
Formatting for readability: 
To make this zine easier to read, I used very short   

  paragraphs, and fonts that are apparently “easy-to-read” 
  ● bdatech.org/what-technology/typefaces-for-dyslexia/
  ● www.taln.upf.edu/system/files/biblio_files/assets2013.pdf

Some Definitions:

     ● amatonormativity: the normative ranking of romantic 
  relationships above all other kinds of relationships— the 
  social force treating romance as intrinsically superior to, or 
  more intimate or important than other kinds of relationships

     ● aromantic ( aro ) spectrum: aromanticism is a complex
  spectrum including greyromantics & demiromantics who 
  might experience romantic attraction under certain 
  circumstances... and others with complex relationships to 
  romantic attraction

     ● asexual spectrum / ace: asexuality is a complex 
  spectrum including grey-aces & demisexuals who might 
  experience sexual attraction under certain 
  circumstances... and others with complex relationships to 
  sexual attraction and / or sexual desire 

    ● queerplatonic / quirkyplatonic( QP ) relationships: 
  ( important ) non-normative relationships that are not 
  romantic relationships and also not properly or adequately 
  expressed by “friendship” either. People of any sexual or 
  romantic orientation can do QP relationships, and they 
  may or may not involve anything sexual.

    ● romantic orientation: describes someone's romantic 
  attraction ( if it exists ) to people of particular genders. 
  Romantic and sexual orientations might or might not 
  match up. Some aromantic spectrum people consider 
  aromanticism to be a romantic orientation while others 
  consider it a lack thereof.

    ● squish: a non-romantic “crush” ( often also non-sexual

    ● zucchinis: a “partner” in a queerplatonic relationship, 
  otherwise known as a queerplatonic partner ( QPP ), 
  though sometimes people call their partners other veggies
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Have you ever had a queerplatonic / quirkyplatonic 
( QP ) relationship become unhealthy or go horribly wrong?

So many of us have been doing our important 
relationships without any road maps or “how-to” guides— these
relationships aren't romantic relationships, but they aren't 
typical friendships either. 

And we've been fighting for years to get our friends, 
families and communities to take these relationships seriously. 
We finally have some language to talk about these “non-
normative” relationships existing... 

But we don't have the tools to talk about when our “non-
normative” relationships are unhealthy or go wrong. Often we 
don't even have the space to admit that sometimes they do. 

Rotten Zucchinis is a zine about violence and abuse in 
queerplatonic / quirkyplatonic & “non-normative” relationships. 

Some optional guiding questions:

 What does zucchini violence or QP abuse look like, and 
what are your stories?

 How do the problems we have with our zucchinis play 
out with other parts of our identities and lives? How do 
things like power, oppression and social expectations 
matter?

 When it comes to zucchinis, QP and non-normative 
relationships, what do we still need to keep quiet 
about... and why?

This is an ongoing call for submissions, trying to get a 
conversation going, slowly... and I expect it to take years.

If you're reading this and thinking that you have 
something to say ( in words or images ) about unhealthy non-
normative or QP relationships, get in contact with me ( even if 
you think it's been ages since the zine came out ). 

And if I don't respond right away then the e-mail 
probably went to my “spam” folder— but I will find it eventually!

 rotten.zucchinis@gmail.com 

mailto:rotten.zucchinis@gmail.com
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I'd rather have a way to gauge where She's at or what 

She's up to so I know what to expect when I have to interact with
Her: community is a thing and I will have to interact with Her. 

I'm still afraid of Her. I'd rather have Her in my sights at a 
distance than not at all. I feel safer that way.

And I do still love Her. I miss Her. And I kind of hate 
myself for that.

She messaged me today and I don't know why. I wish I did.
The only thing I can conclude is that I'm surprised this isn't

over. I'm surprised but after everything I shouldn't be. With Her 
it's never really over. And I don't know if it ever will be.

●●●●●●
I miss her. I wish I didn't.
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What is this zine all about?

cw: violence & abuse
Last year, I wanted to start a conversation about when 

queerplatonic / quirkyplatonic relationships go horribly wrong. I 
figured I couldn’t be the only dealing with that stuff. There 
wasn't anyone talking about it. There wasn't anything at all.

I put out the first issue of my “Rotten Zucchinis” zine and I 
waited. I was nervous about my zine: putting it out was a big 
deal for me. Declaring that I'd had that experience was a big 
deal. I always figured that I'd put out a second issue eventually,
but it wasn't something I was actively thinking about.

At the end of the second Aromantic Spectrum 
Awareness Week, I posted something online— a shout-out to 
people dealing with violence in queerplatonic relationships. 
And almost as an afterthought, I suggested a second issue of 
the zine. That seemed so natural, like it wasn't a big deal 
anymore for me to say it. Of course, violence is always a big 
deal. But by this point, I was really ready for the conversation. 
And apparently, some other people were ready for it too.

I don't think a lot of people read the first issue of this zine, 
but I know that some people did. And I also know that it meant 
a lot ( if only to a few people ). Finding out we aren't alone with 
these things was an incredibly powerful and validating 
experience— for all of us I think. And for some, it was enough to 
make the idea of sharing personal stories seem... doable.

More and more people are talking about and doing  QP
relationships— good ones and bad ones. We need to talk 
about the bad parts, because nobody ever does. This zine is still
just the beginning of the conversation about violence / abuse 
in significant, non-normative relationships. 

Conversations like this are often a long time coming, so, 
there's an open call for submissions ( on the inside back cover ):
if you have something to share about unhealthy non-normative 
or queerplatonic / quirkyplatonic relationships, please get in 
contact with me ( even if it's been ages since the zine came 
out ). I'm sure others would benefit from your story.

In the meantime, I hope, dear reader, that you can take
something from these stories.

-- Omnes et Nihil
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Introducing Non-Normative, Aromantic Relationships

Ace and arospec people ( and aroaces especially ) 
very often do relationships that don't look like typical “romantic-
sexual” partnerships... and usually don't fit very well with 
heteronromative1 expectations or social structures. 

There's a weird and wonderful world of non-romantic, 
non-normative ( and often-but-not-necessarily non-sexual ) 
relationships out there. So we need new and creative words to 
describe and make sense out of these experiences.

Queerplatonic / quirkyplatonic ( QP ) relationships are 
( important ) non-normative relationships that don't fit any 
categories we have very well... they're not romantic and also 
not properly or adequately expressed by “friendship” either.

Zucchinis are the people we do those relationships with.

Anyone of any sexual or romantic orientation can have 
a QP relationship. And “queerplatonic” or “quirkyplatonic” is an
umbrella category. Different QP relationships look different. 
They can't simply be defined by particular feelings or activities. 
They're complicated, and diversely varied.

Hierarchical social order of relationships

Amatonormativity is the normative prioritising of  
romantic relationships above all other relationships. It's the 
social force treating romance as intrinsically superior to, or more
intimate or important than other kinds of relationships, or as the 
“normal” way to do primary relationships.

How amatonormativity plays out depends on the 
cultural significance of romantic love ( e.g., as the basis for 
marriage ). For instance, many societies use romantic love ( via 
typically monogamous— but not necessarily heterosexual— 
romantic relationships like marriage / common-law ) to organise
relationships & families, and grant state recognition & resources.

Amatonormativity affects everyone and all relationships, 
but it's an especially a big problem facing QP relationships and 
the people who do them— it's a big part of what makes it so 
hard to get people to take QP and other non-normative, non-
romantic relationships seriously.

1 Heternormativity insists that there are ( exactly ) two ( opposing ) genders
and treats heterosexuality as the best and most natural way of being.
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But She's never the focus of what needs to be 

transformed. And She's made sure that any accusations against 
Her get cast as “in-fighting” and dismissed as “drama”. Even if 
they manage to set up an ongoing transformative / restorative 
justice circle to deal with violence in our community, it won't be 
equipped to deal with Her violence. 

I worry about the day when— and I have to hope it's 
“when” and not an “if”— the community is finally ready to face 
the internal community violence... Because I don't know what I 
would do. I don't know how I could make it about Her violence 
too, or even if I could manage such a thing... But even if I could, 
I worry that I don't really know if I would.

And I worry also that if the day ever came when it would 
be helpful to Her victims for me to get involved with police, I 
don't know what would I do. 

I don't know what I would or wouldn't do. And I don't know
why I would ( or wouldn't ) do it. And I hate myself for that too.

●●●●●●
She messaged me today, out the blue. She wanted me to 

know about Her psych diagnosis and that She was starting 
treatment. I don't know why.

I wish Her well— of course I wish Her well. But I don't 
know why She's messaging me or what She wants. I don't want to 
have to deal with this.

She told me that obviously She was sorry for trying to 
trick me that time, and She wanted me to call Her out— that it 
was a cry for help. She said She doesn't make good decisions 
when She's having an episode. ( And somehow, that almost makes
it okay— like Her trying to trick me never changed anything... )

She's never used that language before. “An episode.” She 
has a whole new framework now that makes it really hard for me
to hold Her accountable for how She's hurt people. How She's 
hurt me. If She even did. ( She did— I read my words from before
and I can see She that did. But I can't hold that in my head when 
She says stuff like that... or most of the time even. )

She asked if it was okay for Her to contact me. I said it 
was. I'd rather have to deal with the confusion and angst that 
comes with Her occasional e-mails than have to worry if She's 
secretly plotting something that I have no way to predict. 
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And why didn't I ever intervene if any of those sexual 
relationships She had with young people who looked up to Her 
were potentially exploitative? I'm one of those crazy feminists 
who's all about violence and how could She possibly be a monster
who rapes people if I kept Her in my life for so long? And if She 
really did do any of those things, how could I not know? And if I 
feel guilty, then it must mean that it's all my fault and not Hers—
that She can't really be responsible for anything She might have 
done. Because I should have stopped Her. Etc. 

And on the very small chance that the police ( or 
prosecutors ) did take anything I say to be helpful, it would only 
be because She's a trans woman and I'm not. And I can't do that— 
not even if I'd be deploying their transmisogyny to get them to 
listen to another trans woman about being raped. 

There is no excuse ever for exploiting the stereotype of 
the predatory trans woman. Ever. Probably, the only reason they 
care that a ( pretty, young, white ) trans woman was raped is 
because it was another trans woman who did it.

I won't talk to the police. There's nothing I can say that 
would be helpful.

But I worry— what would I do if the day came where it 
would be helpful. What if there were something I could say that 
would make the difference between Her being declared innocent
and Her being labelled a serial sex offender ( and presumably put
in prison ). I don't believe prisons should exist. And I don't believe
that police or prisons can do any good for trans communities. 

▪▪▪▪
She did rape her. She did sexually assault a lot of people. 

And She will probably do it again. She will probably keep doing 
it. And She's been actively silencing and shaming anyone who 
dares speak out against Her. And she will probably keep doing 
that too. She had a whole really effective shaming-and-silencing 
campaign against her that led to her being exiled for having 
accused Her of rape ( while She remained beloved ).

And I haven't done anything about it. I don't know if I can.
But I really don't know what to do. I can't spontaneously generate
some process or circle of transformative or restorative justice. 
There's a group in my community that's been working for years to
set one up— focused on another issue with broader impact. ( And
She's part of that group, naturally. ) 
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What are zucchinis and QP relationships?

Around these parts, almost everyone has at least 
witnessed friendship and romantic relationships. I hazard to say 
that people around the world are familiar with these category-
boxes ( even if they mean different things in different places ). 

But some personal relationships don't fit these boxes. 
There are “non-normative” relationships that don't work via 
existing norms— and that means we don't have set 
expectations or guidebooks to help us navigate them. But it 
also means that we don't have set expectations or guidebooks 
to limit them. They can be so many different things and they 
come in different flavours. 

“Queerplatonic” / “Quirkyplatonic” (QP) is an umbrella 
term describing a whole range of “non-normative” relationships

 that involve some significant kind of intimacy that 
doesn't fit well in the “romantic” box

 that don't really fit the “friendship” box properly— even if
the relationship is or includes friendship, the word / 
concept of “friendship” doesn't express it properly.

Zucchinis are the people in our lives we have and do 
these relationships with. Zucchinis are our people, in the many 
ways we have people. And zucchinis don't need to be 
zucchini. Sometimes they're eggplant2 ( or for me right now, a 
kind of squash ).

QP relationships are all different from each other. They 
usually go along with some or all of these things:

◦ the relationship is important ( and deserves 
recognition / respect from people's communities )

◦ zucchinis share physical and / or emotional intimacy 
and high levels of commitment

◦ zucchinis are intimately involved in each others' lives
— family— and / or function as a unit

◦ the relationship raises questions of monogamy and 
polyaffection ( whether people have one or multiple 
zucchinis and / or dating partners )

The point is, these relationships matter and they aren't 
like anything. Zucchini-vegetable people matter.

2    http://se-smith.tumblr.com/post/2868581031/word-of-the-day-queerplatonic

http://se-smith.tumblr.com/post/2868581031/word-of-the-day-queerplatonic
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What's queer about zucchinis?

A big part of QP relationships is queering intimacy... 
we're breaking rules about how people are ( and are not ) 
“allowed” to be close. And very often, these relationships are 
queer enough that we have to fight for them— and fight hard.

Also, many of us who do QP relationships are queer—
both re: who we are and how we live our lives— and  face 
homophobic stuff every day for it... sometimes specifically 
because of our aromanticm ( and / or asexuality ).

But that's not everyone's experience. Anyone can do QP
relationships... Not everyone can or wants to claim “queer”.

So some people swap “queerplatonic” with either 
“quirkyplatonic” or “quasiplatonic”  to avoid the “queer” part... 
But there are different perspectives: describing a relationship as
“queerplatonic” doesn't have to mean claiming to be queer.

Where do zucchinis come from?

The language of romantic orientation and aromanticism 
came out of the ace community. People in ace community 
spaces ( aromantic, romantic and otherwise ) created that 
language out of necessity.

It’s not that non-ace aromantic people didn’t exist back 
then, but the language didn’t exist to make aromantic 
community possible outside of ace spaces. 

A lot of ace community talk in the early-mid-2000s 
focused on blurred boundaries of friendship and romance. 
Maybe we needed the “romance” box to be fully reclaimed  
before we could be sure we really needed something else. 

And, for those of us who were doing significant non-
romantic relationships, we really did need something else. 
( Many of these early adopters were aroaces, but not all... a lot 
of romantically inclined aces also build their lives around non-
romantic relationships and need the tools to do that. )

The language of QP relationships ( “queerplatonic” 
specifically )and zucchinis dates back to December 2010, from 
a dark corner of ace conversations... You can find a more 
detailed history in either issue 1 of “Rotten Zucchinis” or the 
“Queerplatonic Primer” ( rotten-zucchinis.tumblr.com/qpp ).
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Realistically I'm not in any danger. My life isn't in Her way

— She has nothing to gain from hurting me. But that's a change— 
She won't hurt me because She has nothing to gain from hurting 
me... there's no longer anything other reason. I'm just like 
everybody else in that regard. And that's not a particularly safe 
thing to be. But that's beside the point.

It turns out there was a line. And She crossed it. That 
changed things for me. There was a line.

●●●●●●
I don't want to be subpoenaed. I don't want to have to 

testify. 
Someone contacted me about Her— one of Her exes trying

to pursue rape charges against Her for when She put Her hand 
over her mouth, held her down and raped her as she screamed...
and claims it was just S&M because they often did a lot of that.

She asked me if I'd speak to the police about Her, give 
information that would strengthen the case. There's nothing I can
say. She was always really careful with what She told me, and 
She was meticulous about never actually admitting to anything 
outright. I never witnessed anything and I don't have any 
incriminating details. And She never did anything reportable to 
me. There are people who's experiences I know about, but they 
emphatically *don't* want to get involved with police, so there's 
nothing I can say. There's nothing I can say that would be helpful.

She asked me if I'd speak to the police about Her anyway—
she said she didn't expect that I would because I'm an anarchist.  
( An anarchist? I didn't see that one coming. ) But the community 
just isn't dealing with this. And isn't equipped to. 

We don't have models or structures in place for 
transformative justice. We talk about how important it is, but we
don't actually do it. Usually the violence in our ( trans ) 
community just happens and keeps happening, and fractures 
things and alienates people, and turns who gets to be believed 
into a popularity contest. Our community fails miserably at 
dealing with it.

I believe She raped her. There's no question in my mind. 
But there's nothing I can say that would be helpful.

I don't trust the police or the lawyers. And I do honestly 
believe that anything I said would be taken somehow as proof 
She isn't so bad— because why did I stay with Her for so long?
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Even though She hasn't been in my life in any substantial 

way ( i.e., the relationship was sort of severed ), our connection 
wasn't severed. And my emotional connection to Her really 
wasn't.

▪▪▪▪
I might hate myself for it, but apparently I can deal with 

a lot of things from Her. I can deal with Her punching a hole in a 
wall a couple inches from my face. I can deal with Her getting 
drunk and putting Her hands in places I really don't want Her 
hands. I can deal with Her saying disablist, classist, racist, etc. 
things that make me sick. 

I can deal with Her yelling at me for getting lost when She
gives me bad directions or for hiding from Her cigarette smoke 
that makes me sick. I can deal with Her putting me down, 
misgendering me, sexualising my body in ( inappropriately ) 
gendered ways and dismissing my health problems as ridiculous. I
can deal with Her getting mad at me for dissociating.

I can even deal with Her acting out Her sexual agenda on 
people She has power over who aren't in a position to consent or 
really tell Her to back off. I can apparently even handle that 
when it's someone I love as much as I've ever loved Her. 
Apparently, there's a lot I can deal with it from Her, and I hate 
myself for it.

But the other day, She tried to trick me into doing 
something— tried to manipulate me via false pretences to give 
her information She knew I wouldn't want to give Her. It didn't 
work of course. And I knew exactly what She was trying to pull. I 
know Her. 

And She didn't even think it would work. But She tried it.
Of everything She's ever done, I'd never really felt 

violated like that before.
It seems like such a silly thing. A few words via text 

message. But apparently that's the line. And She crossed it.
It hurt. And more to the point, it changed things for me.
I don't really know what that means in practice, other 

than I've had to deal with the paranoia of knowing I am no longer
in the eye of Her storm. ( I used to know She might go after 
people I care about but She wouldn't try to harm me. But that's 
not true anymore. ) I'm fair game now for Her, at least when 
She's on a mission. 
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The Power of Language

The language of zucchinis & QP relationships lets some of
us make sense of ( significant3 ) relationships— giving us space 
to declare what we are to each other. That's important. That 
language came out of the ace community and is being taken 
up especially by aro spectrum people ( ace and otherwise ).

We spend so much time and energy fighting for our 
existence against people refusing to accept us. And fighting for
our communities to recognise our relationships— to recognise 
them for what they are and to value them as is. That's political. 
Surviving erasure always is. These words are crucial tools.

We need our societies to recognise our non-normative 
relationships, queered beyond social acceptability ( regardless 
of the zucchinis' genders ). We need people to stop treating 
them as second-rate or pathological. 

We need our communities to welcome our zucchinis 
and to start valuing relationships because they matter to us— 
not because they fit some relationship category-box. 

We spend so much time fighting for our QP relationships 
to be accepted as healthy and valuable— because our 
people should accept our relationships, and they usually are 
healthy and valuable. 

But zucchinis aren't immune to violence and QP 
relationships can be abusive or exploitative ( just like every 
other kind of relationship ). But if we pause long enough to 
admit this, there's a risk of undermining our whole struggle for 
diverse non-normative relationships to be accepted. 

I know that's kept me quiet about a lot of things. But it 
shouldn't have to be that way.

3        Usually when people talk about QP relationships, they're 
talking about important relationships. Some people even 
( unfortunately ) define them that way. But not all QP 
relationships are important or “partner-status” relationships. 

Of course, many QP relationships are significant ( i.e., 
“partner-status” ), and those were the ones that were worth 
creating a whole new set of terminology for. But that doesn't 
mean there aren't other less significant relationships that fall 
under this category too. QP relationships can be of any 
degrees of significance… just like other kinds of relationships.
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Fighting For QP Relationships

I've spent about half of my life doing significant, long-
term intimate, non-normative, non-romantic relationships ( not 
even counting my unusually intense childhood friendships ).

There have been times when I was involved in more than
one of these relationships at a time— some with people who 
are romantically inclined, some with other aro spectrum beings.

One of these non-romantic relationships lasted more 
than a decade. And while it was really hard to recognise it, that
relationship was also abusive— and to this day, I still haven't told
my family what happened or why we split up. It's really hard 
when I've been fighting so hard to get these people to accept 
my relationship to turn around and say... sorry, not so much.

I have had to fight my family, friends, acquaintances, 
members of my various communities, peers, authority figures, 
strangers and others… every day… for recognition of both the 
significance and the non-romantic nature of these relationships.

I’ve spent hours in practical conversations trying to 
explain whom should be invited or welcomed where, while 
trying to get people to understand that these relationships 
relationships were / are not romantic.

And I’ve spent hours unpacking and challenging the 
heuristic of judging a relationship's significance by its type— 
long story short: don't do it. ( It's harmful to try to judge how 
important a relationship is based only on the “type”— for any 
relationship— and often the judgement is wrong anyway. )

And a big part of why I've to fight so hard for recognition
is that people define my relationships as either impossible or as 
insignificant... because my relationships don't look like what 
important relationships are supposed to look like. People refuse 
to acknowledge that my experiences are real, even if the don’t
( or can’t ) understand them. 

When our communities do that kind of erasure— when 
they silence us, overshadow or deny our experiences— they are
epistemologically violent.4 And that epistemological violence is 

4 Epistemological violence not the same thing as epistemic 
violence. Epistemic violence is a form of colonial violence— 
systemically controlling knowledge & history ( and access to 
those things ), and who is “allowed” to speak… as well as 
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Omnes et Nihil

I'm a white aroace non-binary trans person who does 
serious, long-term queerplatonic relationships—
sometimes more than one at a time. The longest of my 
queerplatonic relationships lasted for more than a 
decade and was abusive for much of that time, 
especially in the later years. 

( I have other experiences— past and present— with 
wonderful, healthy queerplatonic relationships, but 
those stories aren't for now. )

cw: emotional abuse, sexual assault & rape

“Letters for the open road about Her”

She hasn't been part of my life socially for almost a year 
and a half. But I've been interacting with Her a lot lately— 
community is a thing and there isn't really a way around it. 
Reality is messy. And it with Her it's always been good except 
when it's not. ( Even though the parts that aren't really aren't. )

I've been missing Her a lot lately. Not in a way that would 
change anything, and not in a way where I'd actually want Her to
know anything about my life or be part of it again. But there are 
other ways. Like the ways it's hard to remember what wasn't 
okay, the ways I wonder if maybe it wasn't so bad— maybe I was 
overreacting— the ways I don't remember it being bad at all.

And other stuff that just magnifies that tension... me 
being especially isolated, and it feels like nobody ever wants me 
for anything ( except apparently Her ).

So I've been missing Her a lot— trying to keep my 
distance, with both community stuff and Her Herself... not 
exactly letting me.

▪▪▪▪
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I was a trembling mass of nerves looking for a way out, 

while knowing there was no way out but through. And yet she 
seemed calm enough as I said my piece, said goodbye, and 
walked away feeling absolutely nothing.

I robotically went through all my online accounts on the 
way home, removing and blocking her from my twitter, my 
facebook, my tumblr, like I was dispassionately ticking things off 
a checklist. She got in one last screed by email, about how it was
rude and immature for me to ambush her like that, before I set 
up a filter to send all her emails to the trash. I was free, but it 
was weeks before I felt any different.

There was one thing that let me forget about it for a 
while, and that was training. I ran on my own every morning, I 
trained with other tryout hopefuls some evenings, and for an 
hour or two while I drove my body as hard as I could, I felt like I 
was training myself to be somebody I liked again, too. 

It became a goal in itself, through days of numbness and 
despair. In a way I suppose it's how I started to see what life 
afterwards could be like. When I worked out I could feel okay 
again, for a little bit.

The tryouts took on an almost mythical importance for 
me, like I had to get on the team to prove that breaking up with 
her was worth it. I hadn't yet realised that it was already worth 
it. But despite all the pressure I put on myself, when the evening
came, I didn't feel all that nervous. 

I'd already survived doing a terribly scary thing just a few 
months ago. Trying to show off my best sporting skill to a couple 
of coaches was nothing after that. And when I made the team I 
finally had something i could celebrate - true joyous, giddy 
celebration. 

Wanting to play sports for myself had been the thing that 
broke my relationship irreparably; it seems only right that it was 
also the thing that showed me how to have a life afterwards, 
too.
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something that makes things worse when our relationships 
aren't healthy. It also makes it easier for things to go wrong, and
harder to get support or speak up when they do. It's the 
scaffolding for QP relationship violence. And it needs to stop.

We shouldn't need to fight this hard just to do these 
relationships in the first place. Nobody should need to fight 
against epistemological violence at all.

QP Relationships are not “Romance Light”!

As the discourse of QP relationships spreads and starts to 
get a bit more attention, misconceptions are starting to 
develop about what they are. These days, a lot of people ( in 
ace and/or arospec spaces ) seem to be treating or defining 
QP relationships basically as “romance light”.

The framework of QP relationships and the ability to talk 
about ( non-normative ) relationships outside the romance-
friendship binary has the potential to change how people do 
and view relationships and relationships structures. The whole 
discussion has the potential to challenge the roots of the 
various amatonormative social relationship structures.

This “romance lite” (mis)discourse of QP relationships 
takes power away from the QP language to talk about a wide 
range of diverse relationships, and takes the QP language 
away from the vast majority of QP relationships– the ones that 
break the system when they demand recognition because they
really don’t fit in it. It pushes that diverse, multi-faceted domain 
of QP relationships back down into to the realm of the 
ineffable– making them again literally unable to be expressed 
in words because the words have changed to exclude them.

We can't let that continue. QP relationships are not 
“romance light”! We needed the language of QP relationships 
to help us talk about / make sense of / build relationships 
outside of the romance-friendship binary– and there’s a whole 
lot of territory out there… not just the space “in between”.
_______________

     structuring the discourse in ways that make some things 
impossible ( or very difficult ) to speak about. Epistemic 
violence is systemic and perpetrated against marginalised 
people / groups. Epistemological violence may or may not 
play out in a context of epistemic violence. 
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What does QP Violence Look Like... and for Whom?

When I started out with the first issue of this zine, I only 
had my own experiences to go on. Now that I've been 
fortunate enough to read some other people's stories, I realise I 
still don't really understand what, if anything is “typical” of 
violence in queerplatonic / quirkyplatonic relationships. 

I don't know what the patterns are that promote and 
justify this type of violence on a larger scale. We are not a 
collection of unrelated individuals with unrelated individual 
experiences. The personal is political: this is a shared struggle. I 
just don't know or understand yet what it is we all share. 

I know there are patterns, but I don't see them yet. I think
we need to figure it out though, because we're extra 
vulnerable until we understand how this all works, what keeps it 
going and what makes it so hard to get out. This isn't just like 
violence in romantic relationships— some things are similar but 
some really aren't. We do need to figure out what's different. 
Because QP violence is its own thing.

*****

Reading others' stories, one thing that resonated with me
was how people acted like just wanting someone to do a non-
normative relationship was already “asking too much”. It's as 
though our QP partners were already assumed to be going 
“above and beyond” for us, by gracing us with their 
participation in these “ridiculous” relationships. 

That amatonormative social framework gave our 
abusive QP partners the the moral high ground, no matter how 
they treated us, and positioned us like we were lucky they'd 
stoop to put up with us or these relationships in the first place. 
And that made it especially hard for us to avoid blaming 
ourselves and hard to believe our partners should be blamed. 
( That's not unique to QP violence, but I think that how it 
functioned in our experiences via amatonormativity is. )

Then there's the part where spectators didn't ever 
recognise how important these relationships were or why. They 
didn't take them seriously, or understand why we spent so much
time and effort on them, or why losing them would be such a 
big deal. It's not even like people dismiss these QP relationships 
as “just friends”— because despite pervasive amatonormativity,
people get that losing a best friend is a Big Deal. 
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But even when I tried harder and harder to keep from 

doing the things that hurt her, there was always something else. 
It just got so the only way I could avoid hurting her was giving up
my will and my voice and submitting to what she wanted, and I 
just couldn't do it, even when I tried.

It was like something out of a movie when I got the email 
about tryouts for the team I wanted to join. The team that she 
and I were fans of had their first game of the season that night, 
and since we met, we'd never missed a home game. But when I 
realised the clash I had no doubts about what I wanted to do. 
There was nothing I wanted more than to try out for a team of 
my own.

I was terrified.
It should have been simple. But I felt sick, dizzy and 

cowardly when I typed out that I was no longer able to come. 
And I hadn't expected the intensity of the anger and accusations 
that rained down on my head afterwards. I felt terrible. I hated 
myself. I felt like my stomach was a black hole that was going to 
swallow me up.

But somewhere in the middle of that maelstrom of self-
hatred, I thought, If I'm such a bad friend, why are you trying so 
hard to hold on to me?

It was funny that when I met her, I was as miserable as I 
thought I'd ever been in my life. That night felt worse. I cried for
hours. I couldn't sleep. I hated myself with a ferociousness I'd 
never felt before, every bit as fiercely as she must have hated 
me right then. 

Breaking off our relationship was an end that was rushing 
towards me, an end that was unavoidable, but I couldn't see past
it. I felt like an animal in a trap gnawing my leg off to survive. It 
didn't even seem like a choice. I just knew I would do it it 
because I couldn't live this way any more, but that didn't mean I 
thought I could carry on without her, either.

I did it in public. I was so afraid that I felt numb, but in 
hindsight, at least I was brave enough to dump her in person. I 
don't think anyone could blame me for doing it by email to 
someone I knew was capable of so much anger and blame. It was 
days after my news and she was still raging at me, and I was far 
too afraid of her to have this conversation in one of our homes, 
with nobody else around. 
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Still, it did make me realise just how much control she 

had over me, and how hard it was to take it back. She always 
had strong opinions and preferences, and in the past I'd been 
happy to go along - if she wanted soup for lunch, I wasn't going 
to complain. It was only then that I started to realise just how 
much I accommodated her wishes. When I started pushing back, 
and there was hell to pay for it. Once I realised how badly she 
reacted when I disagreed with her, I couldn't stop doing it, even 
though I dreaded the results. 

We had huge clashes over minor differences of opinion, 
and she refused to avoid topics of conversations I disliked no 
matter how many times I asked her to stop. I remember having 
an exhausting, emotional back and forth over where to sit at a 
movie. My choice was to be what she wanted me to be and live 
peacefully, or express my differences and put up with hours or 
days of explanations of how I was wrong and I should feel bad 
about it.

It wasn't the face to face arguments I feared, although I'd 
seen the ferocity of her anger when she was venting about other 
people. It was getting home later to find an email about why 
what I'd done was wrong and I should feel bad. It got so that any 
time I disagreed with her I'd spend hours waiting for the backlash
to arrive. 

She'd be angry, but she'd also be in pain, telling me how 
depressed and hurt she was after our disagreement, leaving me 
wracked with guilt and self-loathing and wanting to make her 
feel better. She saw my disagreements as invalidating her 
thoughts and feelings, which was triggering for her. I understood 
that, and I sympathised. I just didn't know how I could avoid 
invalidating her and still be my own person.

I know that the things I did really did hurt her. I don't 
want to belittle that or suggest she just did this to control me; I 
know she was really, truly hurt. I know it hurt to see me getting 
close to other people, especially people who she didn't like. I 
know it hurt her when I had different opinions to her, made her 
doubt herself and maybe her own reality. 

I know it hurt when I wanted to step out of our 
established dynamic and play football myself instead of just 
watching it, and I know it hurt that I was willing to sacrifice 
some of the time we spent together for my sporting 'career', such
as it was.
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To the spectators observing our lives, our QP relationships

were ( and are ) just wonky relationships that we shouldn't have 
been doing in the first place so what did we expect? 

I can't really express the problem but I know it's there. 
Amatonormativity and relationship hierarchies made all this 
violence worse. So does the epistemological violence facing all
QP relationships and the people who do them.

*****

Reading the stories in this zine, I can't help notice they 
are women-ish-centred. All the contributors are people who 
experience misogyny ( i.e., women and women-classed non-
binary people ). And we were all writing about experiences of 
abuse by QP partners who also experience misogyny. One story
is also about ace-ace violence— something rarely mentioned. 

But there are no men involved. ( Someone did share a 
story of QP violence at the hands of a “him” but it's not in this 
zine. Incidentally, it was a story with intense physical violence. )

The gender stuff matters. I'm not sure how or what it 
means exactly, but it does matter. And it's going to matter to 
the project of figuring out how and why QP violence happens 
( and how it's different from romantic partner violence ). 

While anyone can perpetrate violence against anyone 
else, overwhelmingly most romantic partner violence ( and the 
most extreme forms of that violence ) is stuff that men do to 
women. Woman-woman ( & non-binary / nb ) partner violence 
exists, but it's different: patriarchy & other stuff plays out 
differently outside a het context. Apparently QP violence too.

I think this no-men / few-men thing is mostly a reflection 
of who is doing QP relationships, and with whom. Ace spaces 
are mostly women & non-binary people... with relatively few 
men5. And also women and nb people seem to be doing QP 
relationships especially with other women and nb people... the 
intersection of misogyny & amatonormativity is a busy one.

I'm collecting some pieces. This puzzle has a pattern, but 
I don't understand it yet. I hope we can figure it out together.

5 AVEN did a large ace community census in 2014 and found 
a similar gender skew in both aces and non-ace allies: 

https://asexualcensus.files.wordpress.com/2014/11/2014census
preliminaryreport.pdf



page 10

Anonymous

I am an aromantic asexual woman who was in an abusive 
queerplatonic relationship with another asexual person.

cw: emotional abuse, sexual coercion / assault

“Topography of a Relationship”

I often wonder whether my circumstances precipitated it.
Maybe if we were in love, it would have been different. If

I wasn’t so unabashedly ace; if I didn’t feel guilty about being 
aro; if I wasn’t so hung-up on being ‘nice’; if I’d already had the 
experience with conventional relationships that I thought would 
be irrelevant when I read so many romance novels. If the planets
had aligned to make me a romantic, sexual person who had 
started exploring their sexuality from a younger age, maybe it 
would have been different. 

We mapped out every bit of our sort-of-sideways-different
relationship; long-winded conversations and want / will / won’t 
lists paved our way, but words can’t really draw a map – not 
without a template to build on. We got lost in unknown territory.
Those hugs I gave in to just to stop feeling guilty; those times 
when repulsion and internalised homophobia and dislike of PDA 
warred with I’m so horny right now and she is clearly enjoying 
this; those tiny little nudges at the edges of the map, at the 
edges of our understanding of the relationship – they were just 
preparation for tearing the map up completely.

I didn’t even notice when it finally happened. ‘No’ 
doesn’t mean anything when you’re so used to acquiescing; it’s a
filler word. You say ‘no’ before each sentence and say it in your 
head even more, so when ‘no’ finally regains its gravity and is 
ignored, it’s not a shock. You wonder if you actually said it – and 
if you said it, whether you meant it – and if you meant it, 
whether you’re an awful person for it.
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So when I met my new friend and found such peace and 

comfort on her cat-hair-covered couch, I didn't want a new 
girlfriend. I just wanted that. And luckily, so did she.

From that first time I visited, we were almost 
inseperable. We talked every day and I saw her nearly every 
weekend. We cooked together, which seems like a simple act but
was a deeply meaningful one for me. We went to local football 
games together. We became a part of the sports club and the 
wider sports community. Yet in other people's minds, I think we 
were always inseparable, like peas in a pod. 

I liked to think that everyone who saw one of us would 
immediately think of the other. That they'd think we belonged 
together. Not as lovers, just as what we were. I loved her 
fiercely and unquestioningly, the way I love my family. I'd have 
gone through hell to defend her, and I knew she'd do the same 
for me.

It's easy to fit together when you both want the same 
things. It doesn't have to crack you open when you want 
something different, but it will if you try to stop the change.

The first time it happened was when I started getting 
close to another football fan we sometimes saw at the bar after 
games. It seemed fine when we all hung out in a big group, and 
my new friend flung an arm around my shoulders and I cheekily 
sat in her lap. It seemed afterwards, too, when my partner asked
if I wanted to date our new friend, amused and teasing, and I 
said maybe, knowing that I'd put her first.

It was a shock, then, two days later, when my work day 
gradually filled up with my partner's emails and texts about all 
the things wrong with my new friend, because she made her feel 
anxious. They had differing opinions on something, which means 
she didn't respect my partner. She was selfish. She was 
invalidating her feelings, gaslighting her, she was bad news all 
over. 

I was stunned and disoriented and spent my whole day 
distracted, trying to reassure her that everything was going to be
okay while wondering how on earth to defend my new friend 
against these accusations that seemed to have come from 
nowhere. I loved her, and all this anxiety had to be awful for her.
Of course I wanted to help. It didn't occur to me to worry about 
myself, or think that maybe fixing my partner's anxieties wasn't 
something I had to do - or could do.
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Anonymous

I'm nonbinary gender, white and don't really have a 
helpful label for my sexuality but it amounts to 
"attracted to people who aren't men". I don't 
identify as either asexual or aromantic. 

cw: emotional & mental abuse

“Like peas in a rotting pod”

I met her when I was down. Way down. Heartbroken, life-
broken, knowing I'd feel happy again some day but unable to see 
how from the bottom of the pit. It's not like I met her and 
suddenly the clouds cleared and a single beam of light shone 
down on us and I knew I'd found someone special. It was just that
me met, and instead of sitting blankly through the conversation 
feeling miserable, I forgot to feel sad for a while.

When she invited me to her house the next week to watch
some sports on TV, she came and met me at the bus stop. I met 
her cats, saw the small house she kept by herself, we made a 
meal together in the kitchen and then we sat down together with
a couple of beers and watched a couple of hours of sport. It felt 
like home, and I didn't want to leave.

I feel like I can't fully explain this story without 
mentioning that I don't identify as asexual or aromantic. The 
event that left me in such despair was a break-up with a 
romantic partner; she chose to break it off so she could deal with
the violence inflicted on her by somebody else.

I was hurting for my ex-girlfriend, and hurting for myself. 
But the sexual and romantic aspects of a committed relationship 
were secondary to me right then- what I wanted the most was a 
person with whom I could comfortably share my space with for 
hours on end. Someone who felt like home. 
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It took me over six months, multiple fallings-out with her 

and slowly declining mental health to wonder whether my ‘no’ 
was a boundary crossed (or to even remember the ‘no’ in the 
first place ) and whether my multiple misgivings and 
uncomfortable feelings from before then were boundaries bent 
and manipulated. 

The map felt as if it had been ripped to pieces before my 
eyes, but those guilt-driven hugs ( and the reasons for the guilt ) 
burned my eyesight. She didn’t know what she was doing any 
more than I did; she didn’t mean to make me think she’d 
destroyed the map. It wasn’t destroyed – I just needed to look at
it in a better light.

I found some better light and the map was definitely in 
shreds, but I still couldn’t blame her for it. Somehow, even after 
everything, doing that would make me a bad person. You don’t 
blame people for accidentally tearing an important piece of 
paper, right? You just act sweet about it and tell them it doesn’t 
really matter, because upsetting them would do a lot more 
damage than just ruin an already-dead tree.

So that’s what I did. That’s what I still do, even though it 
seems more illogical every single time I think about it. Instead of
blaming her, I blame myself – hit out at the parts of me most 
likely to bruise and weep and echo the word ‘broken’ over and 
over like a prayer – and in some ways, that feels more moral than
dragging her down to that awful, map-less place with me.
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Lizzie

This writer is asexual, queer, and a mostly-cis 
college-age woman. She’s not sure if she’s romantic, 
because as of yet, no one can tell her sufficiently 
what “romantic attraction” feels like. She is a 
third-generation Irish-American.

For a while, she had a non-normative relationship 
with her more-than-best-friend, but they disagreed as
to how much they meant to one another and parted non-
amicably.

cw: emotional / verbal abuse, mention of suicide

“Was it my fault?”

We met in the last two hours of freshman orientation, and
immediately hit it off. I was looking for someone, anyone like me
– even if I wasn't sure how to label that yet. I wanted to make 
forever friends, the kind you read about making in college, 
friends who were closer than anyone else, prioritized above 
other relationships, people who knew your exact Starbucks order,
( Grande Chai Tea Latte with soy, extra foam ) and who could be 
called on at all hours of the night because someone was mean to 
you, or you were in trouble, or you were just bored. 

She said she was looking for “girlfriends,” she wanted 
someone to be “closer than close to,” and within a half hour of 
meeting, had asked me to consider being her Maid of Honor 
someday. I was overwhelmed, and charmed, and couldn't believe 
someone so perfect would ever want to be like that with me, but
I never wanted her to stop.

I never thought of us as “friends”  – we were destined to
be more than that, and when I worked up the courage to express
this to her, sometime roughly a month and a half after move-in,
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It’s so much harder to stay silent. I wish I had understood 

how I was failing myself, as well as the person I considered my 
more-than-best-friend. If I had understood how the relationship I
was fighting to save was harming us both, would I have kept 
fighting as long as I did? 

I don’t know if I’m making the relationship more than it 
was – I’m not sure if we ever came to a complete consensus on 
what we were to one another. I don’t know if I forced the 
relationship to be queer, or if she realized that she was taking 
advantage of the regard I had for her.

I call her my ex occasionally, now, when I’m trying to 
explain why I am so opposed to letting anyone close. Ex what, I 
never say – Ex-roommate? Ex-friend? Ex-something-as-yet-
undefined-by-the-majority-of-society? I changed my graduation 
year, my classes, and my friends so I wouldn’t have to see her 
again. Even 425 days after I moved out ( as of today, when I’m 
writing this ), I still love her.

If I do see her, I’m afraid what I’ll do. Will I give her back 
the power she held, and let her do it all over again? Or have I 
grown stronger since, so that she’d be just like anyone else in my
eyes? I’m not sure I’m ready to find out.
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I was pulled from our room within three weeks, but they 

were three of the most difficult weeks I have ever experienced. 
She wouldn’t speak to me, wouldn’t look at me, even though I 
told her I loved her and tried to explain why I was leaving. 

I had to talk to administrators who were appalled by the 
situation, explaining and trying to articulate why I hadn’t ever 
said no to her, why I hadn’t stood up for myself. Why, they 
asked, did I, a legal adult with no romantic, sexual, or familial 
tie to her, let this happen?

I tried my best to tell them, and I’m still trying. How do 
you explain you were in an abusive relationship with your best 
friend for two years? How do you let yourself heal from letting 
something spiral as far from your control as I did? Was it my 
fault? 

If I hadn’t thought we were on the cusp of being more 
than friends, if I hadn’t let her have access to that part of my 
heart and made myself vulnerable, would it have been different?

If I had been born a straight girl who had a boyfriend, who
didn’t idealize my best friend into more than a friend and treat 
her in a queer-platonic way without her consent, would it have 
been different? 

If I was the kind of person who was detached from my 
roommate and who was out of the room 5 nights of the week to 
stay over at my boyfriend’s place, would it have been different? 

How should the balance of power fall between friends, as 
opposed to people who believe they were never destined to be 
just friends? No one wants to talk about it – I sure didn’t, 
especially not with the one I was most interested in discussing it 
with, partially because I was scared and partially because when I
did manage to bring it up, I thought that we had agreed on a 
type of queer-platonic relationship that she didn’t even realize 
existed. 

No one wants to recognize that there is so much in-
between between friends and lovers, between being unattached 
and joined forever. The majority of the people I’ve discussed the 
grey zone between romantic / sexual relationships and 
friendships with - they don’t realize how much else there is to 
have besides standard friendships.
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she agreed instantly. “We're like best friends, but more, you 
know? No one has ever meant this much to me. I never want to 
let you forget that.”

When she announced she had a boyfriend, had been 
dating him without telling anyone for a month, I wasn't truly hurt
– I was the most important thing in her life, she'd said so. If I was
injured by this, it was quickly suppressed when she hugged me 
tight, and said in my ear, “I hope you like him. If you don't, tell 
me right now and I'll dump him.” 

I had no problem sharing, as long as I got the top spot – 
and it's not like I wanted to kiss her. I just wanted to be the one 
to love her best, and be the one she loved most in return. I told 
myself that I wasn't jealous, and for the most part, it worked.

A whole school year passed, with me and her in her dorm 
room, and if sometimes the boyfriend was over, and if when he 
was, I sat on the floor on a pillow facing her instead of on her 
bed, I didn't care. 

She loved me the most, even if she did love him, as she 
reminded me often. I was getting everything I wanted, and I 
introduced her to my family, and met hers, and her father 
started sending the candy I liked in her care packages, and my 
mother bought her lobster ravioli when she visited, and I didn't 
care that the boyfriend was becoming more of a presence in our 
lives – he was just another part of her, and I loved her, so I made 
myself love him.

That summer, I was taking a test in a remedial class at my
local college and I got a series of texts from her. “I feel so alone 
– why aren't you here? I hate summer.” “No one loves me here, 
and you're not answering. If no one is going to love me, I might 
as well not be around.” “I think you must hate me – so I'm doing 
you a favor. Goodbye.” 

It wasn't the first time she'd gotten depressed or 
mentioned suicide, but this time she meant it, and I was so 
scared. I called her boyfriend, her mother, her stepfather, her 
sister – and someone eventually found her on her bed, knife in 
hand, and took her to a hospital.

We moved into the same room the next fall, because I 
was the only one she wanted for a roommate, and I was 
determined to help her in any way. Anything she needed, I got 
her, made her, gave her. 
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She needed money? I gave her money. 
She needed me to leave the room at 11:30pm on a 

Thursday night so she could have a Dr. Who marathon with the 
boyfriend after a bad day? Fine, I'll finish my homework in the 
hallway. 

She needed to feel loved? I sat with her, stroking her hair 
and listening to her cry, for hours on end. 

She needed so much, so often – and I gave it to her, for as 
long as I could. But I was running out of money, and I was never 
seeing my other friends anymore, and my grades were dropping 
rapidly. I was losing myself in pursuing her happiness, and I 
barely noticed. 

Then, the rest of it started. “How are you getting higher 
grades than me on this? I’m so much smarter than you.” We both 
laughed, but on the next test, and every test after, she had the 
better grade. 

“He’s being so unreasonable, I hate him, and we should 
never talk to him again.” I lost more friends in a month than I 
had in years, as they offended her and then became forbidden to
me. 

“You’re looking chubby today – have you been stealing my
pasta?” I lost weight, or at least tried – my eating and sleeping 
schedule was beyond repair at this point, because I was staying 
up with her until 3am whenever she had a bad day, or a bad 
therapy appointment, or was bored and couldn’t sleep, and then 
rushing to my 8am classes the next day. 

“Why aren’t you dating? Haven’t you gotten over this 
asexual thing yet? You can’t bud a kid you know, you will need a 
boy someday.” I had gotten everything I thought I wanted, any 
yet nothing was right.

The undercurrent was the most problematic part – the 
fact that most things she said set off all of my warning bells, and
I just got more worried for her, and tried to protect her further. 
It was a slight undertone, sometimes, but at other times, it was 
overwhelming. 

If you don’t give this to me, if you don’t do this for me, 
if you don’t put me first, I will kill myself. 

If you don’t pay attention, every second, if you think 
about something other than me for more than two minutes at a 
time, I will kill myself. 
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If you leave me, if you tell anyone what’s happening, if 

you think you can talk to someone other than me, especially a 
professional, I will kill myself.

But it was the more obvious undercurrent that was 
making other people start to take notice. 

If you love me, you’ll let me use you as an outlet; I have 
so much anger, I need to direct it at someone before I hurt 
myself.

It was the verbal abuse that did it for me in the end – she 
had a therapy appointment the day before where the therapist 
had given her a new diagnosis, and she hated every time they 
suggested something different that might be wrong with her. 

We were in our writing class, and I was presenting a story 
that I had written. We normally would read over each other’s 
stories over the night before, but the previous night had been a 
danger night for her, and we’d been on the phone with her family
and therapists all evening, so I just printed the story I had been 
working on and brought it.

The story was flawed, of course, I had written it in too 
little time with too little sleep, but when asked for her critique, 
she went at it like a hurricane goes at a coastline – hard, fast and
violent, with no regard for the feelings of the people who were 
unlucky enough to be caught. She wasn’t malicious – but she 
spoke without thought, and I felt the hit in my bones. 

She appraised my story, my writing overall, my 
personality, and my future as a writer, and found me lacking. 
This went on for almost ten minutes, while the rest of the class 
and the professor sat, stunned and overwhelmed by the deluge. I
was sniffling by the end of it, and once she finished, the 
professor paused for a few seconds, as if checking that it was 
over, then simply said, “Class dismissed”. 

While the professor, the class and I sat in silence, she 
packed up and walked angrily from the room, the boyfriend 
following three steps behind. I was unable to process the public 
tongue-lashing I had received. Why would she say that in front of
other people? She loved me. The professor walked to me, as did 
at least three other students, asking if I was okay. I wasn’t. I 
knew at that point that I needed to get out, that being loved 
wasn’t enough to make up for the rest of it.


