wanted each other now but 
neither of them would admit it to themselves.  

Alan's phone vibrated. It was a text from Jamie. 

All finished up here. How's it going? Where should I meet you guys? 

Alan responded. 

Gimme a second. Iggy hasn't come up for air yet. I’ll ask him when he does. 

Chelsea kissed Iggy harder. She felt good. Iggy’s lips tasted like bourbon and eucalyptus and his 
mouth was wet and warm and she felt good. For the first time in a while. She had been through so 
much the last few years. Bulimia. Anorexia. That Japanese hair straightening gone terribly wrong. 
That thing with Nick D'Armata. Her step-dad. That man Dodson and that terrible night in the 
Mexican police station. She deserved to have fun. She deserved for someone to pay her the 
smallest amount of attention. She felt good. 

She moved her hand to his face and down to his chest and ran her fingers through the hair 
exposed above the unbuttoned portion of his polo. Her hand traced a path down toward his ribs 
and she felt his body. He was skinny but fit, his thin limbs corded with taut muscle. Chelsea 
moved her hand to his belt, fingering the buckle playfully. She grabbed his cock which was firm 
and long.  

Who cared if anyone was watching? Didn't she deserve this? She wanted desperately to go to bed 
with Iggy. Does he feel the same? Does he want me the way I want him? 

This is how it would happen: 

I stand up abruptly and say let's get out of here but pretend it was Iggy who said it. 
The girls eye me suspiciously but they already knew this was going to happen so I 
don't sweat it too much and anyway I'll make it up to them tomorrow when we 
inevitably meet for overpriced brunch somewhere in Murray Hell. I place my hand in 
Iggy's and we begin to move through the dense crowd and before we are completely 
out of sight I turn toward the girls and give a little wave but they've already gone 
back to staring across the couch where two new people—a guy and girl who are ready 
to maybe fall in love themselves, who knows (?)—sit in the place where me and Iggy 
were just moments ago and the girls and Alan stare and they stare and they stare. We 
make it outside and we have to head a few blocks north before Iggy can steal a cab 
from a group of severely drunk waistoids in blue button-downs who weren't paying 
attention. We get in the cab and Iggy gives the cabbie the address and tells him to 
take the FDR and I think well he has seventy or so blocks to rethink this whole thing 
but then we're necking furiously in the car as it navigates the traffic which at this 
time in the Lower East Side is more dense than the crowd in the bar we just left. 
Every now and then I look at the cabby looking back at the pair of us. He's breathing 
heavily and sweat is forming on his brow and he can't possibly be seeing where he's 



going but we haven't got into an accident yet. Even if we did how bad could it be (?) 
we're only going thirty-five miles per hour. We're traveling up first avenue and when 
we pass under the cable cars on 60th street Iggy slips a hand over my left breast and 
finally the cabbie pipes up. He says “no sex in the cab motherfucker” and Iggy 
explains to him that we're just really, really tired and the cabbie goes back to driving. 
We get to Iggy's apartment building and Iggy pays the cabbie but stiffs him on the tip 
in my honor. Inside, the doorman is sound asleep which makes me uneasy but only 
for a moment and then we're heading up in the elevator to the fourteenth floor and 
we're on opposite sides of the elevator and Iggy is staring at me but we're saying 
nothing. It looks like he's sizing me up and then the elevator makes a ding sound Iggy 
walks out of the elevator and heads silently down the hallway, his feet dragging gently 
on the carpet, and I'm behind him trying to keep up with his the long strides he takes. 
He stops in front of the door and puts a key in the lock and turns the doorknob. His 
apartment is as nice as everyone said it was. He turns on the lights and I can see it's a 
large studio with a long hallway leading toward the main room. Down aways is a 
bathroom, a medium-sized closet, a decent kitchenette. We walk forward again in 
silence and once we reach the main room I can see the queen-sized bed, the large 
dark wood bureau, the black leather couch, the glass coffee table, the Apple laptop 
with its sleep indicator dimming repetitively as if it were breathing, a large television, 
and one of those 3-panel folding screens movie starlets used to change behind in old 
black and white films. They're there presumably to separate the bed from the rest of 
the room. He stops at the threshold but I continue to walk as seductively as I can 
toward the bed, my back turned I hike down my jeans so he can see my ass and that 
I'm wearing no underwear I reach the bed and carefully remove my pants and shoes 
and lay down partially out of sight from him. I say his name softly and when nothing 
happens I begin to touch myself and moan suggestively. It feels good. This goes on for 
two or three minutes and I'm getting my wetness all over his bed, I can feel it, but still 
nothing happens and I moan louder and wait. Two or three minutes go by and still 
not a thing. I call out his name again. Finally the sound of footsteps. He walks to the 
foot of the bed and stands perfectly still watching me as I writhe and moan. I nudge 
his crotch with my foot and begin to rub him there and moan louder as I take off my 
shirt and bra and I say “fuck me.” He takes his clothes off hurriedly as if making up 
for all the lost time he spent standing in the dark doing nothing. He's on top of me 
now kissing me hard on the mouth, neck, breasts. He makes his way down my 
stomach kissing, licking. I tell him to spit on it. He stops abruptly and looks at me 
straight on. It's so intense I almost look away but I can’t. I say spit on it, spit on it, spit 
on it, and finally he does. I tell him to do it again and again and he does. I can feel 
how hard he's become when he rubs against my leg and I tell him that I want him 
now. As I feel him slip himself inside me I breathe an elated sigh and lose myself, 
almost completely. His face becomes a mask without eyes and all that’s there is a slit 
across the mouth. He's breathing hard and then it's over. We fall asleep in each others’ 
arms. In the morning I wake up and he's already up making breakfast for the two of 
us. It's omelets which I decide are my new favorite breakfast food. We drink orange 
juice and laugh timidly at one another's jokes, amazed by the sex we had a few hours 
earlier. I shower and use the fluffiest towel that I can find in his closet to dry my body 
and once I'm dressed we spend the rest of the morning at the park. A few minutes 



after 12 I tell him I have to leave to meet Maxine and Robin. “I had a really great 
time last night,” I say and he says me too and we kiss and I give him my number and 
we make plans to have dinner next week. 

"Iggy!" Alan screamed for the third time.  

He turned, finally, his lips gleaming, confused. Chelsea was so wrapped up she couldn't see 
straight. 

"What?" he said. 

"We've got to meet Jamie, man," Alan screamed, cupping his hands around his mouth. 

Iggy thought about it for a moment. 

"Okay," he said. 

He stood up. Chelsea grabbed his hand. 

"Where are you going?" she said. 

"The future." 
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The cab with Iggy and Alan and Devin in it was traveling uptown. The night was getting warmer. 
The air was thick. Alan imagined that New York was some enormous swimming pool. Everyone 
was paddling around in it, never knowing which direction got them out of the deep end.  

"I think I'm going to have to sleep with Maxine tonight," said Alan as he drew a stick figure into 
the condensation on the window beside him. 

"No way, man. Get a grip." 

The car stopped short in the middle of the street when they had reached their destination: the Ace 
Hotel. Iggy picked up the fare. Alan didn't offer up a single cent. 

The bouncer checked their IDs by waving a flashlight at them for several seconds each while 
looking the other way and chatting with a tall white man with dreadlocks and a soul patch.  

The party was in the lobby. Alan was concerned with this fact.  

Although he was not sure if there was precedent for a lobby being used in such a fashion, he felt 
strongly that it represented a significant faux pas. To Alan, the distinction (physically and 
metaphorically) between a room intended for receiving guests and a room for entertaining them 



was vital to the function and integrity of a fine establishment——something the promoters at Ace 
Hotel purported the venue to be. He begrudgingly followed Iggy into the room. 

There was a small bar and a DJ booth and a few decent looking women sitting on green velvet 
couches and oversized armchairs. The ceiling was very high and ornately painted with mock-
Renaissance depictions of contemporary pop musicians. Alan thought the lobby to the Ace Hotel 
was like the Sistine Chapel for the Millennial Generation but he didn’t say this out loud because 
he was unsure what any of that actually meant. 

They walked over to the bar. There was only beer in cans and it was expensive. 

"If someone offered me a cigarette right now I wouldn't say no," Iggy said. 

“Sure, sure, sure” said Alan. “Are you going to pay for this or what?” 

“Yeah Iggy,” Devin said. “Jesus Henry Christ. What’s the goddamn holdup?” 

Iggy ordered three cans of dark beer. When the beer came neither Alan nor Devin said thank you. 

“I think I know the DJ,” said Iggy. 

They sipped on the beers at the bar and nodded their heads to the music. There wasn't much to 
say. Alan noticed a cute girl at the end of the bar smiling at him. 

“Let’s find a place to sit," Iggy said and pointed to a large U-shaped couch where a group of people 
had just got up from. 

"You head over. I'll be there in a minute,” Alan said. 

Iggy picked up his drink and walked with Devin away from the bar. The DJ was playing a track 
from the new Kanye West Album The Ascension. The name of the song was Nothing and it 
sampled heavily from the classic Nothing From Nothing off of Billy Preston’s 1974 record The Kids 
& Me. Alan knew this because he had a wide and varied taste in music. This coupled with a semi-
photographic (autographic?) memory gave him something of a de facto musical aficionado status 
amongst his friends and peers.  

Alan walked to the end of the bar where the cute girl was sitting, sipping on a Blueberry Stoli and 
Sprite. As he approached her, she flashed another smile his way. 

"Hi," he said as he sat down in the empty seat next to her. 

"Hi." 

"I'm Alan," he said and put his drink down on the bar, extending his hand towards her.  

She took his hand and shook it without awkwardness, still smiling.  



"I'm Liahnee," she said. 

Just then, Jamie entered the lobby and took a seat in between Iggy and Devin. On the other side of 
the U-shaped couch there was a group of formally dressed black people having more fun than 
anyone else in the room. The table in front of them was piled high with food. A bottle of 
expensive vodka sat chilling in a high hat near the end of the couch on their side. They clinked 
their glasses and drank their vodka and ate their food. 

"Where were you all night?" Iggy said to Jamie.  

Jamie had his eyes on the people across the table. He was smiling for no reason in particular. A 
waiter brought him a double whisky, neat. 

"The night is still young, man," Jamie said. "I was on one of my secret missions." 

"What do you think of those new Nikes? What were they again? I can’t recall the name but they 
were modern works of art, in my opinion. Extremely edgy material,” Iggy said to Devin after 
taking a miniature sip of his beer. It looked like he was having trouble keeping it down.  

“I thought they were incredibly whack," said Devin. 

“What about this new Kanye album?” said Iggy. 

“Whack attack." 

Back at the bar Alan had expended all of his known smalltalk. Liahnee was still smiling. This 
came as a surprise to him. 

"Tell me something," said Alan. "What's a pretty girl like you doing here alone? I understand how 
cliched something like that usually sounds but I’m genuinely curious.” 

She finished her drink and signaled the bartender over to get another. 

"Let me get this one," Alan said. 

"You're sweet." 

Alan ordered her another and told the barman to put it on Iggy's tab. The barman hurried off to 
make the drink. 

"So...," Alan said then took a sip of his beer which had gone warm in his hand.  

"What am I doing here?"  

"Yeah." 



Liahnee shifted in her seat as the bartender brought over another Stoli. She mixed the drink 
together with the small red straw that came with it, sucked on the straw for a moment, and then 
placed it gently down on the white napkin under the glass. Her smile was still there, however it 
was tempered with a shade of nervous energy. She broke eye contact with Alan. 

"I have two cunts," Liahnee said. 

As soon as these words were uttered and Alan had registered them, he spat an entire mouthful of 
warm beer onto the bar, futilely placing his hand in front of his mouth to stop the outward 
explosion of frothy brown liquid. The bartenders eyed him angrily but otherwise went about their 
business. 

"I'm sorry?" Alan said as he mopped up the beer on the bar and his chin. 

"Don't be sorry," Liahnee said. "It's not like it's your fault." 

"No I mean, could you repeat yourself?" 

"You heard me right." 

"Two cu--" 

"Two." 

She sipped her drink. Her confidence had returned. The truth was off her chest, or her cunts, as it 
were. 

"My ex could handle it for a while," Liahnee began. "But after a year of not being able to pleasure 
me he had lost his nerve. And then there was that daytime talk-show special about women 
with...with my condition. One of them was an alternative-porn star. They called her Jackie Double 
C. You know they're both functional. I mean, I have two wombs. I can be impregnated twice 
simultaneously." 

"He couldn't pleasure you?" 

"I need a man who can multitask," she said. "Or two men."  

Iggy had drunk most of his beer and his voice had gone up an octave and Devin was still 
unimpressed with basically everything Iggy was saying and Jamie was just laughing and smiling 
and looking at the happy people eating their food and drinking their drinks when Alan came 
running over like a man with cayenne pepper on his genitals. 

"Jamie!" he said, spilling beer all over the place. "I need you! To fuck! With me!" 

"What?" Jamie said. "You want me to fuck with you?" 



"With me!" he exclaimed. "There's a girl over there, she has...well, she's got two cunts!" 

"Oh my..." Iggy said. 

"It's a two man job!" said Alan. 

"No way," Jamie said. "I simply do not approve of this behavior. I’m always telling you to cool it 
with your bizarre sexual activities. Not that I even believe there’s a lick of truth to the situation 
you’ve just described.” 

"Goddamit, who the else am I supposed to do this with?" 

"I'll do it," said Iggy. 

"I've got to make some calls or something," his eyes casing the room, probably for some stranger 
with which to engage in his sordid affair. 

"I said, I'll do it." 

"Hm," Alan said and took a sip of his drink. 

"Alan, I--" 

"Devin, man, buddy, what do you say to a little Double Mint?” 

“Um. Sure.” 

8 

Inside Leahnee's apartment it smelled like tea tree oil and Juicy Fruit, so the Double Mint 
reference wasn't far off. She had just lit a clove cigarette. Alan and Devin stood shoulder to 
shoulder, at attention, while the girl with two cunts walked back and forth, sizing them up, 
blowing smoke in their faces.  

Devin coughed. 

"I'm going to change into something more comfortable," Leahnee said. "There's beer and gin in 
the fridge." 

She had a moderately-sized one bedroom apartment in an old walk-up near the bar. Her view was 
of another view, rather like a bathroom with mirrors for walls--there was no seeing anything, just 
looking at other people trying to see too. 

Devin headed into the kitchenette and grabbed two bottles of light beer from the fridge. Inside 
the fridge there was also an old stick of butter, a box of Arm & Hammer, and some fruit. 



Alan was examining her CD collection when he accepted the beer from Devin, who seemed to be 
approaching a sort of nervousness saturation at a steady rate. His lower lip quivered while Alan 
shook his head at what he deemed to be a massive organizational conundrum. Leahnee had 
ordered her CDs haphazardly, placing the As with As and the Hs with Hs but never organizing 
within the alphabetical groups. Sure, Destiny's Child was in the D section, but somehow next to 
Don Henley and not the other Destiny's Child CDs which were further back or forward in the 
section. 

Alan began to shuffle CDs around, working quickly while Devin softly moaned in between sips of 
beer.  

"I don't think I can do this," Devin said, his face a pale shade of green. 

"You're not doing anything," said Alan, not bothering to look up. "Get down here and help me 
move this shit around! I mean for chrissakes this woman has The Penguins butting up against the 
The Pixies. This is a nightmare of the worst kind.” 

"No, I mean--" Devin belched. "I think I may have drank too much or something, I don't feel 
right. I don't know if I can do this other thing." 

Alan looked up from what he was doing to deliver the cruelest, most unsympathetic expression he 
could muster. It lasted for approximately five seconds. Then he made his way over to Devin, took 
the beer from his hand and slapped him once in the face. 

"Ow," said Devin, rubbing the spot on his cheek. 

"Listen up you foul, little man," said Alan. “We’re best friends. I’m assuming you know this. But I 
don’t get you. I don’t think you’re a very good judge of character when it comes to people, which is 
why you’re friends with Jamie and me. As a matter of fact, I don’t think you’re a good judge of 
anything. But this is by far the best decision you have ever made. You’ve entered into an 
agreement, the parameters of which do not allow for either party to stage a withdrawal. If one 
person goes, the whole thing crumbles. We are going to have sex with a woman who defies 
anatomy. This is not merely for pleasure. Don’t be so shortsighted as to think this is something like 
any random sexual encounter with a woman from a bar. This is for discovery. This is one of the 
most important moments in our small, meaningless, pathetic lives. And if I hear one more bitch, 
one more moan, so help me god, I will stick you with the nearest blade."  

Alan grabbed Devin's face by the chin, "you'll thank me tomorrow." 

"Gentlemen," Leahnee's voice came from the bedroom. "I'm ready for you." 

Alan took a long hit from his beer and put the bottle down next to the stack of unorganized CDs 
on the shelf he had been working on. When Devin didn't move (he stood frozen, staring at the 
door to Leahnee's room) Alan gave him a controlled push to the shoulder to get him started 
toward their destiny. He made Devin open the door. 



Leahnee was laying on the bed, propped up by her elbow. She luxuriously puffed on an newer 
clove cigarette. Her hair was brushed to a furious sheen and she wore a red and blue kimono. She 
took a final drag and then stubbed out the cigarette in an ashtray on the night table next to her 
bed. And then she removed the robe. 

There are moments in cinema where a heightened reverence is paid toward an object in an effort 
to solidify in the mind of the viewer that it is an artifact of great importance. We see in the eyes of 
the protagonist a reflection of the object, or a gold sheen might be bathed over the entirety of the 
scene, or a triumphant musical arrangement might swell at the very moment the protagonist 
initiates contact with the artifact. In the first act of Robert Wise’s Star Trek: The Motion Picture, a 
near five minutes of screen time are devoted to a flyby reveal of the starship Enterprise. In what 
some might categorize as an excruciatingly long and unnecessary sequence, the mythical ship is 
given a hue of the legendary and in some senses, the divine. Had the moment with Alan and 
Devin and Leahnee and the reveal of her two cunts been a moment of cinema, it surely would 
have been one like the scene from the (sort of) classic science fiction film. As a matter of fact, 
Alan could hear Jerry Goldsmith’s theme from that very movie. 

The two vaginas vertically aligned with perfect symmetry. The top vagina, heretofore unnamed, 
would be recalled later as Genital Alpha (or "A"). Its sister to the south, Genital Beta (or "B"). 
There was a small patch of smooth skin between the two pussies and no pubic hair to speak of.  

It was, without a doubt, the most beautiful thing that Alan would ever see. Here were two perfect 
genitalia. Attached to the same woman. It was a goddamned miracle, he thought. Devin, rather 
conversely, felt a hot wave of bile rush upward past his throat. He kept himself in check by taking 
a quick sip of the beer he had forgotten he was holding. 

Alan made his way toward the bed, got onto it, then crawled on all fours toward Leahnee. She 
raised her head, anticipating his kiss, and their tongues collided and slathered one another in spit. 
He began to fondle her breasts, which were shapely and white, the nipples hard with longing. 

While Devin stood and watched, sweating all the while, Alan began to take off his clothes and 
place them neatly on the floor. Soon he was naked. His hard cock brushed past one of Leahnee’s 
knees as he positioned himself at a perpendicular angle to her, just in front of her dual genitalia. 
He was sideways on the bed and Devin could still see everything as Alan began to lick "A," 
motioning with one hand for Devin to come closer and begin his conquest of "B." 

Devin was hesitant, but there was no going back. He had seen the thing and now it was his duty to 
pleasure it or them or whatever it was. He had been roped in and the rope was pulled taut. It was 
a leash. 

He walked to the bed and got down on his knees at the foot of it. Alan was lapping hungrily at 
"A," nibbling its clitoris intermittently, moving his tongue in and out of her. With a shaking hand 
Devin reached out for "B" and penetrated it with a single finger, finding it already wet and primed 
for activity. Leahnee began to breathe heavily, grunting like a bitch-horse in heat. It was not an 
altogether pleasant sound. Alan stopped tonguing her long enough to place a pillow gently over 



her face. It did nothing to stop the sounds and she soon took it off, her face red, her hair in her 
eyes. 

“Fuck me,” she said. “Both of you.” 

“I...” Devin stood up and thinking better of it, stopped himself from saying whatever it was he was 
going to say. He undressed silently with the stone cold expression of a dead man walking toward 
the electric chair, keeping his eyes on the girl with the two cunts. That magnificent beauty, that 
deformed temptress.  

Alan positioned himself on his back as Leahnee climbed on top of him, baring her bottom vagina 
(once again: "B"), which was now on top, to Devin, who stood moving his hand up and down on 
his semi-erect penis. She slid Alan’s cock into "A." Devin noticed Alan was unprotected. Would a 
sexually transmitted disease in "A" effect its counterpart? Hopefully "A" was the primary vessel. 
That made sense, Devin thought. Most of her conventional encounters would have been in "A." If 
she had a disease, it was there. 

Devin was hard now and rubbing unnecessarily. He stared at her second cunt as it moved up and 
down. Alan kept his hands on the bed.  

It took several minutes for a rhythm to establish itself. At first, it was chaos, but Leahnee squealed 
regardless. She was dripping fluid onto Alan’s loins--twice as much as any other woman might. 
Leahnee looked into Alan’s eyes as Devin found his groove and, pushing the hair that stuck to her 
damp forehead away, she bit her lip. Alan and Devin’s scrotums were touching. 

She grew louder and louder. Devin began to cry. As they all came simultaneously he screamed 
Sheila’s name. 
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Later and uptown, Jamie and Iggy were in the back of the cab, both looking out from their 
respective windows. When they passed Devin’s block, Jamie realized that they were back in the 
Upper East Side. There was a speck of dried blood on his neck behind his ear that no one had 
noticed all night.  

The girl he thought he was going to marry one day was there. She lived in the Upper East Side. 
The Danger Zone. And for a near-imperceptible moment, like an advertisement flashed between 
frames in an old movie, he saw her being taken, savagely, by a man without a face. Her eyes roll 
into the back of her head, her lips are dry. She comes, a faint moan from the depths of her throat. 
Not a thought in her head for Jamie, whom she had forgotten long ago.  

“She’s probably being fucked right now,” he said. 

“No she’s not,” Iggy said. “I’d put money on her having a membership to an online dating service 
or two. But those don’t always work. Take it from me.” 



“Don’t tell me that,” Jamie said. “I don’t need to know that.” 

“She’s not with anyone.” Iggy shuffled in his seat. 

The wheels of the cab kept spinning and the night had become cool and Jamie and Iggy were 
silent for a minute. 

“She’s not with anyone,” Jamie repeated. 

Neither was he. 

the end 


