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Isabella Dorta



I DON’T THINK I’M STRAIGHT

There’s something i need to tell you …
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to every woman

i have ever loved,

and to those i was too afraid to.





you may forget but 
let me tell you 
this: someone in 
some future time 
will think of us.

—sappho n.d.






TW – homophobia, sexual assault, trauma, self-harm, mental health

please be aware that whilst there is a lot of joy and freedom in discovering your sexuality, there is also a hell of a lot of discomfort; of funny looks; of danger; of loss.

not every story is the same. not every queer person experiences acceptance. not every coming out ends happily.

like many, i have found peace in my community, i have found a home. and whilst i now feel no shame about putting my pronouns in my bio, or a gay sticker on my water bottle, sixteen-year-old me did.

this book is for her.

and for you, whoever you are.





i

have

a

secret.




i will tell you,

soon.




but i haven’t even admitted it to myself yet.




i promise you will know—

everyone will know,




soon.






LOST





have my palms ever not been clammy?




anxiety-littered flesh,

all splotchy

and scared,

never not afraid of my own hands.




always the quiet one,

always the unseen.




i can make myself unwell if i think about it too hard.




isn’t that something?







oh how i long for the sort of peace

i know i am not built for.




a quiet life is what i’d like

but i know it is probably not what i deserve.







i think i look out of place.

i think i might’ve always looked out of place.




in my too-big blazer, my school shoes and my ponytail. i’ve

never been




cool.




i think i’d like to be




cool.




i think i’d like to be anything,

anyone,

other than me.
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do you see it?

in the mirror?




do you see a fraud too?




someone ready to spend another day

pretending to like themselves?




i do.

it’s all i see.






when it hurts, when i feel like i don’t belong, when i wish i were anyone but myself, i fall back onto old habits. i fall back into things that are not quite bad enough to be considered self-harm, but they’re definitely not kind.




	I.
	i drink too much.



	II.
	i’m too scared of dying to actually do drugs,

but i think about it.

a lot.





	III.
	i over eat,

or under eat,

depending on the day.





	IV.
	i refuse to leave my bed,

i sit in the dark,

i rot into oblivion.





	and my personal favourite,



	V.
	i over sexualise.





i undo the top button, roll the waistband of my skirt up a couple of times, fluff my hair in the mirror. i tell myself: the best way to be happy is to make someone else happy.

i ask them to do whatever they want to me.

letting men use me

does not make me feel better,

but it does make me feel something.

it makes me feel useful.

and something is better than nothing.





quiet, aren’t i?

easy to pull around,

i never fight back, i never kick up a fuss.




i make you feel powerful, don’t i?




i make you feel bigger,

like you’re worth something,

like the person you’ve always dreamed you could be.




fantasy is my middle name and i exist

only for your pleasure.




so,

you open me up.

legs first,

split me in half,

try to destroy me

to make yourself feel like more of a man.




and i lay there,

playing the perfectly ruined girl,

smiling with mascara running down freshly hit cheeks.

i make my chest rise and fall for you.




i’ll moan your name,

or whatever you asked to be called.

i’ll tell you that no one has ever made me shake like that,

but if i’m honest,

you haven’t really even made a dent.




you’re nothing like you think you are.

empty hunger and shallow want,




is it not embarrassing to be so sure of yourself

and so wrong at the same time?




and i’d love to tell you all of this,

to get up after sex,

not a single hair out of place,

and show you just how little you have made me feel,




to stop feeding your ego,

to stop faking my orgasms,




i don’t like it,

i don’t enjoy it,

you’re actually pretty bad at sex,




but i keep going back.

i don’t know why i keep going back.







i’ve never felt comfortable

in the arms of a man.

i just know it’s where i’m supposed to be.







undress me.




i stink of tears and numbness and

my body hurts from not being held.




hands.

hands, please.

hold me and help me to forget.

kiss me and make me like myself,

just for a moment.

skin is warmer in the dark

and mine is asking to be pressed up against yours.




pause

just for a moment,

before your teeth cut into my thighs.

that breath is where my self-worth exists

unbothered,

unharmed.

you are going to make me feel better tonight.




i am important

only when i am useful.

and naked.




please make me useful.

please make me useful.




i am asking to be saved from myself

and i know

that no one can do it

but me,

but that won’t stop me from asking.




strangers in nightclubs,

while my skirt hitches itself up

and my lipstick smudges.




first dates in pubs,

alcohol-fuelled, empty stomach kisses

with insecurities on full display.




carried home by someone i hope is nice,

but probably won’t touch me as kindly as i’d like.




monday morning regret and shame and self-hatred.

friday night delusion and desperation and forgiveness




that i really should keep for myself.
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