
Chapter 17 
 

I’ll Take BDD For $200, 
Alex 

 The clothes for the evening of clubbing lay on 
Lily’s bed.  She was quite excited to get into them 
again, since her time at The Love Shop was such a 
surprising and secret pleasure.   

She was feeling really confident as she wriggled 
her way into her very constricting black capri 
leggings, and then donned the corset.  She would 
have to ask Willow to tighten the laces of the corset 
for her, but that could wait for a bit.   

She put on the dressiest party shoes she had ever 
owned.  Her Betsey Johnson’s were absolutely 
adorable, and her only pair of designer shoes.  Called 
the “Arin”, these open-toed pumps had a small half-
inch platform in the front and sexy, thin, three-inch 
heels in the back.  Three inches was definitely Lily’s 



limit, or else she felt utterly unstable on her feet.   

The body of the shoe was black peek-a-boo lace, 
with a hot pink bottom sole and hot pink floral 
insole, making the shoes the embodiment of luxe 
femininity.   She wore them rarely because 
opportunity didn’t often arise. 

Lily stood several feet away from the mirror of 
doom and took in the complete package of her outfit, 
being careful to avoid looking at her face and hair, 
since she had not yet attended to those matters.   

Okay, well, it seems that my body is cooperating today.  
Everything is nipped in and tucked away.  I can’t breathe, but 
fashion hurts, baby! 

Okay, boobs?  Firmly planted and hoisted in their 
armour-sculpted packaging.  Check! 

Belly?  Well, given the amount of Lycra wrapped around 
it and the boning from the corset, well... not bad, actually.  
Check! 

Thighs and ass?  See above.  All wrapped and 
mummified and ready to go.  Check! 



Legs?  Shaved, silky, smooth, Caspar the Friendly Ghost 
white, and all the way down to the floor.  Check! 

Shoes?  Badass, baby!  Check! 

Face and hair?  Oh shit. 

Lily walked into her bathroom to begin the long 
and arduous process of painting on the layers of her 
mask and covering up all of her perceived flaws above 
the neck.  Everything below the neck was in order, so 
now it was on to tackle the next challenge of the 
struggle with BDD. 

Body Dysmorphic Disorder affects, on average, 
one out of every 200 women.  Hardly a rare 
occurrence; however, different women will 
experience different levels of intensity of the 
disorder.  Sort of like being on a spectrum or sliding 
scale.   

BDD is a persistent mental illness in which the 
person who experiences it hyper-focuses on flaws, 
either minor or imagined.  The perception of the 
flaws is so often disproportionate to the reality of 



those flaws that the BDD patient feels extreme 
shame to the point that he or she does not want to be 
seen in public. 

The BDD patient may spend hours each day 
obsessing over the flaws, attempting to reach a level 
of satisfaction with one’s appearance; however, that 
satisfaction rarely comes, and if it does, it remains on 
a sliding scale or spectrum in itself.  This causes the 
BDD patient extreme distress and has grave impact 
on his or her daily life.   

Reluctance to appear in pictures, concern over 
skin appearance, significant obsession with hiding 
flaws using makeup or clothing, the need to seek 
other’s approval... these daily occurrences frame the 
day for that person.  BDD controls the person; the 
person does not control the BDD. 

Imagine a beautiful, young woman getting ready 
to go to a party.  She would choose her clothes from 
her closet and get dressed.  Five minutes.  She would 
wash and style her hair.  Twenty minutes.  She might 
then put on her face, potentially anywhere from 



another ten to twenty minutes.  Total potential 
preparation time?  Between thirty-five and forty-five 
minutes.  Seems reasonable, right?   

Now, imagine a beautiful, young woman with 
BDD getting ready for that same party.  She would 
choose her clothes from her closet and get dressed.  
Then, she would get undressed and choose different 
clothes.  Then, she would undress and redress again 
and again, seeking to come as close to her 
unattainable vision as possible.  Thirty minutes, to as 
much as an hour, if she has to pilfer from friends’, 
sisters’, or mothers’ wardrobes as well. 

Washing of the body is an absolute, as long as 
she keeps her eyes closed during her shower to avoid 
looking at herself and if it doesn’t exceed more than 
the time required to become clean.   Two minutes.   

The hair is a different issue, though.  If the 
woman has the type of hair that is most manageable 
when it is squeaky clean, then it would be most 
definitely washed the day of the party, tacking on at 
least two more minutes to the shower for the 



shampoo and two more for the conditioner. 

If the woman has hair that styles better with an 
abundance of myriad products and needs less 
frequent washing, then, the previous four minutes 
from the shower can be excluded; however, the 
woman would still need six minutes to re-wet and 
reapply fresh product to the hair. 

Styling the hair is its own challenge.  Once the 
product is applied, it needs time to set.  Ten minutes.  
Makeup application could begin during this time, if 
multitasking is possible.   

Once the hair has set, it needs to be dried and 
further styled.  This is often an unknown factor.  On 
a good day, it could be as little as twenty minutes.  
On a bad day, however, it could mean starting and 
restarting the hair, taking as long as an hour and 
twenty minutes.  On a really bad day, the ensuing 
anxiety attack due to frustration with the hair will 
add at least another thirty minutes. 

Makeup application, if not already started, is 



diverse, multi-tiered, and similarly time-consuming. 
One would begin with moisturizer, followed by 
foundation.  Be careful to allow at least ten minutes 
between the application of the moisturizer and the 
foundation, so that the moisturizer has time to 
absorb into the skin; otherwise, the foundation will 
become caked and greasy.  Set the foundation with a 
dusting of powder.  Fifteen minutes. 

Heavy concealer must go under the eyes and 
confirm that every little mark, pimple, zit, scar, vein, 
or capillary is adequately covered.  Five minutes.  
(However, if the makeup has now become too thick, 
it must be completely removed, and the process 
begins again.  Potentially another thirty minutes.) 

Once the base for the face is complete, it is up to 
each specific woman to select what amount of 
makeup to apply.  Most women opt for a light 
dusting of eye shadow.    If not using any blending 
techniques, this process is fairly simple and might 
take only two minutes.  But if symmetry is an issue, 
it may involve more time to balance each eyelid 



accordingly – between two and five minutes. 

Eyeliner, if used, is often the make-or-break 
factor of any woman’s makeup routine.  Incredibly 
difficult to apply in general, the woman must first 
decide whether she wants a pencil or a gel line; a thin 
line or a cat’s eye; top only, or top and bottom.  Once 
these relatively quick decisions are made, the 
challenge is to apply the liner correctly and perfectly, 
according to the vision in the woman’s mind, the first 
time.  Ten minutes.   

Extra time, up to another ten minutes, may be 
necessary to toy with the final shape.  If too much 
toying is occurring, however, the eye makeup should 
likely be removed and restarted. 

Luckily, mascara and brow colour are relatively 
quick and simple, not requiring the same intensity of 
precision of application.  Allow at least thirty seconds 
between coats.  Three coats minimum.  Total time, 
four minutes. 

Blush, if used, takes almost no time at all.  As 



long as it’s not too blatant, thirty seconds should do 
it. 

If the woman chooses lipstick over lip-gloss, she 
needs to be prepared to spend at least ten minutes 
applying, removing, and reapplying the liner and 
colour.  Add another two minutes to repeat with a 
different colour.  Lip-gloss is a lot simpler. 

Total potential time just for makeup application: 
between forty-seven minutes and one hour, forty-four 
minutes. 

Add all of those times together to approximate 
the total potential time for a woman with Body 
Dysmorphic Disorder to get ready to go out: 
minimum time of one hour, fifty-three minutes.  
Maximum time of four hours, thirty-two minutes. 

This is, of course, assuming that by the end of all 
of the frustration, anxiety, time, and effort spent, the 
woman is at the point where she feels satisfied 
enough to be seen in public.  In more extreme cases, 
when the woman, after all the time and effort she has 



spent getting ready, is still not pleased, the entirety 
of this process will have been for naught, as she will 
remove her makeup, brush through her hair, take off 
her clothes, and crawl into bed instead. 

But as for Lily, she had lucked out big time 
tonight.  After getting dressed, she fixed her hair and 
put on a light application of makeup with 
surprisingly little difficulty and pushback from the 
alter ego looking back at her through the mirror. 

And best of all, since this experience for Lily was, 
for the most part, a positive one, one that she was 
thrilled had gone just so well for the first time in a 
long time, her mood about the evening had also 
dramatically improved and she was now actually 
excited about being out in public at a club, with her 
friends, celebrating and having a blast. 

As Lily walked out of her bedroom and into the 
hallway where Willow was doing her final primp in 
the mirror by the door, Lily felt the tension in her 
shoulders ease.  Her chin bucked up a bit, and she 
walked with her head higher. 



Willow heard Lily’s steps from behind her and 
turned.  With an audible gasp, Willow eyed Lily up 
and down. 

“Damn, girl!  You are working that outfit!  Holy 
shit!  I can’t get over how amazing you look!”  
Willow gushed, and Lily smiled.  She knew that 
Willow was not one to exaggerate and filter her 
thoughts beforehand; she believed what Willow was 
telling her, but her default position stubbornly 
remained the same. 

“Yeah, right.  Whatever.  Now, can you please 
cinch me up tighter in the back?  I can still breathe 
and apparently that’s not supposed to happen in 
these things!” 

“Sure, hon. I’ll do yours, then you do mine?” 

“Done.”  Lily turned around, sucked in her gut as 
much as she dared, and held her breath as Willow 
tugged tightly on the laces in the back of Lily’s corset.  
When Willow was finished, Lily felt so firmly packed 
in, she was almost afraid to let out the air from her 



lungs lest she burst a seam. 

Willow spun Lily around, grasped her shoulders, 
and declared right into Lily’s face, “You.  Are.  Hot!”   

“Okay, okay, now you.  Turn around.”  As Lily 
began to tighten the laces on Willow’s bustier, she 
took in her friend’s complete look.  Willow was 
wearing her favourite party shoes:  Jeffrey Campbell, 
goddess-inspired, gladiator platform stiletto sandals 
in black suede, with laces that crawled all the way 
from ankle to knee.  These were the kind of shoes 
that only someone with legs as long and lithe as 
Willow could pull off.  That Willow was also wearing 
a miniskirt with the bustier only added to the depth 
of her sinuous limbs, something most women craved 
and most men wanted wrapped around them. 

The two girls took a final look at themselves in 
the mirror and laughed, before going downstairs to 
hail a cab to take them to pick up their friend 
Gwendolyn, and then head to Club Wicked. 

	


