

Trigger Warning:

This book contains sensitive content including mental disorders, burn out, drugs, emotional abuse and other themes that may evoke discomfort for some readers.

Please read with caution and if you believe that certain topics could be triggering for you, consider seeking support.




‘I wish people came with a thrity second trailer so I can see what I am getting myself into.’
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CHIARA

cut to: I take a mirror selfie

voice over:

I post therefore I am

in the centre of attention

like the sun

cut to: sunrise

colours red, orange and pink

voice over:

and she shines every day

I manifested it

cut to: my flawless face everywhere on billboards

voice over:

I have everything I ever wanted

cut to: my zoom meeting, me, how I coach,

I’m a manifestation coach

voice over:

if I can do it, you can do it, too

I’ll teach you

cut to: I do my make up, I put on glittering

eye shadow

voice over:

I don’t go to a party

the party is there wherever I am

cut to: party, laughing, dancing people wearing designer clothes

close up: disco ball

close up: colourful cocktails matching with the scenery

cut to: me, how I dance and laugh

cut to: I take selfies with my friends

cut to: snap shot one, click

cut to: snap shot two, click

voice over:

I don’t wait for anyone

they are waiting for me

cut to: gold plastic confetti

voice over:

they need to see me

come on, look at me

cut to: my instagram feed

close up: pictures of me

voice over:

I blind you and I don’t care…

close up: numbers of likes rising

59k, 110k, 356k

voice over:

…if you get blind

cut




ESTELLE

cut to: me in the studio, I look at the screen and talk to producers

voice over:

dressed like the night

but I want to be

the brightest star at the sky

cut to: I perform on the stage

cut to: lights in the audience

cut to: shooting of a music video,

videocameras, lights, me lip syncing

voice over:

even if there are clouds

stars keep shining

even if no one can see them

cut to: black g-wagon driving through an illuminated tunnel

cut to: I sit at the backseat typing on my phone

cut to: my instagram feed

cut to: comment ‘Estelle, our queen’

cut to: comment: three red hearts

voice over:

and they are waiting until it’s night

cut to: I’m signing autographs

cut to: a fan and I take a photo together

voice over:

and they ask me

how did you do it?

cut to: chandelier with diamonds

cut to: photo-shooting for an album cover,

I’m posing, photoflash

cut to: suite of a luxury hotel, decorative

vases, mirrors with gold frames

close up: glittering jewellery

cut to: my make up products piled up on shelves of a beauty shop

voice over:

and I say…

cut to: green money bills

cut to: I am holding diamond records

voice over:

…my success wasn’t a coincidence

cut




ANNA

voice over:

where are you today?

they ask me

close up: I close a zip of a suitcase

cut to: a plane takes off

voice over:

I say

I’m not at home

not available

cut to: beach, palm trees, sun

cut to: street signs

voice over:

where’s my home?

I don’t know

cut to: Eiffel Tower

cut to: mediterranean town

cut to: glittering skyscrapers in New York

voice over:

I can choose

because it’s everywhere

cut to: Japanese pagoda

cut to: cherry blossoms

voice over:

my name isn’t special

cut to: I am doing a vlog with my boyfriend Finn how we walk through the streets of Tokyo

voice over:

but it’s well-known in every country

close up: like numbers, 255k, 126k, 271k

cut to: neon lights

cut to: stamps on a passport

cut to: another stamp on a passport

cut to: another stamp

voice over:

because then, I’m never an outsider

wherever I go

cut




CHIARA

Isn’t it strange? You picture how beautiful life could be, blink once and suddenly it’s all there. Everything.

All you need is a strategy. A calculation. It’s a matter of timing, of the algorithm you can easily manipulate. You just need to learn how to use the right tools, then you break the code and get everything you ever wanted. Unlimitedly. You only need one night, a threshold that connects and separates two days with each other. A yesterday. A tomorrow. A moment. And then, everything is changed. Then, nothing is ever the same. Everything is better and bigger and nicer just because you took that tiny step. That step no one else dared to take. And now everyone else wants to be like me.

You can do that, too.

If I haven’t risked it, then I wouldn’t sit here with my friends. First class on the plane.We don’t need to squeeze between strangers. No need to do anything, no need to lift a finger. All the garbage is being removed, especially the burden on your shoulders. The luggage is being stored. The servants do it for you. We pay for it generously. Every single wish is read from your lips if they know how rich you are, if they know who knows you and who you know.

As I said, I know the secret for unlimited amounts of money. Keep reading for more.

They pour champagne. Like stars in our glasses. Left and right from me are Anna and Estelle. Both of them glued on their phones.

We take a picture how we touch glasses and I immediately post it in my story. Looks like from my Pinterest vision board.

The first notifications and likes flash on my screen.

We take off and look at the lights from the small plane window. If you are up there in the sky, the world beneath you looks so small.

Click, click.

I take more pictures to post later. Could you please take one of me?, Estelle asks me and hands me her phone. She turns to the window. Then, her flawless face looks at the camera. No smile.

Smile, Estelle! She looks pissed. You’re so pretty when you smile. I try sound encouraging. She puts on a fake grin. Her white teeth shine, narrowed eyes. A different Estelle.

Klick, klick. I give her her phone.

She rolls her eyes. Thank you.

She’s always so serious. That’s just her image, her brand, her aesthetic. She doesn’t smile on any photo on Instagram, no press photos, not even paparazzi caught her smiling. She says that smiling makes wrinkles. Smiling distorts her face. Smiling is not her style. Estelle is just like that.

And I’m wondering if she’s happy.

What a question: she’s successful. Of course she’s happy.

And Anna’s leg is shaking because she has withdrawal symptoms of her boyfriend. She stares at her lock screen. Him and her. Bright smile.

And Estelle at the window side drains her champagne in one go, immediately orders another one, looks melancholically out of the window like trapped in an arthouse movie.

Whatever. It’s perfect.

At least, it’s perfect for me.

I’m the main character in my life and not the others.

I take out some facial masks, tap Estelle on her shoulder. Cringe, is written on her face. And yet, she played along. We unpack them synchronically and glue them on our faces. For the video, for the audience.

Stop. Estelle peels the skin off her face. She thinks she’s allergic.

I close my eyes for my mindfulness ritual. I am here in the moment. I am worthy. I am pretty. I am great.

Just one night. Just some hours that separate and connect today with tomorrow. And the plane connects and separates us with the place we were at today and the place we will be at tomorrow. Connects and separates us with two time zones as if time doesn’t exist, as if it’s an illusion.




ESTELLE

A king suite. So much space for all of us like in an apartment. Wallpaper with aesthetically pleasing designs. A huge bed only for me. Roses in a vase. Vintage chandeliers twinkle at me. Everything around me is perfectly polished and shines. Wherever I look, everything glitters. My outfit fits the interior perfectly like in a magazine. If you look out of the window you can see the skyline protected behind lace curtains.

Together we are getting ready in Chiara’s room. She is standing in front of a golden framed mirror and puts on her glittering eye shadow. Actually, it’s mine. There’s the name of my brand written on it. And she still wears it. And she still buys my products. The dressing table is piled up with my cosmetics.

She’s a real friend.

Next to those are other luxury products lying around. Flacons, make up boxes. Lip sticks. Just unpacked. Plastic and paper packages around us. An aesthetically pleasing chaos. New and unused.

Anna is sitting on the bed and tyes on her phone. Crumpled clothes. Midnight blue. Pearl white blouse. Shimmering gold jewellery. Diamond earrings. That’s what we need to put on to make a good impression. Assistants run around, talking about all those people we will meet, we need to talk to. Connections. Networking and stuff.

I look at my feed, at the like numbers, comments. The reach of my socials looks like a phone number. Social media assistant looks over my
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