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Steps. 

Awkward. 

Daunting steps. 

Iõd recently learned it. 

Daunting, I mean, the word. 

I found it to be the perfect word. 

Because plenty of moments é 

Were. Daunting. Fearful. 

But not really fear. 

So daunting fits. 

Impossible. 

 



As I stared in their eyes, I  decided impossible was the right 

word. Then prisms of thoughts shattered into my brain trying to plan 

every way to make them disappear. Why? I didnõt really have an 

answer. If I had met them at school, we would have been friends. We 

would have gushed over NSYNC and Britney. Made plans for skate 

parties and slumber parties. But the great thing about a slumber 

party is everyone goes back to their own home afterward, and now 

here were the steps that were being forced into this like we were.  

As if we hadnõt been through enough transitions in the past two 

years. Dadõs new baby and wife, and life that we less and less fit into. 

Momõs new craziness then apparently that found respite in their dad. 

Maybe theyõve been through as many transitions as we have. Canõt allow 

that thought now. Then they become human. Then they win.  

Theyõll be the cool daughters. And weõll be é twice forgotten.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Somehow it happened one day, two years later, we went for a 

weekend at our dadõs because the baby was turning two, and dad 

wanted to put on a show for everyone that he still had three 

daughters. The two years between that, he had two daughters on 

Wednesday nights. Definitely not on his weekend time with the new 

wife and that precious baby. And when we finally got home, Raena 

ran to me, like she couldnõt even stop herself, and said, òWe missed 

you,ó as she flung her arms around me. I stood frozen. Undecided if I 

should hug her back or not, until, the oddest thing happened, the 

scent of her hair hit me, the feel of someoneõs arms around me, 

someone happy to see me, tinged all the way through me. Without a 

hesitation, I let my arm drift around her. òI missed you too.ó As I 

was holding Raena, I looked to Sloan expecting some snarky 

comment that she usually made, but she only smiled at me, reached 

playfully toward my sister, Cori, and said, òHey, Bitch.ó Cori laughed 

at her and said, òBack at ya, Bitch.ó  

Then that was the moment we became sisters. 

 

Sloan and Cori were soon to turn 13, as me and Raena were soon 

to turn 12, yes, wasnõt our ages just meant to be for our mom and 

their dad? Oh, itõll be so perfect. With the four of us fighting nonstop 

for the past two years, I wondered how òperfectó reality had been for 

them. Sometimes they fought because of our fights. Sometimes the 

four of us had sat together listening to them fight because it was 

entertaining and felt for a brief moment in all the monumental 

changes and transitions they had forced upon us that one moment 

belonged to us, was our victory. We were so powerful we could make 

adults fight. We smiled in those moments, not allowing any wavering 



of if our victory was selfish. It was ours. Sloan even shared her 

cigarettes with us. Cori stole us a bottle of beer we shared.  

Their mother bore on them in those moments. She was striking, 

but emotionless. She usually bore on Sloan more than Raena, which I 

gathered was because Sloan was the oldest and had spent a lot of time 

trying to be emotionally responsible for Raena. Cori had done that for 

me.  

Our parents were shitty. Our lives were shitty. And the four of 

us were the only people we could take it all out on, especially as we 

watched our friendsõ perfect two parent home lives. So in the 

moments we got to make their lives shitty too, the four of us reveled, 

stopped fighting. During one of the listening to their fights moments, 

I had laid my head in Sloanõs lap. She had let me. Cori put her hand 

on Raenaõs for a moment. A subtle moment of acceptance. 

 

 

 

Two years later we discovered IT !!, the greatest thing ever,  

donõt even think I mean sex, weõd been experimenting (game of 

solitaire) with that plenty, something better than sex, something é 

Infinite! Our new obsession. Meredith Grey. She was so jaded 

like us. Cristina. Oh we loved her. Such a fucking pain in the ass and 

thatõs what we loved about Cristina Yang. Yang. Yang. We said it 

constantly, desperately hoping for those dramatic moments we got to 

tell someone off the way she did. Parents, all four of them, had kind 

of forgotten us in the past two years, decided we were òold enoughó, 



whatever that meant, and all we needed from them was money, food, 

and clothes. They supplied all in abundance, but donõt expect talks. 

Take your money and get away from us. Somehow in the past two 

years, the four of us had become inseparable. Learning to pool our 

money so we had quadruple the wardrobe and accessories. Taking 

turns whose night it was to klepto beer. Then we got bold enough to 

take bottles of wine and dared the shitty parents to say a damn thing 

about it. We had found women ten years older than us, but knew 

their circumstances had made them as surly as we were. We couldnõt 

believe it, we had found our TV soul mates, and McDreamy and that 

hair werenõt too bad to look at either. We were all tangled together on 

the couch with stolen wine and not enough closeness as we watched, 

and fell in love, not an NSYNC kind of love. Even that first episode 

we looked at each other, and knew, this is our connector.  

 

A season later HE entered in a towel, steam all around him to 

exude the foreshadowing that the interns would call him McSteamy. 

Mark Sloan. Mmmmmmmmmm. And we all fell much much deeper. 

And that there was a character named Sloan, we just knew, this 

show was written for us!!  

Yes, this was the show that made us é Infinite.  

 

 

 



Sloan moved to get more popcorn out of Coriõs lap as we all 

looked at Addison. òI canõt wait to have my first abortion,ó Sloan 

cried. òYou are a bat-shit crazy bitch,ó Raena declared.  

We all laughed. What she said had been funny, but I studied 

her. Sloan had spent the afternoon with her mother which always 

seemed to spark her need to be daring and dramatic, basically to be 

the fuck noticed. She had been more affected by the forgotten than 

the other three of us. I hoped I was wrong. I hoped she wouldnõt do 

something that stupid as to get pregnant just to have their attention 

again. I made a mental note to go the next day and buy her some art 

supplies. Make her feel noticed. Let her paint me. Nude.  

Sheõd asked a few times, and I had been so inhibited, another 

person limiting her art. Now Iõd give her me.  

 

 

The odd thing about being 16 and 17 is that you can only have 

four in a group. Maybe that never changes, as I thought about 

another TV show, òSex And The Cityó. 

Maybe four is the perfect number for friendships, and it was, but 

for us it meant, we had kind of without meaning to, branded 

ourselves an exclusive club. And we were completely okay with that 

until, there was this meeting at school. òEverything You Need To 

Know About Your Senior Year.ó Oh Dear God, in a little over a year, 

Sloan and Cori will leave us.  



Thus initiated the summer of mourning and pouring over 

òGreyõsó reruns. We bought all three seasons available on DVD and 

held on the couch and watched and clung to each other. 

Raena grabbed the remote and hit pause then stood up and 

looked at all of us, all of us not at the pool or the mall, just mourning 

in silence on a couch on our summer break.  

òWe make a pact. No matter where we all go to college, where 

we live when we get married, no matter where life takes us, we stop 

on Thursday nights, we make a conference call, we pour wine, and we 

all watch òGreyõsó together. Itõs how weõll never lose each other.ó 

òOr ourselves,ó Sloan added. 

òOr ourselves,ó the three of us echoed.  

òYou think after three years of watching òGreyõsó we know how 

to stitch a wound? I think we should seal this pact with blood,ó Sloan 

dared, always looking how to be daring. 

òWhat if we only cut deep enough that Band-Aids and 

Neosporin will heal it in a few days,ó I said, as Sloan smiled at me 

always there to balance her daring side.  

We made the cuts. We watched the blood. We gave our blood to 

each other. Then I took my blood dripping finger and smeared it on 

Sloanõs latest masterpiece. She smiled. òWow, that just enhanced it 

even more.ó Then three more streaks of blood smeared the canvas.  

Cori went for healing supplies, and we all dramatically called out 

òSutureó like we were doing surgery on each other by wrapping our 

blood dripping fingers, so silly, but it unified us.  



Sloan plopped into my bed, burrowed herself into me making 

sure I woke. Annoyance fluffed but filtered immediately as I felt it 

wafting off of Sloan. The undefinable it that trapped Sloan inside 

herself and the odd way I had become the only clandestine confidant. 

I was the fortunate and treasured one because of my ability to see 

pain. I understood one day it would make me a world famous writer, 

but it usually felt like a curse the way I could see people.  

Especially someone I loved as much as Sloan. Her pain I could 

see brighter than others.  

òWhat if I go to state school so I donõt have to move out? I 

donõt want to lose you.ó 

òYou were accepted into RISD, one of the best art schools in the 

world. You canõt give that up. Youõll lose you if you give up this 

opportunity. So few artists have your talents.ó 

òAll I can see for myself is the clich® of the lonely artist. You 

know no one understands me except you, and what if Iõm only 

talented because I have you as my muse?ó 

òSloan, I know it is scary to leave us, but we have our pact. 

Weõll find ways. I promise. Besides at RISD youõll have plenty of 

other tortured artists there. You may never come home to see me.ó 

Sloan laughed. Then it fell on her, the reason for the plopping 

and burrowing. òShe didnõt recognize me today. I tried to make a joke 

about Ferris Buellerõs Day Off about her naming me after the girl in 

that movie, but even that she didnõt seem to connect to. My own 

mother doesnõt recognize me. This is how I start to not exist, slowly 

fade away because the origin is fading, and fading faster than ever. I 



envy Raena, she never possesses one thought about her. Never goes to 

see her. When I go to college, will you, Dani, will you go see her? 

Take her art supplies so she doesnõt fade away completely? Please, 

Dani. I donõt know why after what she did to me that I canõt stop 

loving her, but I canõt. Maybe the forgotten pain feeds my art.ó 

That was a very accurate description of how necessary pain is 

for an artist of any kind, but go see her mother? Iõd never denied 

Sloan anything, I just couldnõt, she was my weak spot. But pain as 

magnanimous as her motherõs so haunted by it she walled it all inside 

herself and shut herself off from the world? I didnõt know if I was 

capable. The word rose up. Daunting. 

I didnõt answer her. Maybe in the fact that she had requested, in 

her mind I had agreed because I never denied her anything. She 

released an adorably serene exhale and fell asleep.  

 

 

At the end of the school day I got into the car with Sloan 

instead of my usual with Cori and Raena. Cori had pulled me out of 

math so it was just us, no steps around. òYou donõt have to do this. 

You can tell her no. Itõs not your torch to carry. We have our own 

problems.ó 

òNot like hers. Ours are still functional assholes.ó 

Cori laughed. òDid you see the picture of his new boat on 

Facebook?ó 



òYeah. You and I will go klepto that one night. Weõll pee on his 

captain seat.ó 

Cori laughed again, that deliciously wicked laugh she loved to 

exude, especially with me.  

She reached for a lock of my hair and twirled it around her 

finger like we were young again instead teenagers standing in a 

hallway at school. òSo youõre going with her?ó 

òYes.ó 

òOkay. Iõll concede. Iõll let you go. But you have to write me a 

poem about it.ó 

I smiled. Sheõd been demanding poems our whole lives. 

Demanding ways I was my best. 

òAn epic poem,ó I said with a smile and a wink. 

òDonõt let it turn you, you know. We all expect it from Sloan, it 

is her torch, but I canõt handle if it takes my little sister too.ó 

òI donõt think it works that way. I think it is a DNA imprint or 

something.ó 

Cori laughed. òOkay.ó But still she pulled me into a long hug 

burrowing our DNA into me. 

As soon as Sloan pulled the car into the driveway, I wondered if 

I had made a mistake. 

It wasnõt just the thought of seeing her mother, it was that 

somehow in the inseparable weõd managed to keep this separate. Our 

former lives before we were thrown into the melting pot.  



Before me was an old house. The kind erected out of character 

and charm. But the weathering of time passing had left its mark, 

especially on this house that didnõt seem as well kept as its 

surrounding sisters. There was a garden that had grown wild and 

lush, but still you could see remnants of when it had been diligently 

maintained and manicured. Like someone at some point had thrown 

their entire selves into this garden. I recognized it. We had one now at 

our current home that every time she pissed him off he retreated to. 

For one moment he wasnõt a step-father, he was a man whoõd 

painfully watched his wife slip away and tried to funnel all the beauty 

she had previously given him into a romantic garden.  

Into a way he could keep her alive. She had chosen the dark arts 

over his beautiful garden.  

The door creaked and wheezed loudly, and Sloan smiled at the 

music it filled her with. Immediately I wanted to run back to the car. 

Sloan grabbed my hand like she saw the thought flash before me. 

òIõm here with you,ó she sang like a lullaby, like please donõt leave 

me. òIt was a beautiful life once.ó 

òThatõs what is so painful. To see how you come here and 

wallow in it.ó 

òI donõt wallow. I surround myself with knowing once they were 

in love. We were made out of love, not the hollowness or the darkness 

theyõve now become. We were made out of love.ó 

The reason she was such a talented artist was because she 

allowed her darkness to encapsulate her and flourish out onto the 

canvas. The darkness was all she seemed to know. 



Here marked a time she knew love.  

òI know it again sometimes with you, and youõre the one I chose 

to share myself with.ó 

She let go of my hand. She knew after that statement I wouldnõt 

have to be held there. 

I let her show me. Pictures of her and Raena so young and 

seriously seeming to be dazzled by gumdrops. Paintings her mother 

had made of the two of them. Love letters from when her parents 

were in college and wildly in love. Paintings of the four of them. Tons 

of paintings of gardens. Her mother seemed obsessed with beautiful 

gardens. She was talented. Immensely. 

I remembered overhearing Sloan and her dad late at night one 

night while everyone slept. Can you go over and tend the garden some, 

Daddy? I canõt, Sloan. I just canõt. He started crying. Iõll want to go in 

that house and shake her and bring her back to me. I may actually kill her 

for what she did to you. I donõt know how you still go there every day. I 

donõt know why I let you. You do know why, Daddy, because youõll 

always love her, and Iõm all she has left. And her damn art.  

My mom had given him a respite too, but she couldnõt possibly 

shine brighter than gardens. 

We walked up the stairs. Another set of stairs to the 3rd floor. 

An entire floor turned studio. 

Sloan drifted to her immediately. òHi, Mama.ó Her mother 

didnõt stop painting, but she let her head drift to Sloanõs. We stayed 

for an hour. Sloan painted beside her mother.  



I knew why she brought me here and asked me to look after her 

mother after she went to college. She needed me to hear her. The 

begging. Please donõt let this happen to me. 

 

 

 

The house felt so vacant without Sloan and Cori. Iõd often find Raena 

in one of their rooms. I didnõt say anything. I just laid on the bed 

with her, ached for them too. Weõd been fractured in half. Thereõs not 

surgery for that. Thereõs hold and mourn. And accept. We were alone. 

 

The season premiere of òGreyõs Anatomyó finally arrived. We 

poured our wine. Raena did the conference call, and you could feel 

our souls unite when the four of us were on together. 

During commercials we filled the gaps. Cori loved getting to 

play soccer at the collegiate level and even more loved juggling two 

men. I found me a McSteamy and a McDreamy. Do they know about 

each other? Have you gone bat-shit crazy? You know I know how to keep 

secrets.  

Silence as we watched Meredith struggle so painfully with her 

motherõs loss of self.  

It seemed like such a symbolic way that Sloan had watched her 

mother lose herself. 



Commercial. Itõs fucking cold as hell here in Rhode Island. Sloan 

couldnõt talk about how affected she was with what was happening 

on òGreyõsó. So howõs senior life? Decided on colleges yet? Raenaõs 

probably going to Berkeley. Sheõs been California Dreaming. It ainõt as 

spectacular as The Mamas and the Papas made it out to be. Wear plenty 

of sunscreen. 

No one had to say shut up as the show came back on, the hush 

lulled over us. You could hear a few sobs as we watched Meredith cry 

and scream out her torment with her mother. 

I realized Sloan also couldnõt talk about Raena going to 

Berkley. As far away as possible. 

And you, Miz Writer? All she can talk about is Sarah Lawrence or 

Brown. Brown! Please Brown. We can be together again! A monumental 

pause from all of us that Sloan had shown so much emotion. I mean, 

you know, it would be cool to bump into you every now and then. We 

laughed.  

The show was over. We stayed on watching some dumb show we 

knew would only make it about six episodes, they loved to launch 

these after òGreyõsó hoping to piggyback on the òGreyõs Anatomyó 

audience, but real fans saw through these dumb shows. Still it gave us 

an hour to stay on the phone, to listen to us breathing, to be together 

again. Goodnight, Bitches.  

 

 

 



The Thursday Conference Call had closed some wounds, but 

expanded some other wounds. 

I missed our foursome and in ways I couldnõt grasp I felt our 

unity was fleeting, like distance wouldnõt just be a physical gap at 

some point in our lives. Some point itõd be emotional too. 

Certainly there would have to come a time where Cori felt more 

united with her teammates. Where they were the ones she did 

conference calls with watching soccer games. Sloan would do the same 

with her artist friends because she was probably right, as she aged 

and dabbled in darkness, fewer and fewer people would understand 

her, maybe not even me. Daunting. 

I decided to skip last period. I sent Raena a text confident she 

would find a ride home. The boy next door was hopelessly in love 

with Raena, had been since we were ten and moved to this 

neighborhood so that neither family was living in someoneõs former 

house ð that might have been one good decision I think they made. 

From the moment he laid eyes on Raena, he was like a dog after a 

bone, and Iõm sure she gave him plenty of bone ð ners haha. She 

never indulged him even a smile unless she needed something. Still 

anytime she smiled, he wagged his tail and filtered into submission 

just to be around her for a minute. Yeah, she had a ride. 

I drove to my spot. My mountains. I hiked and let all of Lifeõs 

tapestry weave beautifully. At the top, I took it out of my backpack. 

The pen and notebook always with me. Never knew when the muse to 

write might hit. She deserved her due. 

 



Her beautiful worship of language she spoke through me. 

I was her slave, her very willing slave to words. 

Ink dripped, flowed as her words did. 

Her tale she flowed in me. 

Poetry was her all. 

Her vessel. 

Me.  

 

Alive was the only true feeling when I allowed myself to be a slave. 

The one thing in my life that seemed to belong to me, even if it didnõt 

because I was merely the vessel. Poetry. Alive. 

 

 

I found her in Sloanõs room, watching Ferris Buellerõs Day Off, 

funny scene, but her tears. She wouldnõt watch òGreyõsó alone. 

Thereõs no way any of us would cheat on us like THAT.  

I climbed a different mountain, into the bed,  

pulled her into my arms, let her speak the unsaid. 

òThis was her favorite movie. She named Sloan after her. She 

always laughed when we watched this movie. She loved the scenes of 

Chicago. How Chicago was alive in this movie.ó 

Weõd lived together for seven years now, and Iõd never heard 

Raena once mention her.  



Maybe with Sloan around she had a mom replacement. Last 

night expanded her wounds too. 

òShe went to art school there. She met my dad in Chicago. He 

held my hand today on the way home. I let him for a moment, but 

then I saw her wither. I yanked away. Love hurts.ó 

Oh Dear God, she loved him too. The boy next door she was 

protecting him é from her. 

 

 

I knew at night he indulged himself. Chocolate. Memories of 

their mom. I took advantage. 

òCori has a soccer tournament in Chicago soon. I wondered if 

youõd get plane tickets for me and Raena and Sloan. Four days we 

could all be together again. They could have her again.ó 

A tear stung his eye. òPromise me youõll take them to the art 

museum. Let them know she was great once. She was so great.ó 

òI promise.ó 

òIõll get the plane tickets. Iõll give you money. Iõll tell you all 

the best pizza places.ó 

I laughed. òYeah, we gotta have that pizza.ó 

òYouõre teasing, but once you have it, you will know that you 

really gotta have that pizza.ó 



I took his hand. I was grateful he gave my mother the veneer of 

love again, even if I could always see his pain. See there was one 

moment heõd sacrifice everything to change.  

As I was leaving the kitchen, òDani?ó I turned around. òThank 

you for all you give to my Sloan. Sheõll really love this trip. She really 

loves you. I have no right to say this, but I hope youõll choose Brown. 

Sloan needs you.ó I saw it. I was capable with her in ways he wasnõt. 

 

 

Sloan looked tormented running toward us in the airport. Who should 

I hug first? My actual sister or my muse? I made it easy on her. I 

slowed down so Raena got to her first. Sacrifice. 

When she finally did have me in her arms, I was sure sheõd never let 

go. She burrowed into my neck, taking in the aroma of my hair and 

my skin and my essence. Comfort. Safety. 

Both rang all the way through her. òYou make me feel so whole.ó 

I kissed her cheek, òI missed you too. So much, Sloan.ó 

Brown. It spoke itself into being then. 

I preferred Sarah Lawrence. 

But. Well. Sloan. 

Sisters. 

 



A Thursday night. Cori busted into our hotel room with the key 

we left for her holding two bottles of wine. òDrunk Bitches watching 

òGreyõsó together again!ó She screamed. 

We released exalted screams and laughs and then were upon her 

for a sisters hug.  

òI heard George is leaving after this season,ó Sloan said as she 

reached for the room service we had ordered. The Worldõs Greatest 

Pizza could wait until tomorrow. 

òWhat?!ó Raena screamed. Then I saw it, the little things sheõd 

said through the years that showed how much she loved George. 

While we were pining for McSteamy, she was pining for Dorky 

Honorable George. Then everything about boy next door clicked.  

He was her George.   

 

 

 

We had done the entire montage. Cubs game. Bean shaped art 

thingy. Bike tour. Navy Pier. But here we were. Standing in front of 

something I never expected. A plaque underneath é 

Gardens of My Soul, and underneath that, McKenzie Wells. 

Captivating. Someone who looked just like Sloan,  

         but pregnant, smiling, looking at her rounded belly,  

         and flowers all around her. Raptured by happiness. 



Raena allowed a tear then a smile, turning to Sloan, òThatõs you 

in there. In her rounded belly. Look how happy she was. She was 

downright breathtaking. Gorgeous. Happy.ó 

Sloan tearfully nodded at Raena. Too choked up to speak. She 

turned back to the painting. 

I took her hand and her pain. This had to be the most 

bittersweet moment of her life.  

Then I knew why he wanted her to see this. He wanted her to 

know how happy she had made McKenzie. That McKenzie was 

talented, but more than talent, happy to have Sloan. 

 

After an hour of looking and hand holding, and well, a lot of 

tears, Cori artfully crushed the moment, òSo, Bitches, I kind of have 

this huge soccer tournament. Itõs my chance to get on Team USA you 

know. I donõt think I should miss it.ó We all busted out laughing. 

Grateful for laughter to come to us and revive and relinquish us from 

this staring prison. Then we busted out of the museum. Coriõs shot. 

There was no way we were going to miss that.  

 

 

 

 

 

 



My arm reached and came up missing. Had my arm found its 

target, I would have curled her to me, molded us to each other falling 

back into a tranquil sleep, but the missing, I jerked. 

I jerked when I heard a noise. She was standing there, beside my 

bed. What are you doing? She looked so vulnerable. I had only known her 

for three months, and all weõd done was fight, but tonight she looked so 

vulnerable. I é um é I é I had a nightmare. Can I sleep with you? 

I looked at the other bed. Raena was sleeping peacefully. I 

glanced at my phone to see a text from Cori: made it to the hotel safely, 

the team doesnõt have the swanky accommodations Sugar Daddy got 

paying for you three to stay in Chicago, haha, are you hitting that? I donõt 

think Momõs hitting it anymore. Maybe we need to prepare for Divorce 

#2. Two more texts, both with: Dani? Then the last one: I guess you 

fell asleep. I loved getting to see you tonight. Goodnight, Sis.  

Damn, that was four hours ago. Iõll wait until the morning, like 

real morning, to text back.  

I grabbed the comforter off the bed and slid onto the balcony. I 

slid onto her lap, She was like a block of ice, sitting in the cold in 

nothing but a tank top and shorts. I moved the comforter around us. 

She laid her head on me. òIõve missed you,ó she said.  

òDo you do this in Rhode Island?ó 

òSit in the cold?ó 

òFreeze yourself?ó 



òIt helps me feel, Dani.ó She nuzzled into my neck. Kissed my 

neck. òOne day I wonõt feel anything, maybe not even Dani that I 

love with absolutely all of me.ó Her kisses trailed. 

I moved before those could make it to my lips. Before I sealed 

myself forever in her hell.  

Maybe one day I would. I would give her access. But for now I 

was only seventeen.  

 

 

 

 

 

òWhy Berkeley?ó I asked when it was just me and Raena on the 

plane ride back home. She stared not answering. òIf you love him, 

why move so far away?ó 

òThatõs why. If I move far away, maybe heõll forget me. Maybe 

heõll move on.ó 

òWhat if you two are destined to be Meredith and Derek? Give 

yourself that chance.ó 

òWhy donõt you take your own advice?ó 

òWhat do you mean?ó 

She stared at me for a long time before she said, òYou donõt 

know, or you donõt want to accept?ó 



òI donõt know how to accept. I donõt know how to sign myself 

over like that.ó 

òYou mean to her darkness?ó 

òYes.ó 

òI donõt think Iõll ever know the whole story. All I remember is 

I spent a week with my grandparents. My mother dropped me off 

there and took off with Sloan. A week later my dad picked me up. He 

took me a few times to visit Sloan in the hospital. I remember once 

Sloan told me the word hypothermia, but Sloan worked hard to 

protect me. Then my mother was in jail for a year. We lived in an 

apartment during that time until he met your mom.ó 

òYouõve never asked Sloan for more details?ó 

òI did once. She shut me down and told me not to ever ask 

again. Youõre the only sense of light that she has.ó 

òDoesnõt that seem like an overwhelming responsibility to 

you?ó 

òTo me, yes, Iõm running from the boy next door who would 

love me unconditionally, but Iõm not you. Youõre made out of much 

tougher stock than me, and you want to be a writer. Unless you want 

to write beach lit shit that doesnõt seem like you, youõll have to learn 

to really allow your charactersõ pain and true selves. She might be 

dark, but sheõs the truest person Iõve ever met. Cristina Yang is your 

favorite character. You like dark and twisty.ó A laugh escaped from 

me. I found dark and twisty fascinating, but take it on full-time? 

 



Mom ran to me as David ran to Raena, encompassing us with 

hugs and oaths of how much they missed us. Then we switched. Mom 

gave Raena a quick hug as David gave me a playful punch in the arm 

saying, òDid you bring me some Ginoõs Pizza?ó òI did, but NSA 

confiscated it probably because they were hungry.ó òDamn 9/11,ó as 

we all laughed.  

This is a fantasy, of course, I saw it on Raenaõs face like mine as 

we were preparing to land. Then we both steeled ourselves up for the 

reality. We got off the plane and reality won with accuracy. No one 

there to pick us up. We helped each other get luggage. We got a taxi.  

Davidõs car wasnõt there. Mom was passed out on the couch 

with an empty bottle of wine on the coffee table. No glass, guess she 

decided that was a formality she could forego tonight.  

We took our luggage up to our rooms then readied ourselves to 

haul her up the stairs. She didnõt fight us, nor help us, and somehow 

we managed to pour her into their bed.  

Raena poured us both a glass of wine. Turned on the fireplace as 

we sat watching the flames. 

òDid he cheat on your mom?ó 

òI think so. I think it was always there lurking in her, but while 

she had his love and promises and our happy life, she was able to 

stave it off. Then when he betrayed her like that, she went off the 

deep end.ó A tear fell down Raenaõs face. òIt was hard to watch her.ó 

I  thought of my own mother. When my father cheated. Now 

with David cheating.  



I took Raenaõs hand. òIõm sorry it was hard on you and Sloan.ó 

òI think harder on Sloan. She learned to cook and clean and help 

me with homework. Sometimes we went weeks that we didnõt see 

Dad, and Mom never left her bed. I prayed so hard every night for 

God to make her my mom again, but it seemed she only got worse.ó 

òItõs why you never go see her?ó 

òI just canõt, Dani. I canõt. I canõt see that house. I canõt see 

how hard I worked to cheer her up. I canõt see Sloan cooking and 

cleaning. Itõs one thing Iõll say about your mom, she never puts that 

responsibility on us, and we always eat well here. I think they forgot 

we were coming home tonight. I mean Iõve thought for a while they 

were distant, but I didnõt think they would put us through this, 

having to drag her to bed like that.ó 

òThe first time I was too little to drag her to bed so I laid there 

and slept on the couch praying sheõd wake up, listening to her breathe 

so I knew she wasnõt dead. I think she really loved my dad, but he 

never loved her. She got pregnant and he was trapped. With your 

dad, I think she felt in competition with my dad, him getting married 

and a baby he was happy about. I think your dad was running from 

everything heõd done to your mom, and I think they both thought 

the other would save them. Now here we are. Two broken homes.ó 

òItõs why you need her too, Dani. Your dad was never 

committed to you; your mom wasnõt really either. Sloan wrote her a 

letter every day while she was in jail and drew her pictures. A court 

order said she couldnõt live with her; still she went every day to see 

her. Thatõs commitment. Sheõs so committed, and to you, it would be 

an even deeper commitment.ó 



òUntil you go out with boy next door, youõre banned from 

giving me love advice.ó 

Raena laughed. òYou donõt think one day?ó 

òRaena!ó 

òOkay. Okay. Iõll leave you alone about Sloan and hope things 

naturally progress.ó 

òYou know you could go on one date with him. It doesnõt have 

to mean a lifetime commitment; it could really just mean one date.ó 

òWith someone whoõs been in love with me for seven years? It 

could just be one date?ó 

òYes. It really could be. It might even be, dare I say é fun.ó 

Raena laughed again then said, òAre the twisted sisters allowed 

to have fun?ó 

I put my hand on hers and leaned in to kiss her cheek then said, 

òYeah. I think we are.ó 

I could see Hope shine her bubbly self on both of our faces for a 

moment, and I hoped it wasnõt fleeting like a million other times we 

had allowed Hope to fluff up our expectations.  

 

 

 

 

 



Cori and Sloan came home for their month long Winter Breaks. Why 

canõt we have that in high school? Iõm suffering from Senioritis way 

too badly lately, but probably a lot of that has to do with being away 

from Sloan and Cori and our foursome, and well, things here at home. 

The first night I felt her climb in my bed and us mold to each 

other. Our bodies seemed to release all the tension weõd been holding 

in without each other. As much as I had missed her, I still turned my 

head before her kisses could take my lips hostage. Tonight was the 

first time sheõd ever said anything about the way I turned away from 

her, òYou donõt éó 

I tried to make a joke, òIf I ever get a chance with Mark Sloan, 

is he allowed to be a freebie?ó 

òIf you get a chance with Mark Sloan, I want to watch!ó She 

said busting out laughing. 

As did I then said, òWell, you just increased your chances.ó 

We both giggled then she pulled me tighter. òIs that what you 

need? Time to be with guys before you surrender to me?ó 

òNo. Itõs only about me and you. Until I know for sure I donõt 

think I should toy with you.ó 

òThatõs real decent of you, Heartbreaker.ó We both laughed. 

She pulled me tighter. Sleep. 

I woke at some point and noticed Coriõs face in front of me. Us 

holding hands. Sloanõs hand around me and Cori, holding Raenaõs 

hand. When I woke for real, there was only Cori there. 



She was already awake, looking at me. I smiled at her, òGood 

morning, Corrine.ó 

She smiled, òWhy, good morning, Danielle.ó We could see 

ourselves when we were three and four and these elaborate tea parties 

we had. They were so real to us, and so fancy that Cori and Dani just 

wouldnõt do while we were at those tea parties. Was that really our 

life once? 

òYou used to be so little, and so cute, and oh those big eyes got 

me every time. Iõd do anything you asked when you turned those on 

me, even stupid tea parties after I had long outgrown those. And ugh 

that raggedy teddy bear you always drug around everywhere.ó 

òYou gave me that bear. That made it so special to me.ó Cori 

smiled the biggest smile.  

òIõve missed you, My Sweet Little Shadow.ó I smiled the biggest 

smile then. 

òIõve missed you too. I donõt even know who I am without you 

here.ó 

òThe school called about your absences. I pretended I was Mom 

and handled it.ó 

òThank you.ó 

òIt canõt continue, Dani, or Brown and Sarah Lawrence may 

rescind their acceptance.ó 

òIõve kept my grades up. Still Perfect Dani with the Straight 

Aõs, just not perfect attendance anymore. Whatõs it even mean? 

Perfect attendance? Who can do that for thirteen years?ó 



òI understand our Chicago trip. You should have taken those 

days, but the constant skipping last period when you do go. You 

could get suspended for cutting alone.ó 

A tear escaped. òSheõs drinking a lot again, Cori. Before I was 

too little to understand. Now I feel like Iõm reliving all of it again plus 

this one too. And picturing all the things that could have happened to 

Sloan. I just wish I knew the whole story. Iõm so lost lately.ó 

òYou could ask Sloan.ó 

òIt feels wrong until sheõs ready.ó 

òOkay, well, that one you know better than I would, but about 

Mom, letõs go.ó 

She jumped out of bed, as I said, òGo where?ó She didnõt answer 

so I followed. 

She busted into Momõs room, jumped on the bed, and screamed 

in her ear, òGet the fuck up!ó 

Mom jumped, so startled. òGoddammit, Corrine. Leave me the 

fuck alone!ó 

òNo. The fuck I will. Youõve still got my little sister to raise, so 

you will get your ass out of this bed.ó Mom was awake now. They 

were staring at each other. I was so terrified. òNOW!ó 

Mom jumped up, and her uncovered titties bounced. She jerked 

clothes on. òFine. Iõm the fuck out of bed. What do you want now?ó 

òFor you to fucking notice it is 10:00am, and your daughter is 

still here. She should be at school, but you donõt care, as long as you 



get to drink all day, right? Dani is falling in a fucking pit because of 

you, and you canõt even bother to notice her. Get downstairs and 

make her some breakfast.ó Mom turned to look at me. It was the first 

moment of my life I felt incapable of reading someoneõs emotions. 

Ashamed? Pissed? Worried about me? Washed-up? 

She couldnõt look at me long. She started to head down the 

stairs. We followed. She made coffee. Stood at the counter waiting on 

it to be ready. òI said for you to make breakfast!ó  

òI will, Cori. Just please let me have some coffee. I will make 

Dani breakfast, I promise.ó 

When it beeped, I made myself a cup and sat at the table. They 

both made a cup. Joined me. 

Awkward silence until Mom whispered, òIt feels too familiar.ó 

òI imagine it does for Dani too. Jesus Christ, Mom, do you know 

what all we watched you do then? How young we were. So what your 

husband is cheating? Get yourself together.ó 

òIõm scared I donõt know how, Cori. Iõm not like you, Soccer 

Goddess. I need a man.ó 

òSo do I. I run several men at once because I canõt be alone, but 

I also canõt give myself to one and watch him destroy me like Dad 

destroyed you. So do that. Go fuck some men. When youõre not 

plastered, youõre still really hot, Mom. Go fuck someone too. Come 

home. Make him dinner. Enjoy his money. Do whatever you have to 

do so you can be a fucking mother.ó 

She turned to me. Took my hand. òDo you do this a lot?ó 



I nodded. A tear ran down. I wouldnõt look at her. òIõm scared 

you wonõt wake up.ó 

Mom lost it then. She busted into tears and launched herself at 

me, gathering me to her.  

òIõm so sorry, Dani,ó she cried as she held me. Was I still asleep? 

Still dreaming? 

She felt so heavy on me. Holding me to her. Sobbing. Like she 

had really lost all of herself. 

Sloan came in, holding some bags from McDonaldõs, then just 

staring at all of us crying.  

òUm, Iõm sorry. I got everyone breakfast after I dropped off 

Raena at school.ó 

òThank you, Sloan. Why donõt you join us, Honey?ó My mom 

said to her so sweetly as she released me and started wiping her face. 

She went to the sink to rinse her face. Then sat.  

I got up and made Sloan coffee. Then we all ate the most silent 

awkward breakfast in history. 

 

Cori pulled up at the school. Sheõd already made Mom call in 

about my tardy. I got out. 

òIõll be here at 3:00. Make sure you stay for last period.ó 

I laughed. òI will. Iõll see you at 3:00.ó 



I clearly drove myself to school every day, well, when I went, 

but this was something Cori needed to do for me today. In the 3 hours 

in between, I feared for Mom, and a little for Cori. 

 

As promised she was there at 3:00. As promised I was still there. 

òHey, last period survivor!ó 

I laughed as I sank into the seat. She pulled off as I said, òSo 

what happened?ó 

òShe took a shower. Had more coffee. We made a menu for 

tonight. Nothing really.ó 

òYou didnõt yell at her anymore?ó 

òWhy didnõt you reach out to me, Dani?ó 

òYouõre at school and juggling soccer and all those guys.ó 

òDani!ó 

òI didnõt know what to do.ó 

òThatõs why you slept on the couch with her when we were 

little? You were scared she wouldnõt wake up? Thatõs a hell of a lot 

for a little kid to carry around. You never told me.ó 

òYou were just as little as me. What could you have done?ó 

òI didnõt feel that way. I didnõt feel as little as you. I felt like I 

was the oldest, so I éó 

òHad to protect me, and be cheerful for me all the time. Now 

weõre both fucked up.ó 



òI donõt think she could die from wine just so you know.ó 

òYou think aspiration discriminates based on the type of 

alcohol?ó 

òNo. But it happened to a girl in our dorm this semester, and 

Iõve never seen Mom like her.ó 

òIõm sorry, Cori. That had to be hard for you, but youõre 

pretending everything is fixed.ó 

òWith Mom? I donõt think itõs fixed, Dani, but I know she loves 

you. Itõll fix some things.ó 

I laid my head on her shoulder. She reached one hand to my face 

for a second. Kissed me. 

òPlease listen to me, Dani, in eight months, you wonõt be there, 

so whoõs going to make sure she wakes up then? However, if you keep 

doing that in the next few months, you will be there, taking classes at 

the community college, getting knocked up like she did. You deserve 

so much more. You deserve the best. You were accepted into an Ivy. 

Walk in it, Babe.ó 

 

When we pulled into the driveway, Mom was sitting on the 

porch. òCan I talk to you?ó It was mid-December, but she was 

making an effort it looked like. She was really pretty. Cori went into 

the house. I sat on the bench beside Mom. She took several deep 

breaths. òIõve been quite a shitty mom for the past ten years.ó 

òMaybe not the entire ten years.ó 



She laughed.  

òI lose myself entirely when I donõt have a man, and Iõm 

making my girls lose themselves too. Cori is scared to let a man 

destroy her, and Iõve never even seen you date a guy.ó 

My gift/curse rose up. Her pain. It was too visible. The 

writer/creator in me rose up too. òWhen you were a little girl, what 

career did you dream about having?ó 

She smiled. Then. òItõll sound so silly.ó 

òSo what if it does?ó 

She smiled at me again. òI wanted to give women manicures. I 

wanted to make them feel good about themselves, and Iõve always 

loved the way women talk when theyõre treating themselves to 

something extra, something special like a manicure.ó 

òThat doesnõt sound silly at all, Mom. You should go to school. 

Give that to yourself.ó 

ò37 might be too old for school.ó I started to rebut, but she put 

her hand on my mouth. òThis conversation, Iõm going to be the Mom, 

not you for a few minutes, okay?ó 

I smiled. Nodded. òI canõt imagine how scared you were when 

you were little seeing me like that, thinking I might die. And I canõt 

imagine, even now itõs any less scary. Iõve been here before; it should 

be something I can deal with better this time. Maybe I didnõt really 

deal with it with your father. I drank then met David and swung on 

different highs with him.ó 

òIs that what love is? Swinging on highs?ó 



òIõm definitely no expert, but I donõt think it should be. I think 

it should be more balanced.ó 

She took a really long breath, exhaled like she was exhaling the 

weight of the world. Then. òI also canõt imagine how hard it has been 

to watch your father in his other life.ó 

òLogically, I think heõs older, itõs a marriage and kid he wanted, 

but every picture of them hurts so badly. Like whatõs wrong with me 

that I wasnõt worth enough for him to love me?ó 

òThatõs how I always felt too, like something mustõve been 

wrong with me because he was so happy with the new wife. I wish I 

could tell you a lie, but all I can say is heõs really shitty.ó  

I laughed. òYeah, he is.ó 

òBut heõll be paying for Brown or Sarah Lawrence. I made sure 

of that for you.ó 

òI donõt want his money, but I also donõt think Iõll have a good 

life coming out of college with all of that debt, especially either of 

those schools.ó 

òTake his money. A fabulous education is the least he owes 

you.ó I nodded at her. òIõd like to promise you that everything, 

including me, will change and be super super wonderful, but Iõd 

rather not lie to you. All I can promise is tonight. I got you girls a shit 

load of snacks for you all to watch òGreyõsó together again. Cori said 

it is the winter finale. I can promise tonight.ó 

òTonight is a good promise, and for the past twenty minutes, 

you definitely were not a shitty mom.ó Mom laughed. òWhen we 



came back from Chicago, Raena said that you always did a good job 

with food. She appreciated how well theyõve always eaten here. I need 

a promise.ó 

She looked at me, hesitantly, but waiting for what I needed. 

òThis is their home. They need a mom probably more than me and 

Cori, and they need a home. If you and David divorce, please always 

let this be their home too. Let us always have the four of us. Please.ó 

òThatõs not even a question, Dani. I know it is different, but in 

a way, theyõre my daughters too. Iõd always want all four of you to 

have a place for Christmas and summer breaks.ó 

òThank you.ó 

òThose first two years, I never could have imagined the way you 

all would bond. I was sure you were all going to kill each other.ó I 

laughed. òBut your closeness is so beautiful now.ó 

òI think it feels like the greatest part of all of us. I hope weõll 

always have it.ó 

òAm I allowed to say anything about that?ó 

òOf course.ó 

òYou and Sloan. I know sheõs not your sister, but there would 

be no way to maintain the four of you if you two ever broke up. I just 

want you to have everything I never had.ó 

I let it sink in what she said. For one moment of my life I 

decided I was exhausted thinking of possible endings, and I was so 

proud of what came out of my mouth, òShe truly loves me. I donõt 

think youõve ever had that. So someone who truly loved me would be 



something you never had. What do you think I should give to have 

that chance once in my life?ó 

òEverything. You should give everything if you can truly have 

love even once in your life. Even Sarah Lawrence so you two really 

would have a chance if you think it could be love.ó 

òI donõt have to think. I feel it every time we hold each other. I 

know it is love.ó 

òThen whatõs stopping you, Baby?ó 

I stared at her. I did know, but I couldnõt say it to my mom. 

òIõll know when it is right.ó 

She twirled a lock of my hair in her hand like Cori did 

sometimes, like I guess Cori had learned from her. òTrust your 

instincts. I agree. Youõll know when it is right.ó 

òThank you for your honesty today, Mom, but itõs getting cold 

out here.ó She laughed and took my hand leading me inside.  

Raena and I worked on homework, we wanted that out of the 

way to enjoy òGreyõsó with our foursome. Cori and Sloan helped Mom 

make dinner. He didnõt show up. We invited Mom to join us for 

òGreyõsó, but she said she wouldnõt dare intrude on our time together 

like that.  

Before the show started, I walked upstairs and gave her my 

favorite bottle of nail polish. She smiled at me. òIõve never seen 

myself as the eggplant purple kind of woman.ó 

òGo a little crazy tonight, in a healthy way,ó I said with a wink. 

She smiled and nodded. 



I crashed onto Cori. She laughed. Moved a little so she could 

hold me and reach for snacks.  

It felt so infinite to have them home. To watch òGreyõsó. To eat 

junk food together.  

To all sleep together on the couch. Until Mom woke us up, in 

time to make breakfast and drive me and Raena to school. Obviously 

we could drive ourselves, but never underestimate a woman who has 

something to prove, especially something to prove to herself.  

 

 

 

Cori and Sloan picked us up from school. I saw Sloan get out 

and get in the backseat. I did too. I molded into her. She kissed my 

forehead as Cori launched into her teasing, òMade it through a full 

day of school on the day before Winter Break. Way to go, Dani.ó  

Cori drove us into the quaint part of town. To our favorite coffee 

shop that made hot chocolate that tasted like it had magic woven in 

somehow. Our favorite table was waiting for us. Raena and I hadnõt 

been here without them. There were ways we couldnõt cheat. 

òAre you guys going to see any friends while youõre home?ó I 

asked as I drank the magic. 

They looked at each other, shared a moment and a thought, 

then turned back to us. 



òItõs different, Dani,ó Sloan started. òHigh school, you think it 

will last forever, but the moment you leave it, you realize how trivial 

it was. Theyõre all still here, all going to community college like it was 

Grade 13. Cori and I, weõre different now. Youõll see soon.ó 

Then Cori took over, òBut we are taking you guys to dinner 

then the football game tonight.ó 

òFeeling that Wildcat Fever?ó I teased.  

òSeems like theyõre doing well. It was all there was in the 

paper,ó Cori said rolling her eyes, sheõd always resented that none of 

the female sports received such support from the whole town.  

òYeah, looks like they have a real shot at State Championship. 

But we donõt have éó 

òWe have scarves, gloves, sweaters, and Wildcat jackets in the 

car for you. We take care of our sisters,ó Sloan said with a smile and a 

wink. That was definitely true. Theyõd always taken care of us. 

òDadõs coming home tonight, and I think they need to talk.ó 

òYou saw Dad?ó Raena asked. 

òNo, I didnõt. We heard Paige on the phone with him. She 

sounded really strong.ó 

I looked to Cori. To Sloan it may seem strong, but we knew her. 

òShe did, Dani. She did. As she was talking to him, she kept looking 

at her purple fingernails like a Superwoman cape you must have 

given her.ó I smiled so big at my sister. Although on the phone was 

one thing, in his presence with all the daughters out of the house, was 

something different entirely.  



The game was a little weird having Cori and Sloan there. The 

whole town was there so why shouldnõt they be? But it was different. 

I saw it immediately the way people interacted with them. They said 

all the right things, how happy they were for them to pursue soccer 

and art, but there was an underbelly to what they were saying, words 

conflicted with emotion, and the underbelly was we hate you, you got 

out, and you come here and show us all how we sold ourselves out by 

not wanting more for ourselves. Sloan had been right. They still did 

everything here like they had gone to Grade 13, and here were the 

trespassers. The unwelcomed.  

I hadnõt really thought about all the people in their class in the 

past few months, but they were still hanging around all the school 

events, living with their parents, coming to parties like they havenõt 

graduated, like they have no clue how to move on. No more skipping. 

I made a vow to myself. I could handle ending up like Mom, but 

them, no way in hell.  

When we got home, we had no idea what to expect, but they 

were sitting at the kitchen table. Opposite sides, but not seeming like 

they were fighting, just kind of giving each other space. Mom moved 

immediately to get us all some cider she had made that day, put some 

Christmas cookies on the table for us. Briefly touched and kissed my 

head. I saw it. I saw it all my life how happily sheõd always fed us, 

cooked for us, made our favorite treats, and always delivered those 

with a touch and kiss on my head. I remembered her doing that to 

Cori when she was maybe seven, before the world broke, and Cori 

grabbed her hand. Stop. Iõm too old for that. Cori couldnõt see the 

saddened look on her face. The way she pretended it didnõt stab her in the 

heart, but I saw it, and I never ever told her I was too old for her kisses.  



I turned harshly on David, òYou know youõre really not good 

enough for her.ó 

The whole table waited for his reaction. He looked ashamed. 

òYeah, I know. I have a problem. I think Iõve had it since I was a 

kid, this way I need tons of women to validate me. Iõm here tonight 

because I spent the past two days in a sex addict clinic. Iõve asked 

your mom to let me get help, and for us to go to counseling. I do 

really love your mom, and I think both of us have a lot from our 

childhoods, previous marriages, and our marriage that we both could 

use some help with. It broke my heart for her to tell me the things 

weõve passed on to you girls. The bad habits and reluctance for love. 

Nothing is going to change overnight, Girls, but Paige and I would 

like to give all of you a really nice Christmas. We know how excited 

you all are to be together again. We want it to be nice.ó 

Cori shocked me. She went over and stood with Mom who was 

standing by the counter. She pulled Mom into her arms. Since the 

world broke, Cori hasnõt been affectionate with Mom.  

Invi sible war had been the only words I could assemble anytime 

they were together. Weak. It had been all Cori saw in her. Not 

enough. It had been all Mom felt around Cori.  

But Cori had gone to her. Pulled her into such a loving hug. Like 

she would give her strength. òYou donõt have to, Mom.ó 

Mom smiled at Cori, put her hand on her face. òIõm not doing 

anything right now except giving my girls and myself a nice 

Christmas. And giving David a ôweõll seeõ. We donõt know if the 

marriage is salvageable, but we both want to save ourselves for the 

first time. Thereõs no responsibility for either of us to save the other. 



If there can be a marriage after that, then that will be a bonus. If it 

canõt, weõll both be better people and parents because of this time.ó 

Sloan looked like she was going to explode, but her voice was 

scary calm, òSex addict.ó 

David didnõt respond. He looked like he was waiting on the lava 

to vomit from the volcano. 

òI suffered a horrifying artic prison and almost died because 

youõre a sex addict!ó She jumped up. Her chair fell back and hit the 

floor she had jumped so forcefully. òThatõs nothing but a goddamn 

copout. Youõre just selfish! You hurt her! You broke her completely! 

And you just get to go on and marry someone else and be okay while 

sheõs so not okay.ó The visceral anger escalated to peak too rapidly, 

then poured down her face like broken slivers of glass, like icicles, 

then the chill crept into her voice, òAnd neither am I.ó 

She bolted out of the room. I stood. Looked directly at him. 

òNice Christmas so far.ó 

Then I went after my love, I thought I could see my heart take 

those stairs before my body. 

The minutes I allowed. The depths from which her tears poured. 

The moment I feared sheõd go blank, nothingness, void, trampled by 

her former self and her trauma. I jerked. Her up. 

I grabbed one of her blank canvases. I splattered silver paint all 

over it. Then black. The splatter looked really cool, especially as I 

couldnõt draw stick people. Then I grabbed the red and made a heart. 

Then wrote, I love you, Sloan. Frozen depths arenõt even as far as I 

would go to warm you with my love. I turned to her to see her tears that 



seemed to have shifted to lovingly affected, creeping back to me. òI 

canõt paint, but I can make art with words.ó 

She smiled. She walked to me. Put her hand on my face. òI love 

your splatter paint as much as I love your words. The perfect 

combination of us.ó Then I was the one smiling.  

We stayed frozen in the stare for treasured moments, allowing a 

beautiful life together to thaw between us. Until she said, òHis selfish 

ass brought me you, the greatest gift ever.ó We fell into a loving hug, 

wanting more, crisping the edges of those thoughts. Until. Time.  

 

Top. My place I was sharing with her. Plopping. Down. Smiling. Her 

before me. I saw. Us. òYou canõt move anything, even your lips,ó I 

demanded. She nodded. òClose your eyes.ó She smiled. Obeyed. My 

breath quickened, caught my throat on fire. Closed my eyes. Decided 

to seize the moment, even if I was shaking, burning, dying for her.  

Open. Enough to make sure I landed at the destination. Her lips.  

So soft. Close eyes. Feel. Sparks. She couldnõt obey me. 

Her hand reached to my leg. Rested. Slight. 

Moving. Surrender to her touch. 

On my leg. Those lips. 

That kiss. Love. 

MUAH.  

me 



I was always finding myself at the top of this mountain, and 

now finding. Time. Right. All. I pulled away. She opened her eyes 

with a big smile to greet me. òI thought if the first one was in a 

bedroom, thereõd be way too much pressure.ó 

She smiled bigger, so affectionate. òThatõs probably true.ó 

I wasnõt even sure if it qualified as òa real kissó, but it had been 

ours. I had given it to her. 

I turned around. Laid into her. She wrapped her arms around 

me. We looked at the view.  

Thereõd be more. We both knew it. But why rush anything? 

Especially when the moment was frozen in perfection. Me in a RISD 

sweat shirt. Her in a Brown sweat shirt. Irony? Or acceptance?  

We held hands. We looked at a breathtaking view. We had this 

one moment. Together. Frozen sparks. Waiting patiently. 

Questionable, but waiting. And loving. Love.   

 

 

Descent. Mid-way down Sloan grabbed my hand and spun me to 

her, her hands were on my face so fast, she was there, lips intersecting 

and no longer holding to the simple pleasures. Lips parted, tongues 

found passion, that surmounted rapidly until I felt past present 

future. Breathing so hard as there was a pause, but her forehead 

rested on mine. Her hand on my face. òDani,ó through the quickened 

excited breaths. òSloan,ó through my own breaths.  



I knew this mountain. I knew we were close to one. I turned to 

look. Found. A big rock. 

She followed me and sat with me. òI think this will be really 

hard, but I canõt have this time to make love to you then you go back 

to college and Iõm left here. And after that kiss, a part of me doesnõt 

know if I can wait much longer. What do we do, Sloan?ó 

òWell, those are different statements. Me going back to college. 

And me leaving you. Iõll never leave you, Dani. Iõve been in love with 

you since the moment I laid eyes on you. I know all you wanted in 

that moment was to make me disappear, and that haughtiness of 

yours made me love you even more. Full of fire that could melt my 

ice.ó I smiled so big. òAnd you have. Youõve made me feel again. 

Youõve made me reach depths of myself as an artist, as a woman, as a 

human being. You made me go to RISD. I offered to stay with you.ó 

òYou had to, Sloan. You had to go to RISD.ó 

She smiled, òI know, Baby, and thank you for making me. I 

love it there. Being back here has really cemented for me how much I 

love it there, and in a few short months Iõll have you there with me. I 

hope. As much as RISD is such a part of me, I wouldnõt want you 

giving up Sarah Lawrence if you feel it is a part of you. Itõs a train 

ride away. Weõd make it work.ó 

òIõve never gotten to walk on either campus. I just love Sarah 

Lawrence because of Kat from 10 Things I Hate About You.ó  

Sloan laughed, òWe sure are addicted to our movies, arenõt we?ó 

I laughed, òDo you remember when we watched that?ó 



òYes. Vividly. Because as she said, ôI donõt hate you at allõ you 

took my hand and smiled at me. It was one of my favorite moments 

of my life, even if I was only thirteen.ó 

òI want a chance at us, Sloan. I want to know love. The more I 

research, the more I want Brown, not just because of you, but for me. 

An Ivy League, and the English department.ó 

òIt is quite an impressive English Department. Iõve been doing 

research. Hoping. Hoping.ó 

We stared, smiling, for a long time. òWhat if you could? Walk 

both campuses? Between Christmas and New Yearõs, we could go. 

Our foursome. Maybe get Rae to fall in love with something on the 

East Coast.ó Then her face lit up. òWe could watch the ball drop in 

Times Square! Ice skate at Rockefeller Center. Let you write in 

Central Park. Letõs do it, Dani.ó 

òWhat about éó 

òDavid and Paige? Let them have several days to have to deal 

with themselves. If this time really is about them saving themselves 

instead of their marriage, then let them deal with themselves. Youõve 

been babysitting her too much, and I think you could use a break.ó 

I smiled at her. òRoad trip! And I can show you guys RISD. Iõd 

love getting to show you.ó 

òI love it, Sloan. I think Cori and Raena will too. But we started 

this conversation about éó 



She put her hand on my mouth. òWeõre artists. We donõt plan. 

We love the muse when she inspires; making art so beautifully as 

making love, weõll know when to welcome inspiration.ó 

I put my hand to hers and pulled it from my mouth so she could 

see me smile at her. She leaned in to my smile with her own as our 

eyes locked then so did our lips. Our tongues.  

I loved kissing her. How had I ever lived without this before?  

How could I ever live without it now? 

When the kiss broke, probably out of us both needing to 

breathe, otherwise it would have continued infinitely - I hope kissing 

her does continue infinitely, Sloan rested her forehead on mine. I 

loved the way she did that, like a way she was fortifying our kisses.  

Then she pulled back but still looking at me said, òCan I talk to 

you about something?ó 

òAnything.ó 

òShe was already somewhat known, considered a little talented, 

but after she had a breakdown so badly she almost killed her own kid 

and spent a year in jail, she was legendary. She has all these, I donõt 

know the word, cult acolytes maybe. They worship her. They feed 

her, they sell her art, pay her bills, fluff up her ego of how glamorous 

her torture is. All of them stand around waiting on the minute she 

deems theyõre the one sheõll fuck for a minute. Itõs sick. Itõs fucking 

crazy, honestly. Iõve always asked them not to be there in the 

afternoons, and they did always respect that. My time with my 

mother. I used to ride my bike after school, miles there and miles 

home. I havenõt, Dani, since I left for college, I havenõt written her 



one letter, made one phone call, I havenõt gone to see her since Iõve 

been home for Winter Break. I think Iõve realized Iõm about as sick as 

they are, except worshipping her torture, I worship someone who 

doesnõt exist anymore, who hasnõt since the moment she dropped off 

Raena with our grandparents. Iõve met at least three personalities. 

When she had me those days, I met them all then, and since I went to 

visit her at various times, they were who was in charge of her. One of 

the personalities doesnõt know me at all, like this part of her that 

wished she never had me. Iõm so glad Raena has never met any of 

those personalities, but Iõm sure Dad did, and blaming him forever 

for her choices, itõs another part of me that is in denial. I think he 

really loved her, but she wasnõt like Paige, she loved art more than 

him, more than anything, and this life she has now, I have to know 

she loves it, maybe she always wanted it, the fame for the tortured 

artist and the worship. She seems to really love the worship, of course 

so does he in his way, so no way for that to work out if two people 

need to be worshiped. They talked about her in one of my art classes. 

Her art before and after, a look at how devastation enhances art. 

They all talked about what she did to me was like this rite of passage 

for her to be great, for her to have followers, for them to want to be as 

tortured and as sick as she is. Iõm so fucking glad she always kept her 

maiden name, but one person in my class did say to me, ôYou know 

you kind of look like her.õ I just said, ôYeah, Iõve been told that 

before.õ Sometimes I think Iõve completely blocked it out, but I 

remember how many times during those days that she told me that 

this was going to make me an amazing artist, the pain will come 

through on the canvas, people will find me mysterious and worship 

me. I was nine years old, and up to that point my art had been quaint 

and colorful and fun, my art had been fun once, even painting with 



her had been so fun, like something we did together, and I even 

remember Raena hanging out with us with her books, never painting 

with us but she loved hanging out with the artists. But during those 

few days I painted out of fear, and I painted darkness and craziness to 

please her because I was sure she was going to kill me. I didnõt even 

know where we were. I was so scared, Dani, and so cold, and then it 

was so cold, I went nowhere, numb, I felt my life leaving me, until I 

finally begged her to please let me go. I think somewhere in my 

begging I finally reached my mother not the other tortured artist 

personalities, and she released me. My mother snapped into being and 

saw me. Iõll never forget the look on her face as she said, ôYouõre so 

purple, Baby, we got to get you warm.õ She took me out of there, 

carried me out because I was seriously almost dead, and I donõt know 

how she wasnõt but she was pumping adrenaline through her with her 

frenzy is all I can gather. As soon as we got to the hospital, they 

arrested her. Once I was stable, I still wouldnõt say much to the 

investigators, but my hypothermia was extreme enough for 

everything they needed. She always told me that she did it because 

she loved me, because she wanted to make me a great artist, and I 

guess she succeeded, I am a fucking great artist, but Iõm haunted by 

her, by those days, by her personalities, by being forced to paint like 

that, by all she said during those days. And oddly I am also 

comforted by an angel. Something saved me, Dani, something made 

her snap back right before I died, and Iõm so grateful, but so 

conflicted by the light and the dark in me.ó 

She stopped for a moment as tears ran down her face. òI know 

youõre scared to love me. I know youõre a little scared of my darkness, 

maybe even scared Iõll end up as sick as her. Iõve broken the 

addiction, Dani. I swear these last few months away from her, I 



havenõt once tried to write her, or call, or in any way need her. Iõve 

even allowed a lot of light in my art. Iõve been studying angels, and 

Iõve even signed up for a class on angels next semester. I donõt want 

to lie to you. It will always be a part of me, but I want you to be the 

greater and the best part of me, Dani. I donõt think you even know 

how much I love you. With all of me.ó 

I took her hands, òLook at me.ó She turned that tear stained 

face to me. òI love you too.ó There was a hint of a smile through her 

tears. òThank you for trusting me enough to share all of that with 

me. That was so brave, Sloan.ó 

òIõve always known I couldnõt have you completely until I gave 

you me completely.ó 

I smiled and said, òIõve always been a little afraid of the details 

I donõt know. I went once like you asked me to, but I guess with you 

at college the leave in the afternoon rule didnõt need to stand. The one 

who answered the door looked at me like she wanted to devour me.ó 

òI would have fucking killed her.ó 

òDonõt worry. I ran back to my car and got the fuck out of 

there. Itõs a really scary place.ó 

òIt should be. Itõs ran by a really fucking scary monster.ó She 

stopped a second. òThatõs the first time Iõve been honest about what 

my mom is.ó The look of pure relief and release on her face was 

divine, almost angelic, and so beautiful. I smiled so big at her. She 

smiled back. òYou look so much like the first time we met Paige. One 

weekend you guys were at your dadõs. She had us over to your old 

house. She was so sweet. She was such a good cook. I went to the 



bathroom and snuck in your room. Maybe I fell in love with you then. 

There was a poem on your desk about how you were going to find 

true love so you were never washed in the wine like her. I remember 

that line so vividly. I almost wonder if a part of me made a vow to 

love you as I read your poem. I read it like five times. I laid on your 

bed for a minute. I allowed this dream of us in an apartment, the 

warehouse kind, so thereõs no walls, just lots of room for my canvases 

and your pages. And our big imaginations and all of our love. I was so 

young, so I didnõt see anything sexual, except I remember one 

moment you looked up from your writing and smiled at me, and it 

was the warmest moment of my life. And I hadnõt even met you yet. I 

probably willed Dad and Paige to marry in that moment so I could 

meet you. I know you have your struggles with her, but Iõm so 

grateful for Paige. Sheõs always been so kind to me and Raena. 

Always treated us so well. And she made you, so I love her.ó 

I smiled so big. òGod, I canõt even be mad at you for snooping in 

my room. You made that sound so beautiful.ó I drew her to me. òYou 

really have always loved me. The real me.ó 

I sealed her love for me in a beautiful kiss, and prayed to her 

angel that I could do her love justice, that I could love the real her 

back to full capacity. Iõm getting addicted to her kisses.  

We both smiled as we pulled away. I pulled her to me. I loved 

the way we fit. I had always felt that way. Since I was ten and that 

first night she came in my room asking to sleep with me, I felt our 

bodies fit together. And through the years, I always felt we grew 

together. Fit.  



We stayed holding a while, honoring all sheõd been able to share. 

A part of me wondered if my kiss had made her strong enough, or 

given her enough, she knew she wanted all of me, and to have all of 

me, I had to have all of her. I still didnõt, not the scariest moments of 

those days, sheõd been quite general talking about that part, but 

sheõd talked about it, and I had to recognize that maybe she didnõt 

have all of those pieces either. She was only nine years old. She was 

mostly fighting to stay alive, and I knew the mind was so powerful, it 

was a very powerful protection cloaking device, but it allowed her the 

art. She gave those moments to the art, and she wanted to give her 

beauty to me. Something in that made me so beautiful.  

As we stood to finish our descent down the mountain, Sloan 

looked back at the rock where we had been sitting and said, òOur 

truth rock.ó I laughed. òMarriage, it can get really complicated as we 

both already know. Anytime we feel ours is too complicated, weõll 

just bring the other to sit here on our truth rock, and maybe 

everything will innately fix itself.ó 

I smiled. Then said, òA few kisses and youõre already proposing? 

Slow down a little.ó 

She laughed. òFuck you. You know youõre gonna marry me.ó 

òMaybe, but maybe I like playing hard to get.ó 

She rolled her eyes. òYes, Heartbreaker, youõre the queen of 

that game.ó I laughed. I hiked down. I felt different. Everything felt 

different. This was my favorite hike ever, that I had shared this part 

of myself with her. That I could feel her behind me hiking, like hiking 

usually gave to me, I knew she was letting Lifeõs tapestry weave.  



Christmas did turn out to be really nice. David had gotten a 

beautiful tree, one that really made my mom smile and smile even 

more as we all decorated it with her, drinking her cider, dancing to 

music. She had bought us all these Christmas pajamas that had, 

òBaby, Itõs Cold Outsideó (the only Christmas song she liked, which I 

respected about Mom) and these cute snowflakes. They were cute 

enough and not too cute to make us vomit so we wore those on 

Christmas Day. All still a little sleepy, so we basically shifted from 

cuddling in my bed to cuddling on the couch. Mom smiled at her four 

girls. Brought us all coffee. Cori requested some Kahlua in the coffee. 

Mom looked a little hesitant, but she could rarely deny Cori. 

Delicious. Kahlua was my new favorite obsession. Which Mom hated 

when I said that. But she laughed then said, òWell, I really donõt 

have any babies anymore,ó so I let her touch my head and kiss my 

head, and I had to admit, not just for her, I had always loved when 

she did that. I also had to admit I had always believed in the magic of 

Christmas, not the religious stuff, but in the sparkly decorations and 

the cold making people snuggle and have hot chocolate and cider and 

have closeness. My mom truly seemed so happy to have us all home, 

to cook a big breakfast for all of us, a few moments she smiled at 

David, a few moments he put his hand on her back, and she let him, 

but I noticed once he tried to wrap his arms around her, that she 

shifted, like I used to shift before Sloanõs lips could reach mine. But 

not anymore. So I looked over at her, and we both smiled and 

envisioned all the kisses we shared. 

Tormented conflict was all I saw on Momõs face as she opened a 

stunningly gorgeous diamond necklace, earrings, and bracelet. It 

looked like at least $10,000 in that box! 



Tears misted her eyes. She looked up at him. òTheyõre really 

beautiful, David, thank you.ó 

òNot nearly as beautiful as you, Paige.ó She merely nodded. But 

even in her pajamas, she put those on, like she couldnõt not.  

The moment felt so awkward, but Sloan did what Sloan did. òIf 

I do end up a broke struggling artist, I know where to come to klepto 

some loot.ó We all busted out laughing. Even Mom who touched her 

face. Sheõd always had quite the weak spot for Sloan too.  

We saw boy next door standing awkwardly outside. Raena 

excused herself to the restroom, and we all practically ran to the 

dining room so we could watch. She had gone to her room, scaled 

down the trellis, we watched him go help her down. We watched them 

so awkwardly give each other gifts. Then he finally did it! He took 

control, threw the box she was holding on the ground, and swept her 

up into his arms, and gave her such a romantic kiss I could hardly 

believe from such an adorably dorky guy. Maybe heõs been watching 

òGreyõsó. Raena went weak in the knees, like during the kiss she had 

to grab onto him for dear life or sheõd fall. And she was falling alright. 

Falling so madly in love, and all we could do was smile.  

Until David said, òJesus, do I need to go show the boy my gun.ó 

We all laughed, and Sloan said, òLeave her alone, Dad.ó He put 

his hand on her shoulder. She let him. We scattered like cockroaches 

when he finally did release her from the kiss.  

She came in the door, none of the scale back up the trellis 

shenanigans. Her face was red. She was smiling with the dreamiest 

expression on her face. Holding her gift. Holding herself against the 



door. Her sisters joined her. She smiled at us. òIõm in trouble. Big 

trouble.ó 

We all smiled. Sloan went to her and gave her a big hug. òEnjoy 

it. You like trouble.ó 

Raena laughed. òI definitely liked that he finally took charge. 

Stood up to me, and took me.ó 

òYep, thatõs what makes a man a worthy competitor.ó  

Then Raena screamed, did a little dance, òMerry Fucking 

Christmas!ó 

 

In the afternoon, I watched Mom sneak upstairs. I followed. She 

went to her room, and pulled something out of a drawer. When I saw 

her go to the drawer, I was scared she was getting alcohol, not that I 

minded her having Kahlua or wine with us, but I didnõt want her 

sneaking it by herself. She didnõt pull out alcohol. She pulled out a 

picture frame. She sat in her chair; like I was drawn to her in that 

moment, I went to sit in her lap. It was a picture of her and me and 

Cori. I was four. Cori was five. Our Christmas pajamas. Hot chocolate 

on my face. Tangles all in my hair. Cori had lost her first tooth and 

that goofy smile. Mom kissed me, sitting in her lap, looking at the 

picture with her. òMy girls. I just always return to this picture 

because I remember how excited you were that Christmas. Your 

excitement was infectious and you made all of us so excited too, even 

your dad. Dani, I love you so much.ó 



I smiled at her. I kissed her. òI love you too, Mom. God, you 

look so gorgeous and radiant in that picture.ó I touched her new 

necklace. òAre you keeping this?ó 

òI donõt know, Dani. I donõt have to decide that today. Today I 

just get to be a woman in my pajamas draped in diamonds.ó  

I laughed at her. òWell, they are really pretty diamonds.ó She 

smiled at me. I got up. I went to her drawer. I knew if she kept the 

picture, she had it. I was right. I took it back to the chair, sank into 

her lap, and listened as she read Goodnight, Moon to me like when I 

was four.  

òMerry Christmas, My Precious Dani.ó  

òMerry Christmas, Mommy.ó She cried and smiled.  

 

 

The trunk was so full we could barely close it. The backseat was 

full of tons of food Mom made for us to take with us. David handed 

Cori $2000 to make sure we had plenty of gas and food money as heõd 

already paid for our hotel in NYC. He gave her directions he had 

printed out for her. From here to Providence. From Providence to 

Bronxville. Bronxville to NYC.  

Then NYC back home. That was the most important to make 

sure we all got back home.  

I could hardly believe they were letting four teenage girls go off 

like this, but they had been very supportive of the trip when Sloan 

mentioned it. Of course they could rarely say no to Sloan. Either of 



them, but with David, I always felt like he felt guilty so he couldnõt 

deny her anything she ever requested, especially sisters time.  

Mom hugged us all. Told Cori she better bring her babies back to 

her. All four of them. That made Raena and Sloan smile so big. Cori 

winked at her and made a promise. Then we were off. Music blaring so 

loudly, us dancing. Raena up front as co-pilot.  

One bridge, and the city all lit up, and I fell completely in love 

with Providence.  

Raena had fallen asleep. Sloan had fallen asleep. There was me 

and Cori. Her smiling at me from the rearview mirror saying, òI could 

totally see you here.ó I smiled back at her and nodded. òWake her up. 

I need her to get us to her apartment.ó Sloan was not a dorm person. 

It was soooo cold with her being away, and planning to be away 

for a month. She turned the heat on, and we shivered taking in her 

apartment. Open, artsy, canvases everywhere. But all I could see 

were the ones above her bed, the beautiful nude ones of me. How she 

captured me. How much she had to have treasured those to put those 

above her bed. How I had changed and grown, and you could see my 

history evolve from inhibited to sexy and alive.  

Some poses I remembered how daring I had felt, how I had 

moved, how I had never imagined feeling that sexy and gorgeous. 

Sloan had made me feel so mesmerizingly gorgeous. 

I took her hand as she said, òI love having My Dani here with 

me.ó I smiled at her.  

òCome on, Lovebirds. We gotta get our luggage,ó Cori 

demanded pulling us from the trance. 



òI gotta pee!ó Raena yelled running to the bathroom, the only 

room not exposed in openness. 

We rolled our eyes. We went to get luggage. She always did this. 

Time to wash dishes, she had to pee. Time to get luggage, had to pee. 

We should have left her bag in the car, but she was our Raena, so we 

brought it up for her. The dishes are already done? I would have helped. 

 

 

Sloan woke me. Gave me jeans putting her finger to her mouth 

for me to be quiet. She didnõt want to wake Cori or Raena. She 

quietly grabbed the keys to Coriõs car from the counter. 

She drove to RISD. Artistic, as simple as it sounded, was truly 

the only word for the campus. I loved taking it in, especially at night, 

especially during Winter Break when it was deserted.  

She pulled up to a building. We got out. She put her ID Card to 

the door and it beeped. A green light flashed, then she pulled on the 

handle, letting me go in ahead of her. So sweet.  

We were in an elaborate art studio. Large and inviting. Some of 

the largest canvases Iõd ever seen. Some pieces were unfinished. Some 

were downright stunning and some so awful, like howõd they get into 

art school? but art is a very subjective persuasion. I was surprised it 

wasnõt freezing in here, but Sloan said, òMany students stay during 

break. Nowhere to go.ó 

She moved about so easily getting her canvas set up. Her pencils 

together. Her paint ready.  



òTake off your clothes.ó 

òWhat if éó 

òIõll hear it beep if someone comes, and I have us far enough 

away from the door, I can cover you before anyone gets to revel in 

the parts of you that belong to only me.ó 

I smiled. I obeyed. I laid down on the couch. She had given me a 

book, Angelology, a fiction book, but it must be one she was reading 

now in her new fascination with angels. 

I loved that she wanted to paint me reading. I got so swept up 

that I was so natural. I honestly forgot I was naked. Forget I was in 

the world as I read. Until.  

She came to me. She removed the book and it hit the floor. Her 

hand went inside of me. My legs wrapped around her as I moved with 

her rhythm. As I got wetter with each stroke. As she had at some 

point removed her clothes too. As I was raptured in her kisses. Touch. 

Oh God. As we moved together. The feel of her fingers exploring 

me. Her hips on me. The seductive sound of her voice, like sweet 

black licorice, òCum for me, Baby.ó 

The surrender. All over her fingers, and taking over my entire 

being. My head fell back. She kissed my arched neck, then my 

breasts, oh the feel of her sucking on my nipple.  

Her kissed trailed. And I sure as hell didnõt move away from her 

trailing then. Destination. 

Was there anything as great as the feel of her lips and tongue? 

There. Like a button that controlled my entire womanhood, my 



entire essence of sensuality. òGod! Yes! Sloan!ó My loud approval 

made her devouring more ravenous until I was sure Iõd come apart.  

Tranquility. And surrender. Several more times we surrendered 

to the muse. Inspiration. And perspiration. Haha. God, the sex was so 

good, then the holding each other.  

òWell, how the hell is Sarah Lawrence ever going to compete 

with that?ó 

She laughed, then got a wickedly sly smile as she said, òIf you 

can play hard to get, I can play hard to live without.ó 

I smiled. òYou win. Youõre the champion of the game.ó 

She smiled. Kissed me. òAny regrets?ó 

òNo. It was so perfect, Sloan. So beautiful. So ours. So 

amazing.ó 

òYes, it was.ó She lifted up. Grabbed my hand. Pulled me up. 

Pulled me to the painting. Me, the nakedness was stunning. The look 

on my face. But it was so amazing. She had drawn flowers on my 

body like these elaborate tattoos all over me. I loved it. I looked 

closer. Right on my pussy is where she had put her signature. Sloan 
Mercado. ð Wow, did I smile then.  

òIõm a Sloan Mercado original.ó 

òYouõre all there is of Sloan Mercado, Baby.ó We kissed in front 

the painting. My hand reached down and took her with my fingers. 

When she exploded, I took my fingers and smeared it on my stomach 

blending her sweet cum with a birds of paradise sheõd drawn there. It 



streaked it a little as it was still drying, but it actually heightened the 

effect.  

I sent Cori a text so she wouldnõt worry. Sloan got us blankets. 

We slept on the couch of our love making. An art studio. I banished 

the thought from my mind wondering how many students and 

teachers had enjoyed sex on this couch. Then I loved the thought. I 

loved that she had brought me here. That we were a part of the 

infinity that art united and made everyone bigger than themselves. 

And as I slept in her arms, a poem ran through my mind. 

It started with a poem, I heard in me as I thought of her in my 

room before we met. When we woke, I got my own canvas, a quill, I 

was writing with a quill!! Ink. And poured. 

 

FROZEN EMBERS 

Winterõs Tale fastened onto her all the way to the bone 

But not fastened enough as she often felt shattered and alone 

For seven years I wanted to get inside to help her thaw 

Despite my desires every time she nipped, I retreated 

Cold top of mountain one kiss I gave made her raw 

Exposed her truths so beautifully we both heated 



Heated so much we saw a future and a life 

And joked about the day sheõd make me her wife 

But it isnõt a joke as now Iõve been kissed 

EVERYWHERE by her frozen embers 

So the little nips will never again be dissed 

As we replace Winterõs Tale with ours one awaited December 

I know it comes with slips of frostbite you canõt control 

In those moments youõre still mine 

Because through you is the only way Iõm whole 

Please always wash me in your sweet wine 

 

To Sloan Mercado With Love From Danielle Winters 

 

òYou can come look now,ó I called as I forged my last stroke. As 

I stood back and read it, not sure why, it was in ink, no going back 

now, still it released so feverishly I needed time to catch my breath 

and enjoy, like I now knew the surrender after the feverish fulfilment. 



Sloan slid in behind me nipping at my neck as she read and I 

could feel her smile and relish.  

òWhat an amazing play on words of our beginning with, ôwash 

me in your sweet wineõ. I love it, Dani. I love all the frozen nuances 

and the way you captured us so completely, and the 

EVERYWHERE, hmmm, I really love the EVERYWHERE,ó as 

she bit instead of nipped.  

òIt was rushed,ó I tried as my neck gave me over.  

òItõs brilliant. Now get on that damn couch and show me your 

EVERYWHERE!ó I obeyed. Sank onto the couch spreading my legs 

for her as she snapped her mouth at me. Then bathed me again in her 

frozen embers until my sweet wine poured into her mouth.  

Was it just a few brief hours ago we discovered ourselves in this 

way? We took and gave so naturally with each other that it seemed 

weõd been making love forever. Maybe we had, and luckily now our 

bodies were getting to catch up to our minds, souls, and desires.  

 

We entered Sloanõs apartment with both canvases, the relics of 

our love making, our shared night of making love and art; Iõm really 

not sure which I loved more only to know the art was heightened by 

the love making and the love making was engulfed by art. 

Raena was on the couch reading, a coffee cup in her hand. Cori 

was in the bed, hard sleep. òGood morning,ó Raena said with a big 

cheesy loving sweet smile as she took us in.  



òGood morning,ó we chorused with our own loving Cheshire 

smiles. Sloan moved over to her and leaned down and kissed her then 

they stood looking and sharing without ever speaking.  

When Sloan moved away, Raena said, òI think sheõs really 

exhausted from driving. And thankfully I found some peanut butter 

and cheese crackers since you two left me stranded.ó 

We laughed. òSorry, but not really sorry,ó Sloan said. òI keep 

those on hand for when I canõt stop painting long enough to cook so I 

just pop in some crackers and keep on going.ó 

In such a sleepy crackly voice we heard, òCome here, Shadow.ó 

I smiled, moved to the bed where I was brought into Cori snuggles 

then, òIs my little shadow a woman now?ó 

I laughed then conceded, òYes.ó 

She lovingly kissed my cheek, then Sleepy moved away as 

Protective Sister rose up, looked squarely at Sloan. òIõm really happy 

for you two, but I swear if you ever hurt her, Iõll éó 

òNo need to finish that threat. Iõll never hurt her, Cori. I swear 

on òGreyõs Anatomyó.ó 

We all busted out laughing. òI guess thatõs quite a sacred 

swear,ó Cori said with a smile. 

Sloan and Raena left to get us breakfast as Cori got ready for us 

to go to Brown. It was like the needed Real Sisters Time to talk about 

me and Sloan separately.  

òTell me about it,ó Cori called from the shower as I sat on the 

toilet with the lid shut.  



òIt was so magical, Cori, just what everyoneõs first time should 

be. Artistic, and oh my god, her tongue feels like heaven on my clit, 

and the way I came. I knew I would love our first time, but I kind of 

always wondered if Iõd be able to climax, but wow it was like a 

volcano erupting down there, every single time, Cori, oh my god, it 

was so é Exhilarating.ó 

òHmmm, stop youõre making me want to fuck her.ó 

òShut the fuck up, and back the fuck off. Sheõs mine,ó I said as 

we both laughed.  

òIõm really so happy for you, Dani. I think this has been a long 

time coming.ó 

òHow long have you known?ó 

òThat she was in love with you? The first time we met. But you 

reciprocating that love, I think you were fourteen this one night I 

watched you watch her. I wanted to be mad, but you looked so in 

love and so beyond tranquil that I knew she was the one for you. I 

thought about all the times just being around you had calmed her, or 

you being around her had inspired a poem, and I almost couldnõt wait 

until you two were old enough to really understand a love like that. I 

like knowing that at least two people that I know would get that 

forever kind of love. The kind where you know all the bad parts and 

love those more.ó 

òI do believe that about me and Sloan, that we love all of each 

other. She was so honest with me on the mountain the other day, but 

it was more like she was being honest with herself. I loved that so 



much. I loved that maybe I made her feel strong enough to give 

herself that.ó 

òLike Jack Nicholson tells Helen Hunt, ôYou make me want to 

be a better man.õó 

I laughed. òGod are the only things we know about love things 

we learned from movies?ó 

òThere are worse places to learn about love, because movies are 

creative inspiration too.ó 

òYou know how to speak my language. Has anyone made you 

want to be a better woman?ó 

òOnly you, Dani, but in a romantic way, Iõve sure as hell never 

given anyone access enough.ó 

òThereõs a man out there whoõs talented at excavation who will 

tear down those walls.ó 

She shut off the water. òThat would be one glutton for 

punishment.ó 

òTo him it wouldnõt be. To him it would be the greatest honor of 

his life to break you free.ó 

She jerked the shower curtain back, locked eyes with me, òYour 

talent with words is no match for reality, Dani. You canõt will me to 

fall in love, to even be vulnerable enough.ó 

I went to her. I didnõt care that she got me wet; I pulled her into 

my arms and said, òIf you ever love a man half as much as youõve 

always loved me, that will be the luckiest man ever.ó 




