
Imaginary Lines



INT. GIRL’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

GIRL (early 20s) looks at herself in the mirror, wriggling

in her jeans to pull them further up her waist and pulling

at her crop top in an attempt to reduce the skin on show.

GIRL

It’s too low, isn’t it? I thought

so. Maybe the lipstick is too much.

I should change. I look good

though, right? I feel good. It’s

just so hard to communicate the

whole "I look good for me not you,

please don’t touch me there" vibe.

Maybe because I don’t really mean

it. (She starts to carefully remove

her bright red lipstick). I do want

them to look at me. I want to feel

desired. I just wish it occurred to

them the feeling might not be

mutual.

I sound ridiculous. Who in their

right mind would take up salsa

dancing if they didn’t expect to

get up close and personal with a

bunch of strangers? But there’s

rules you see. I like the rules.

They make me feel safe. Like, if

one of the guys broke the rules I

could call him out on it. Because

that’s what you do when someone

breaks the rules. If I’m honest,

I’ve never been able to bring

myself to do it. Worse that that. I

become a hateful version of myself.

I encourage it. Laughing like my

head is full of air and not

thoughts of my own cowardice.

If you’ve ever thought about

starting salsa dancing for the

hot-blooded Latin males that will

let you fulfill some sort of

Patrick Swayze fantasy, try

swimming instead. I’m sure you’d be

just as likely to meet a hunky

lifeguard in tiny red shorts. I’m

supposed to make excuses, right?

For these older "gentlemen" who

didn’t get the memo about

boundaries and inappropriate

comments. I’m a kill joy, no doubt.
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GIRL (cont’d)
I need to lighten up, no doubt. Why

the fuck am I always being told to

smile? Who smiles when they’re

concentrating?

I should change. Just avoid the

problem altogether. As my mum

points out, if I’m going to spend

all my time complaining about being

uncomfortable, why bother wearing

it in the first place. But I look

good, don’t I? I feel good. I

always dance better when I feel

good. I’m more confident. It’s just

a top. I’m blowing it way out of

proportion.

Dancing is all about tension. That

push and pull of power when your

every move is perfectly in sync

with theirs. I enjoy giving myself

over to them, letting them take the

lead. I make it sound like some

sort of sub-dom thing. I promise

there’s no leather involved. It can

be so intimate and intense

sometimes, being so attuned to

someone else’s every move. It can

feel so good. Addictive.

And then other times, it’s hard to

imagine anything more intensely

awkward. Every cell of my body

pulls away from them as their hands

fumble and hover over my curves

like they’re stumbling around in

unknown territory without their map

of the no-go zones. If you’re going

to touch my body the least you

could do is memorise the fucking

map.

A few weeks ago I was told I was

too pretty to be Scottish. What a

compliment! Believe me, it sounds a

lot worse when it’s whispered in

your ear by a man manipulating your

body into a series of elaborate

body rolls. He asked me what I did

for a living. I told him I had just

graduated. I like to make them do

the maths, make them calculate the
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GIRL (cont’d)

vast age difference. It never makes

any difference. My unemployed

status provoked the next question,

"Are you looking for a rich husband

then?" Indignant, I told him I

intended to be independent. "Oh no!

You’re not one of these independent

women are you?" Who isn’t?! "I’ll

have to do something about that,"

he said. I think he thought we were

flirting. Were we? My stupid

airhead laugh was no doubt to blame

for that miscommunication.

I made the mistake of thinking that

the other women might empathise,

maybe even thank me for identifying

a potential creep in their midst.

"Don’t worry," they say. "He’s

harmless," they say.

Maybe if I take off the necklace

and put on some big earrings I can

divert the attention away from the

danger zones? They’re not all bad I

guess. I even had a crush once. He

was kind and respectful and would

have danced with me no matter what

I was wearing. I get it you know,

when they say women are impossible

to understand. I know it’s a

betrayal to think that, let alone

say it out loud but how do I

explain it? I could only allow

myself this crush safe in the

knowledge it would never be

fulfilled, that he wouldn’t shatter

my fantasy and cross that line.

(She finally decides on a pair of

dangly earrings, putting them on

and removing her necklace.) How can

I expect these men to follow a set

of rules I might tear up any second

when they don’t suit me? When I

decide that actually on this

occasion the attraction is mutual

and the advances are permitted.

I have another top I could put on.

It’s more conservative, "mother

approved," but it makes me sweat. I

would be more comfortable in this

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 4.

GIRL (cont’d)

one. And I do look good. I took my

mum along to a dancing event once.

She thought she was being hilarious

when she compared the dancing on

display to "people having sex with

jeans on". (She takes off her

earrings and puts the necklace back

on.) My mum is not exactly an ally

in my struggle to achieve optimum

safety and enjoyment. I think she

believes that my generation expects

everyone else to pay by a rule book

we wrote but forgot to proofread

for contradicitons and hypocrisies.

She might have a point. Not that I

would ever tell her that. She

claims she’s never experienced

sexual harrassment. Not even a

drunken,"Nice tits!" Yelled from

across the street. It makes me

angry. Like she’s denying my

experiences. Like I’m the problem!

Like I should just wear something

else.

(She starts reapplying her bright

red lipstick.) Tell me, where is

the line? The line my lipstick

crosses from being a pop of colour

to an invitation? The threshold my

cleavage hovers over between

flattering and provocative? Tell

me, at what point exactly my laugh

tips the scale from sociable into

flirtatious? Isn’t this what we do

all the time? Try to exist within

invisible, arbitrary boundaries. We

manage the expectations of the men

who expect too much to soften the

rejections. We accept the burden of

guilt for misinterpreting their

"harmlessness".

I say it now with such certainty,

confidence even, but what if...what

if it’s all in my head? What if

those invisble lines I grab at like

lifelines are imaginary?

I don’t want to feel guilty. I want

to feel safe. I want to dance. I

want to wear my fucking crop top.


