
Alone by Sarah Turner

“What is it? Are you straight or something?” The irritation came through 
clearly now and thrust into my heart, taking my breath away. Her eyes were 
melted between two states of being - balanced precariously between tears 
and flames. I could see myself reflected in the pooling emotion - my hands 
gripping the bedsheet tighter to avoid plunging into their undetermined 
depths. “Th- that’s not it at all,” I stammered, trying to gain control of my vocal 
chords. “Then why aren’t we…there, yet?” The tears were unmistakable now. 
Gathering together in commiseration at the corner of her deep brown eyes. 
So goddamn beautiful. Why can’t I just do it? Why don’t I want to? I reached 
out my fingers to brush against hers and her face softened for a brief moment 
before twisting into a wince. She pulled her hand away as if from a hot stove 
and leaned back further on the bed. The gap now felt insurmountable. I 
began to worry I would never be close to her again, and felt a silent scream 
ripple through my chest at the thought. Her eyes were searching now, waiting, 
looking for an answer. The answer. ‘Right, I see.’ the passive aggression 
seeped potently from the thinly veiled venom that laced her words. The door 
slammed indignantly to punctuate her exit, and I was alone. 

The slight off-white of the ceiling became whiter as my eyes unfocused 
and devolved into a fuzzy blur of colour - swirling hypnotically and drawing 
me further from my body. A welcome escape. I didn’t understand my body. It 
didn’t ‘work’ like it should. I didn’t relate to ‘raging hormones’ and ‘urges’. I 
understood on a scientific level, but I didn’t know what it really meant. How it 
felt. All I could think about was bodily fluids. Bodily fluids grossed me out. The 
thought of sticky substances on my mouth or fingers made me gag. I needed 
a shower after just thinking about sex, but for the exact opposite reason than I 
should. 

I was pretty sure I was queer. I liked reading romance books about all 
genders, and I wanted to hold Ella’s hand more than anything in the world. To 
look into those eyes again, to sleep beside each other, to go on cute dates 
and plan little surprises. To grow old together. But something just wasn’t right. 
I didn’t want her. Not the way I was supposed to. The way everyone kept 
telling me I would. ‘You’ll understand when you’re older,’ they’d said. But I 
was more confused than ever.

I logged onto my PC. My safe space, where I could be completely 
separate from my body. My special interests moved hypnotically past my 
eyes in a never-ending digital stream, calling me deeper. A drawing of a 
mythical creature. A reel about historical re-enactment. A cosplay of my 
favourite fantasy character. “That feeling when everyone else wants to hook 
up with them but you just want to gently hold their hand for all eternity.” My 
finger stopped, the screen froze. I checked the username to make sure I 



hadn’t made the comment and forgot. It sounded exactly like something I had 
said before a million times to myself. Anxiety swelled inside me as I 
contemplated replying. Curiosity surged through next, overwhelming the tide 
of fear as my fingers moved. “I relate to this so hard. I want to be soft and 
sweet together forever.”

“Yess Right!? Are you Ace too?”
I read the comment over and over. My gut told me that they weren’t 

talking about poker. I didn’t know what it meant, but it felt important. I closed 
the tab and tried to put it out of my mind. Maybe something to do with another 
fandom? I stared at my background. Ella and I, arms around each other’s 
shoulders, smiling. Her and me. Just us. I missed the simpler times, when we 
could just be ourselves, and I didn’t feel so behind. 

I opened a new browser and took a deep breath, apprehensive yet 
exhilarated about what I might find. As I read the first few results, my stomach 
dropped from my throat and began to soften. My eyes flicked insatiably from 
word to word, soaking in their meaning; drenched in understanding. For the 
first time in years, I felt understood. Dozens of people sharing thoughts just 
like the ones I had stewed over endlessly. Thoughts that were alienating 
connected me to others all along. People just like me. 

I wasn’t alone. 


