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“Touch” 

Astrid. 

The light is colored and shifts to different shades as the song changes. They’re a backdrop, I’m 

barely listening, just aware. I feel her, surrounding me. It’s just us, no time, the only other 

thoughts balloons that I can shoot down or let float away. Contact. We’re exploring each other, 

making little drawings in our skin. Bathing in each others’ warmth and hot breath. The set is 

sad, a homemade basement fortress set up by someone desperately hoping for another moment 

like this one. The carpet is of unknown origin and the walls are bare. There is a window-well, a 

home to crickets, mummified toads, and bits of trash carried outside by the dogs. I have worked 

so hard to let my mind dissolve in this way. There is no time, I am fighting sleep as I use her skin 

as a painting canvas. I hope so badly that she wants this as much as I do.  I don’t want to think. I 

just want to feel the goosebumps pop up on my skin and feel my hair raise. I want to turn off my 

mind and be submerged fully in the feeling of being held. It’s midnight, I was supposed to have 

her home by now. Fuck. We smile sleepily at each other, walking in the cold night to my car. Her 

house is all the way in Louisville, a half-hour away. I feel my eyes start to get heavier, the 

headlights of other cars blinding them back open. It’s finally time to drop her off, we giggle as I 

struggle to park in the right spot. I hope to see her again, smiling, still sleepy. Talking myself 

through the whole thing again as I make my way home. I’m sure I weave in and out of 

consciousness on the long stretch of dark and empty road on Highway 52. 
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Connie. 

The Rocky Horror Picture Show DVD menu is looping endlessly behind us, a slideshow of 

snapshots from the film set to a snippet of the opening tune. I had forgotten what joy this film 

had brought me and reveled in that fact as I tried not to think about the person sitting next to 

me. She smelled strongly of marijuana, and though I knew from the get-go that she was in the 

process of transitioning, I was not seeing her as the cute girl I had seen in her profile picture. It’s 

been years since I’ve dated a boy, and I wasn’t sure how I felt about someone who is not all the 

way there, physically. I had to be a good ally, I insisted to myself, I had to give it a shot. She 

smiles at me, and I smile back, playing through the film in my head again. Remembering seeing 

the live stage play once and yelling all of the callbacks I was brave enough to interject. But it was 

me who asked, “Can I kiss you?” We move even closer together and I am aware of the full 

presence of her mouth and my mouth. There is wetness and the permeating weed stink, and the 

pricklies of what was once a beard. I don’t know how I feel about this one. It seems to kind of go 

on forever as she breathes on me, and I wonder to myself if she is as disinterested as me. Are we 

both locked together in lip-to-lip contact merely because society expects us to get physical on a 

Tinder date, and how fucked up is that, considering we’re both extremely queer? We stop after a 

while, going no further than kissing, which my wettened mouth is grateful for. I walk her out to 

her car and prepare myself to let her down in the least transphobic way possible. 

 

Heather. 

She chose Ponyo from my eclectic list of DVD’s I’ve accumulated over the years of being a 

budding film student, so here I am, under my dad’s desk, searching for the end of a long and 

textured HDMI cable. It’s completely normal to have your whole family around for a first date, 

right? Totally. For her, it must not be that foreign, considering she is a year younger than me 
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and studied for the SATs while I wrote college application essays. We both riff on Ponyo but also 

thoroughly enjoy it as a whole. It’s a really pleasant movie, about a little girl who leaves behind 

magic and fish-dom in order to live with a little boy and his mom. Sort of like The Little 

Mermaid with toddlers and Cate Blanchett as the goddess of the sea (a role she was destined to 

dub). We move our critique to my room, freshly cleaned. There is a catbox sitting in the corner, 

but the residue has been minimized, as with the smell. Nothing is stopping me from having a 

successful date, dammit. She explains to me that her parents are Mormon and that 

communication is going to be rough for us, considering that they read all of her texts. Now is not 

the time to worry about that, or think about the fact that she told me she’s adopted in passing 

and hasn’t said anything about it since. Now is the time for kissing. We grip each other hard, and 

for once since my days with my ex-wife, I feel the butterflies. Yes! Finally! I grasp them so 

tightly, gathering them in bunches to keep them from flying away. I’m playing music again, this 

time not so esoteric, just the general car ride playlist I am confident enough to bust out in front 

of people instead of the video game soundtracks and vaporwave I really like. Jesus, please like 

this music. I know it’s not Green Day, but don’t say anything, just keep kissing me! Let me hold 

on to this moment for a minute longer so I can store it in the part of my brain I reference when 

my depression tells me I’ll never be loved! We take a second to check our phones and she 

realizes her mom is mere moments away from my house. My blinds are open, giving the cat an 

opportunity to see the moonlight. I stand up and she hides behind me as her mom approaches 

my house, in full view of my giant window. Great, so this is how it’s going to be? Alright, if that’s 

the best I’m getting I’m still going for it. One final peck in the hall. We vow to meet again. 

 

Marissa. 
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I drove way too far out of my way out to UNC, even paid for parking. But hell, I was told I’d get 

painted, and that had been a dream since Kate Winslet gave me my gay awakening in Titanic. 

She lets me into her dorm, small and very cold with an open window, although of course, I 

would never say anything about it. She really is going to paint me, huh. She gives me free rein 

over what to play on her laptop, and I choose Food Network, assuring her that Cutthroat Kitchen 

is a great show and I’m sure she’ll love it. My pose is hastily chosen and honestly a tad 

uncomfortable, but I look to Alton Brown to give me strength. I laugh often, she doesn’t. I’m 

sure she’s just too focused on her art, which is me, I guess. She shows me today’s work, and I 

become suddenly aware of how my boobs look great but my head looks a little eggish. As I am 

already nude aside from my underwear, she starts to undress too. I suppose eggish works for 

her. My body is super into everything that she’s doing, but my mind really isn’t. I’m still cold, 

and my brain is running a live comparison feed of this sexual encounter against every other one 

I’ve had. I pull out the classic, “Hey, can we take a break?” She finally realizes I’m cold, but I’m 

already pulling on my clothes as she lets me know her roommate will be home soon. Dope, see 

you later. By later I mean at National History Day which is held at your college and where my 

documentary won’t make state. Hope you enjoyed meeting my parents and sister. Sorry I 

introduced you as the girl that painted me and not my first sex-on-the-first-tinder-date 

encounter.  

 

I told myself that college would be the time for me to actually find a relationship like mine with 

Rachel. We belonged to each other for over a year, the longest streak I’d ever had. We had, or I 

guess I had, naive dreams of growing old together. It would have never worked. I idolized her 

and she hated herself. It’s as simple as that. But I do think that we really loved each other, even 

though it died out. Soon, the sweet memories began to curdle, and I needed to find someone else 
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to give me that serotonin high. That feeling that whenever I hated myself, there was someone 

out there who could not only tell me that I was worth caring about, but also give me a rockin 

orgasm. But this is college, I’m in it already, and no plans have been made. Who knows, maybe 

I’ll actually have to work on my codependency issues instead of finding another girl to hold me.  


