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This Book Is Gay 

Juno Dawson 

Sourcebooks, Inc. 

 

RED FLAGS: 

This book contains sexually explicit excerpts and commentary. The books also contains 
“obscene” illustrations. 

 
 

You can’t mistake our biology 

 
 

 Biological differences between gay and straight 
 
•Gay men and straight women have equally proportioned 
brain hemispheres. Gay women and straight men have 
slightly larger right hemispheres. 
•Gay men have slightly longer and thicker winkies. Excellent. 
•The amygdala of gay men is more responsive to porn than 
those of straight men. So we have bigger dicks and we’re 
hornier. Jus’ sayin’. 
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Where to meet people like you 

 
 



 Be aware that many dating sites have a minimum age of 
eighteen, although some people arrange dates through 
Twitter or Facebook too. “I’ve had dates (and consequently 
sex) with people I’ve met through Twitter, but they’ve come 
along as a result of my normal interactions on there rather 
than anything deliberate. Facebook is different—that’s 
reserved for people I actually ‘know.’” 
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APPS 
 
The smartphone revolution understood that, like anything in 
the twenty-first century, we’d eventually want to be able to 
download sex. It wouldn’t surprise me if, in a couple of years, 
we can download the idea of sex so convincingly that we 
won’t have to bother with the messy bodily fluids and pesky 
emotional stuff at all. It is a fact that although grown-up 
adult types are sometimes looking for a serious relationship, 
sometimes they are just looking for a spot of sexyfuntime. 
You may come to establish that gay and bi men in particular 
do seem to quite like sex. OK, nearly everyone likes sex, but 
gay guys really seem to have cornered the market. 
Remember, this is fine as long as you’re honest and always 
use a condom. Gay and bi men have taken to app sex like 
ducks to sexy water. 
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THE GREAT SEX-APP 
 
 Debate Pro sex app “I have used Grindr—the advantages are 
you can get what you want quickly. The downside is that its 
the same people repeatedly, so can get boring very quickly, 
and there is an awful lot of ‘Hi, how are you?’, which people 
could do without. 
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“I’ve downloaded Grindr and chatted/sexted men on it but 
have never physically met men via it. If one was in need of a 
sexual encounter, whether it be a hookup or something less 
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casual, one could almost always find something. However, 
the men on these apps tend to be shallow when it comes to 
appearances and sexual identity (i.e., ‘looking for masc,’ 
‘white and Asian only.’).”  

 

 

 

 
•If you’re THAT HORNY that you want to do a “sex meet,” 
meet the “trick” in a public place for a drink first. That way 
you can assess if you fancy them in the flesh/they are not a 
twitchy-eyed freakazoid before letting them into your house. 
This is much, MUCH safer, obviously. 
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The ins and outs of gay sex 

 
 

 This chapter is about sex. Therefore it has sex in it. WELL, 
DUH. If you are a younger reader and feel you aren’t ready 
for the finer details of same-sex pairings, then simply skip 
this whole chapter.  
 
HOWEVER, before you do, I’d like to remind you that we 
taught you all about straight sex when you were ELEVEN 
YEARS OLD during sixth grade. The fact that they didn’t also 
teach you what same-sex couples do is nothing less than 
institutionalized homophobia. Straight sex was presented as 
the norm to make five percent of the population feel 
abnormal. Is there something icky about gay sex? Is there 
something wrong with it? I challenge any politician to 
discuss this with me. I WILL RUIN THEM.  
 
This chapter is simply all the stuff teachers SHOULD be 
saying if they want to be inclusive of people with same-sex 
feelings. 
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Part One: Boy-on-Boy Sex  
 
Here is a diagram of a boy. If you are also a boy, you are 
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probably aware which parts FEEL NICE when you touch 
them, but here’s a rough guide.  

 

 

 

 
Doing the Sex 
 
Two men can pleasure each other in a variety of fun ways. 
 
1. Handies: Perhaps the most important skill you will master 
as a gay or bi man is the timeless classic, the hand job. The 
good news is, you can practice on yourself. The bad news is, 
each guy has become very used to his own way of getting 
himself off. Learning how to find a partner’s personal style 
can take ages, but it can be very rewarding when you do. 
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2. Blowies: Oral sex is popping another dude’s peen in your 
mouth or, indeed, popping yours in his. There is only one 
hard and fast rule when it comes to blow jobs—WATCH THE 
TEETH. Lips and tongue, yes; teeth, NO 
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3. Bumming: It is a universal truth that many men like 
sticking their willies inside things. I suspect it must be 
biological. Well, in the absence of a vagina, gay and bi men 
make excellent use of the back door. 
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Doing the Sex 
 
Two women can pleasure each other in a variety of fun ways. 
 
1. Fingers: Far more effective than a penis in many ways, a 
hand can do the job of five penises. When gay women refer to 
having sex, this is usually what they mean. Lesbians can 
stimulate the clitoris and vagina and bring their partner to 
orgasm with their fingers; sometimes both partners can do 
this simultaneously. 
 
2. Oral: That clitoris really does like being licked and kissed. 
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Again, girls can take it in turns to perform oral sex or, if 
feeling adventurous, they can perform it at the same time. 
 
3. Toys and strap-ons: Some women like these; some don’t. 
Much has been written about why gay women would seek to 
play with a replacement penis, but I say who the heck cares—
if it feels nice, go for it! Moreover, a man is more than a 
penis—just because a woman wants something a bit penis-
shaped doesn’t mean she fancies broad-shouldered, beardy, 
no-boobed men. 
 
Toys, dildos, vibrators, and strap-ons all fulfill the same 
purpose—a prosthesis to insert into the vagina. As with gay 
men, one woman isn’t the “man.” Two women having same-
sex sex are both (yup) women!  

 

 

 

 

 

 
Part One: Boy-on-Boy Sex 
 
Here is a diagram of a boy. If you are also a boy, you are 
probably aware which parts FEEL NICE when you touch 
them, but here’s a rough guide. 
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So, you may have SEXTHOUGHTS about people of the same 
gender as you, OR you may have questions regarding your 
own gender. Loads of people—even people who end up 
identifying as straight and cis—have these thoughts and 
questions. I think it’s far odder to have NEVER thought about 
it. I’m a gay man, but I’ve considered having sexyfuntime 
with women plenty of times. Funnily enough, it’s yet to “turn 
me.” 
 
This is all fine. The fact that you’ve identified your 
sexthoughts is probably the hardest part, so reward yourself 
with a delicious piece of cake. 
 
BUT now we get to the bit where you actually have to make a 
choice. 
 
1. You can choose to do nothing. You can sit on these feelings 
and hope they go away. 
 

 



2. You can acknowledge them and act on them—have the sex 
you wanna have or wear the clothes you wanna wear—but 
choose not to define yourself. 
 
3. You can act on them AND adopt an identity to define 
yourself. This is the bit where you’d get the membership card 
and become part of a community.  

 

 

 

FIGURE 1 
 
As you can see, almost a quarter of the sample were having 
same-sex sexthoughts and/or thoughts regarding their 
gender before puberty, with over half at puberty. 
 

 

 





 

 

The Glass Castle, A Memoir 

Jeannette Walls 

Simon and Schuster 

 

RED FLAGS: 

- Sexual Content (Masturbation, Molestation, 
- Sexual Assaults) 
- Physical abuse (Peer to Peer) 
- Extreme Violence 
- Bigotry 
- Alcohol & Drug Use (Beer/Cigarettes, Alcoholism & Drunk Driving) 
- Extreme Profanity 
- Condemnation of Christianity 
- Mental Health Issues 
- Extreme Poverty 
- Child Abuse, Abandonment and Neglect 
- Solicitation of Prostitutes 
- Adult Situations 

PROFANITY COUNT: 

(and other sensitive words) 
- f*ck 1 
- p*ssy 1 
- c*nt 1 
- a*s 4 
- b*tch 9 (sonofab*itch, etc.) 
- b*stard 6 
- n*gger 6 (n*ggers, N*ggerville, n*gger lover) 
- screw 1 
- whore 8 
- faggot 1 
- rape 3 
- drunk 21 
- beer 21 
- pissed 3 



- shit 7 (shit-hole, bullshit, shit-for-brains) 
- demon 17 
- damn 44 
- Jesus 2 (in vain, Jesus H. Christ) 
- virgin 1 
- penis 1 
- wanker 2 (also wanking off) 
- God 34 (in vain, oh my God, by God, godforsaken, Goddamn, Goddammit) 

 

 

Part II: The Desert 

 

 I started stealing matches from Dad. I’d go behind the trailer 
and light them. I loved the scratching sound of the match 
against the sandpapery brown strip when I struck it, and the 
way the flame leaped out of the red-coated tip with a pop and 
a hiss. I’d feel its heat near my fingertips, then wave it out 
triumphantly. I lit pieces of paper and little piles of brush and 
held my breath until the moment when they seemed about to 
blaze up out of control. Then I’d stomp on the flames and call 
out the curse words Dad used, like “Dumb-ass sonofabitch!” 
and “Cocksucker!” 
 
September 5, 2022 

27 

 

 

 

 

 
“You flea-bitten drunk!” Grandma would scream.“You 
goddamned flint-faced hag!” Dad would shout back.“You no-
good two-bit pud-sucking bastard!”“You scaly castrating 
banshee bitch!” 
 
September 5, 2022 
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“Tell us a story about yourself, Dad!” we’d beg him.“Awww. 
You don’t want to hear another story about me,” he’d 
say.“Yes, we do! We do!” we’d insist.“Well, okay,” he’d say. 
He’d pause and chuckle at some memory. “There’s many a 
damned foolhardy thing that your old man has done, but this 
one was harebrained even for a crazy sonofabitch like Rex 
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Walls.” 
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“Nothing, probably,” I said. “I just think maybe I saw 
something in the bedroom.” Dad raised his eyebrows. “But it 
was probably just a figment of my overly active 
imagination.”“Did you get a good look at it?” he asked.“Not 
really.”“You must have seen it. Was it a big old hairy 
sonofabitch with the damnedest-looking teeth and 
claws?”“That’s it!”“And did it have pointed ears and evil eyes 
with fire in ’em, and did it stare at you all wicked-like?” he 
asked.“Yes! Yes! You’ve seen it, too?”“Better believe I have. 
It’s that old ornery bastard Demon.” 
 
September 5, 2022 
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Dad said something about freaks of nature, and Mom called 
Dad a Mr. Know-It-All Smarty-Pants who refused to believe 
that she was special. Dad said something about Jesus H. 
Christ on a goddamn crutch not taking that much time to 
gestate. Mom got upset at Dad’s blasphemy, reached her foot 
over to the driver’s side, and stomped on the brake. It was the 
middle of the night, and Mom bolted out of the car and ran 
into the darkness.“You crazy bitch!” Dad hollered. “Get your 
goddamn ass back in this car!”“You make me, Mr. Tough 
Guy!” she screamed as she ran away. 
 
September 5, 2022 
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“They’re for suckers who rely on luck.” Dad knew all about 
statistics, and he explained how the casinos stacked the odds 
against the slot players. When Dad gambled, he preferred 
poker and pool—games of skill, not chance. “Whoever coined 
the phrase ‘a man’s got to play the hand that was dealt him’ 
was most certainly one piss-poor bluffer,” Dad said. 
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Goddammit, Rose Mary,” Dad snapped. “Do you think I’m a 
fucking idiot?”“What?” Mom asked, throwing her arms up in 
the air. “Am I not allowed to give my daughter a sock?” She 
winked at me again, just in case I didn’t get it. 
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The neighborhood also had its share of perverts. Mostly, they 
were shabby, hunched men with wheedling voices who hung 
around on street corners and followed us to and from school, 
trying to give us boosts when we climbed a fence, offering us 
candy and loose change if we would go play with them. We 
called them creeps and hollered at them to leave us alone, but 
I worried about hurting their feelings because I couldn’t help 
wondering if maybe they were telling the truth, that all they 
wanted was to be our friends. 
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The next day, when Dad came home and we told him what 
had happened, he said he was going to kill that lowlife 
sonofabitch. He and Brian and I went out on a serious 
Pervert Hunt. Our blood up, we searched the streets for 
hours, but we never did find the guy. I asked Mom and Dad if 
we should close the doors and windows when we went to 
sleep. They wouldn’t consider it. We needed the fresh air, they 
said, and it was essential that we refuse to surrender to 
fear.So the windows stayed open. Maureen kept having 
nightmares of men in Halloween masks. And every now and 
then, when Brian and I were feeling revved up, he’d get a 
machete and I’d get a baseball bat and we’d go Pervert 
Hunting, clearing the streets of the creeps who preyed on 
kids. 
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Dad yanked out the silverware drawer and hurled the forks 
and spoons and knives across the room, then picked up one of 
the chairs and smashed it on Grandma’s table. “Rose Mary, 
where the goddamn hell are you, you stinking bitch?” he 
yelled. “Where is that whore hiding?” 
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Part III: Welch 

 

 That day I was leaving the house at the same time as Uncle 
Stanley. He never had the wherewithal to learn to drive, but 
someone from the appliance store where he worked was 
picking him up. He asked if I wanted a ride, too. When I told 
him where I was headed, he frowned. “That’s Niggerville,” he 
said. “What you going there for?”Stanley didn’t want his 
friend to drive me there, so I walked. When I got back home 
later in the afternoon, the house was empty except for Erma, 
who never set foot outside. She stood in the kitchen, stirring a 
pot of green beans and taking swigs from the bottle of hooch 
in her pocket.“So, how was Niggerville?” she asked.Erma 
was always going on about “the niggers.” Her and Grandpa’s 
house was on Court Street, on the edge of the black 
neighborhood. It galled her when they started moving into 
that section of town, and she always said it was their fault 
that Welch had gone downhill. When you were sitting in the 
living room, where Erma always kept the shades drawn, you 
could hear groups of black people walking into town, talking 
and laughing. “Goddamn niggers,” Erma always muttered. 
“The reason I have not gone out of this house in fifteen years 
is because I do not want to see or be seen by a nigger.” Mom 
and Dad had always forbidden us to use that word. It was 
much worse than any curse word, they told us. But since 
Erma was my grandmother, I never said anything when she 
used it.Erma kept stirring the beans. “Keep this up and 
people are going to think you’re a nigger lover,” she said. 
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They’d been gone for a minute or two when I heard Brian 
weakly protesting. I went into Grandpa’s bedroom and saw 
Erma kneeling on the floor in front of Brian, grabbing at the 
crotch of his pants, squeezing and kneading while mumbling 
to herself and telling Brian to hold still, goddammit. Brian, 
his cheeks wet with tears, was holding his hands protectively 
between his legs.“Erma, you leave him alone!” I 
shouted.Erma, still on her knees, twisted around and glared 
at me. “Why, you little bitch!” she said.Lori heard the 
commotion and came running. I told Lori that Erma was 
touching Brian in a way she ought not to be. Erma said she 
was merely mending Brian’s inseam and that she shouldn’t 
have to defend herself against some lying little whore’s 
accusations.“I know what I saw,” I said. “She’s a 
pervert!”Erma reached over to slap me, but Lori caught her 
hand. “Let’s all calm down,” Lori said in the same voice she 
used when Mom and Dad got carried away, arguing. 
“Everybody. Calm down.”Erma jerked her hand out of Lori’s 
grasp and slapped her so hard that Lori’s glasses went flying 
across the room. Lori, who had turned thirteen, slapped her 
back. Erma hit Lori again, and this time Lori struck Erma a 
blow in the jaw. Then they flew at each other, tussling and 
flailing and pulling hair, locked together, with Brian and me 
cheering on Lori until we woke up Uncle Stanley, who 
staggered into the room and pushed them apart. 
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The family who had it the toughest on Little Hobart Street, I 
would have to say, was the Pastors. The mother, Ginnie Sue 
Pastor, was the town whore. Ginnie Sue Pastor was thirty-
three years old and had eight daughters and one son. Their 
names all ended with Y. Her husband, Clarence Pastor, had 
black lung and sat on the front porch of their huge sagging 
house all day long, but he never smiled or waved at 
passersby. Just sat there like he was frozen. Everyone in 
town said he’d been impotent for years and none of the 
Pastor kids was his. 
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Ginnie Sue Pastor pretty much kept to herself. At first I 
wondered if she lay around in a lacy negligee all day, 
smoking cigarettes and waiting for gentlemen callers. Back 
in Battle Mountain, the women lounging on the front porch 
of the Green Lantern—I’d long since figured out what they 
really did—wore white lipstick and black mascara and 
partially unbuttoned blouses that showed the tops of their 
brassieres. But Ginnie Sue Pastor didn’t look like a whore. 
She was a blowsy woman with dyed yellow hair, and from 
time to time we saw her out in the front yard, chopping wood 
or filling a scuttle from the coal pile. She usually wore the 
same kinds of aprons and canvas farm coats worn by the rest 
of the women on Little Hobart Street. She looked like any 
other mom. 
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Of course I went. I’d never gotten inside the Green Lantern, 
but now I’d get an up-close look at a genuine prostitute. 
There were lots of things I wanted to know: Was whoring 
easy money? Was it ever any fun, or was it just gross? Did 
Kathy and her sisters and her father all know Ginnie Sue 
Pastor was a whore? What did they think of it? I didn’t plan 
on flat out asking these questions, but I did think that by 
getting inside the Pastors’ house and meeting Ginnie Sue, I’d 
come away with some idea of the answers. 
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Sweet Man came in crying, and Ginnie Sue picked him up 
and let him suck some mayonnaise off her finger. “You did 
good on that bird,” Ginnie Sue told me. “You strike me as the 
kind of girl who’s one day going to be eating roast chicken 
and those on-fire desserts just as much as you want.” She 
winked.It was only on the way home that I realized I hadn’t 
gotten answers to any of my questions. While I was sitting 
there talking to Ginnie Sue, I’d even forgotten she was a 
whore. One thing about whoring: It put a chicken on the 
table. 
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Grandpa and Uncle Stanley did have a working bathroom, 
so every weekend some of us went over to take a bath. One 
time I was sitting next to Uncle Stanley on the couch in his 
room, watching Hee Haw and waiting for my turn in the tub. 
Grandpa was off at the Moose Lodge, where he spent the 
better part of every day; Lori was taking her bath; and Mom 
was at the table in Grandpa’s room working on a crossword 
puzzle. I felt Stanley’s hand creeping onto my thigh. I looked 
at him, but he was staring at the Hee Haw Honeys so intently 
that I couldn’t be sure he was doing it on purpose, so I 
knocked his hand away without saying anything. A few 
minutes later, the hand came creeping back. I looked down 
and saw that Uncle Stanley’s pants were unzipped and he 
was playing with himself. I felt like hitting him, but I was 
afraid I’d get in trouble the way Lori had after punching 
Erma, so I hurried out to Mom.“Mom, Uncle Stanley is 
behaving inappropriately,” I said.“Oh, you’re probably 
imagining it,” she said.“He groped me! And he’s wanking 
off!”Mom cocked her head and looked concerned. “Poor 
Stanley,” she said. “He’s so lonely.”“But it was gross!”Mom 
asked me if I was okay. I shrugged and nodded. “Well, there 
you go,” she said. She said that sexual assault was a crime of 
perception. “If you don’t think you’re hurt, then you aren’t,” 
she said. “So many women make such a big deal out of these 
things. But you’re stronger than that.” She went back to her 
crossword puzzle. 
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Part IV: New York City 

 

 He wouldn’t let me hug him. “Whoa, Nelly, stay back,” he 
said. “You’re sure a sight for sore eyes, honey, but I don’t 
want you catching this sonofabitch of a bug.”Dad escorted 
me back to the TB ward and introduced me to all of his 
friends. “Believe it or not, ol’ Rex Walls did produce 
something worth bragging about, and here she is,” he told 
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them. Then he started coughing.“Dad, are you going to be 
okay?” I asked.“Ain’t none of us getting out of this alive, 
honey,” Dad said. It was an expression he used a lot, and 
now he seemed to find a special satisfaction in it. 
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When I told Dad about my plans, he asked if Eric made me 
happy and treated me well. “Because if he doesn’t,” Dad said, 
“I will by God kick his butt so hard, his asshole will be up 
between his shoulder blades.” 
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Excerpts 
Page  Content 

4-5 “That doesn’t exist!” somebody shouted behind him. 
“It so fucking does!” Steve shouted back. “Drunken Monkey style, man, it’s 
a real fucking thing. You can kill somebody with it.…” 
“You’re full of shit.” 

“You’re full of shit,” Steve said. “Park! Hey, Park.” 
Park heard him, but didn’t answer. Sometimes, if you ignored Steve for a 
minute, he moved on to someone else. Knowing that was 80 percent of 
surviving with Steve as your neighbor. The other 20 percent was just 
keeping your head down.… 
Which Park had momentarily forgotten. A ball of paper hit him in the back 
of the head. 

“Those were my Human Growth and Development notes, dicklick,” Tina 

said. 

6 “There,” Steve said. He looked for something to throw at Mikey, but couldn’t 
find anything. He pointed instead. “I fucking told you.” 
“What the fuck does Sheridan know about kung fu?” Mikey said. 
“Are you retarded?” Steve said. “His mom’s Chinese.” 
Mikey looked at Park carefully. Park smiled and narrowed his eyes. “Yeah, I 
guess I see it,” Mikey said. “I always thought you were Mexican.” 

“Shit, Mikey,” Steve said, “you’re such a fucking racist.” 
“She’s not Chinese,” Tina said. “She’s Korean.” 
“Who is?” Steve asked. 
“Park’s mom.” 
Park’s mom had been cutting Tina’s hair since grade school. They both had 
the exact same hairstyle: long spiral perms with tall feathered bangs. 
“She’s fucking hot is what she is,” Steve said, cracking himself up. “No 

offense, Park.” 

Park managed another smile and slunk back into his seat, putting his 
headphones back on and cranking up the volume. He could still hear Steve 



and Mikey, four seats behind him. 

“But what’s the fucking point?” Mikey asked. 
“Dude, would you want to fight a drunk monkey? They’re fucking huge. 

Like Every Which Way But Loose, man. Imagine that bastard losing his shit 
on you.” 

40 That would cancel out the whole ‘Jesus-fuck-sit-down’ scenerio 

74 Jesus. Was it possible to rape somebody’s hand? 

75  She’d already finished her homework. Some creep had written do I make you wet on 
her geography book, so she spent a really long time covering it up with a black ink 
pen. 

78 S  but somebody is going to suck me off  

201  I know you’re a slut you smell like cum 

281 do i make you wet?... 

      283       328 Eleanor listened to Steve sing song after song over the wet hammer of her heartbeat. 
The beer can went warm in her hand. I know your a slut you smell like cum 
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Page  Content 

126-

128 

 "“I’ve just never given one,” she answered, her little voice dripping with seductiveness. It was so brazen. I 
thought I would explode. I never thought. I mean, from Alaska, hearing that stuff was one thing. But to 
hear her sweet little Romanian voice go so sexy all of the sudden…  

     
    “No,” I said. “I never have.” “Think it would be fun?” DO I!?!?!?!?!?!?!  
 
    “Um. Yeah. I mean, you don’t have to.”  

“I think I want to,” she said, and we kissed a little, and then. And then with me sitting watching The Brady 
Bunch, watching Marcia Marcia Marcia up to her Brady antics, Lara unbuttoned my pants and pulled my 
boxers down a little and pulled out my penis. 
 
 “Wow,” she said.  
 
“What?” 
 
 She looked up at me, but didn’t move, her face nanometers away from my penis. 
 
 “What do you mean weird?”  
 
“Just big, I guess.” 
 
 I could live with that kind of weird. And then she wrapped her hand around it and put it into her mouth. 
And waited. We were both very still. She did not move a muscle in her body, and I did not move a muscle 
in mine. I knew that at this point something else was supposed to happen, but I wasn’t quite sure what. 
She stayed still. I could feel her nervous breath. For minutes . . . she lay there, stock-still with my penis in 
her mouth, and I sat there, waiting. And then she took it out of her mouth and looked up at me quizzically. 
 
 “Should I do something?”  
 
“Um. I don’t know,” I said.  



 
Everything I’d learned from watching porn with Alaska suddenly exited my brain. I thought maybe she 
should move her head up and down, but wouldn’t that choke her? So I just stayed quiet.  
 
“Should I, like, bite?”  
 
“Don’t bite! I mean, I don’t think. I think---I mean, that felt good. That was nice. I don’t know if there’s 
something else.”  
 
“I mean, you didn't---.”  
 
“Um. Maybe we should ask Alaska.” 
 
 So we went to her room and asked Alaska. She laughed and laughed. Sitting on her bed, she laughed until 
she cried. She walked into the bathroom, returned with a tube of toothpaste, and showed us. In detail. 
Never have I so wanted to be Crest Complete.  
 
Lara and I went back to her room, where she did exactly what Alaska told her to do, and I did exactly what 
Alaska said I would do, which was die a hundred little ecstatic deaths, my fists clenched, my body shaking. 
It was my first orgasm with a girl, and afterward, I was embarrassed and nervous, and so, clearly, was Lara, 
who finally broke the silence by asking, “So, want to do some homework?” 
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10  "How is it privilege if it's a lottery? Nobody asks to be white. Especially  nowadays." It genuinely pains me to 
rejoin this conversation. "It's a class issue,  not a race issue. That's the scam. Why is it practically illegal for 
cis, her, white  men to have any cultural relevance anymore?" 

72 "Not to be a dick, but I've been meaning to ask. Did you smoke all the weed?..." 

97      "Why do you worship white-people things?" 

150         JAYNE IS A CHINK SLUT. 

166 "      Did you ever have that thing where, like, staying out late, drinking forties,  breaking shit, or making out 
with people in public was, like white-kid shit." 

69 2      All I could think while his hands groped my breasts was that I hoped he wouldn't  go for my pants. I'd heard 
that you could contract tetanus in your cervix if you got  fingered by a guy with dirty fingernails. I tried to 
check his nails, but it was dark,  and when he switched from sucking on my neck to kissing my mouth again, I  
moaned in that way that every girl knows how even if they don't want to. It was  surreal when he took my 
hand and guided it to his fly. I was shocked by how  suddenly I was touching Holland Hint's penis. And how hot 
his penis felt. It was  not unlike petting an unseeing hairless cat. When the spurt of feverish ooze  landed on 
my hand, it glistened as it cooled. I couldn't tell if I was sick from  giddiness or loathing. I knew that this part I 
wouldn't tell anybody about. I  checked my own nails. They were clean. 

Profanity  Count 

Ass  21 

Bitch  7 

Dick  7 

Fuck  172 

Piss  3 

Shit  47 



295        I get it: Don't take your Johnson out and start whacking off in front of the ladies pardon the vulgarity- but why 
wouldn't she take a position with a dear friend who  can help her out? 

300  “You’re talking about my organs,” she corrects. “I’m trying to tell you about things  I want to accomplish.”  

“Like sex.”  

“Exactly.”  

“How is that not talking about your organs?”  

“Fuck you,” she says laughing. 

301  “So I have to get D’d before then.”  
“Yuck, June, God.”  

I haven’t had sex in months and I’m fucking relieved. Jeremy had one unvarying  move. This numbing 
pneumatic thrusting that made me feel as though I was being drilled for oil. He also had the mortifying habit of 
talking dirty. 

301                       3 "  Work people I can hate-fuck." I try not to envision my sister's naked body  squirming rhythmically under 
some finance douche and fail. 

305 "I want to get pregnant," she tells me once we're out of earshot. "Tonight?"  "While I can." An odd squeak 
escapes my throat." "What- and those guys back  there are your donors?" I glance at the table. "Essentially." 
"June." "I'm serious,"  she says, clutching my forearm with her talons. "Just to know what it feels like at  least 
for a second." "If you were pregnant for a few days, it's just a few cells. It's  like you at a corn nut. It's barely a 
shadow." "I haven't even taken the fucking  morning-after pill." "It's no picnic," I retort, and looks at me for a 
beat. "Gross,"  she says, and then laughs. I sit sidesaddle on a stool watching her lean onto the  gleaming 
wood bar, boobs hoisted, foot hitched to the brass railing underneath.  

306 "Why?" "May as well take the ol' equipment around the block." "Well, do you  want to have a baby?" I ask her. 
"Not with any of these dipshits," she quips. Her  smile dies when she sees my expression. 

306  "I got to get knocked the fuck up right now." "Okay." I raise mine. "To you  conceiving however briefly at 
you secret hysterectomy sex party." We clink  glasses. "And to the science fiction horror show of me 
giving birth to my own  fucking uterus and ovaries." 

320 But having sex with strangers is fucking weird. 

322  "You're kind of a fuckboy." 

322  "I started hooking up with this grifter who moved into my apartment, and he  fucked a whole bunch of 
other people right in my bedroom while I slept on the  couch. So…" I feel him shift beside me. "Jesus. Guess 
you'd know a fuckboy when  you see one," he says. "I'm like a truffle pig for fuckboys." 

 

 

 

 
 





               This One Summer 
 

 

                                              Summary of Concerns: 

 
Excessive Profanity, sexual content/depictions  

sex with minors, alcohol among minors, referemces to  

pornography 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   Mariko Tamaki 

   ISBN: 9781-59643-774-6 

 

Excerpts 

Page  Content 

21  “I did this thing. Um. It’s called Gaia’s Circle? It’s like a music thing? All the kids’  
parents except mine were lesbians.” See Figure 1.  

22  “My aunt is a lesbian.” See Figure 2. 

39 , “Okay, sluts, let’s go.” See Figure 3. 

40  “Since when do you get to call me a SLUT, ASSHOLE?” 
 
“Uh. Since when am an ASSHOLE, slut? 

42  “Bit strange calling someone you  don’t even know a slut.”  
 

The young girl replies, “Oh, well, these guys who know these girls were calling  
them sluts.”  

44 4  Slut. Slut. Slut. Slut………….. 

56  “Hey, Sarah, was it you who said that  sperm can live for like, three weeks in your 
stom-“  

“OH SHIT!”  

“Like I would say that! Fuckin’ gross.”  

57  “Get that jerky shit out of here.”  



58  “Look, it’s  covered in turkey jerk off!”  

“Those are fucking sesame seeds.” 

59  “Ha. ha. Shit. Really?”. 

60  “Okay but obvs,  like, when I say SIX, I’m not including blow jobs-“  
 

“HA! Who’s all BLOW JOBS with the kids now, Sarah?”   

“What? Oh. Fuck.” 

61  “BLOW JOB. Like they don’t know what a blow job is.”  
( image depicts bushes with a “shout” bubble), “It’s ORAL SEX  kids!”  
 

“OH MY GOD. They TOTALLY weren’t expecting us to rent this,  right? It’s like X-rated!”  

 

The other girl says, “Hello? That’s PORN. Porn is X. Violence and all that other  stuff 
is R.”  

63  (watching a movie) One of them says, “Oral is  when you do stuff with your mouth, 
right?”  

The other girl says, “Yea. On a guy.”. 

89  “yeah shit.”   

90  “OH SHIT!!!”  

125  “Holy shit, Rose, you’re so big! Look at you beautiful hair.”  

132  “Just smell the air here! It’s FUCKIN’ SICK!”  

 

133  “HOLY SHIT IT’S HOT!”   

153  A young girl holds up a flip flop with “SEXY BITCH” written on the bottom of it.  
She says, “You can’t get herpes from a flip flop.”  

189   “   Who said I’m not getting laid? Sarah’s no bitch, man.”   

231 2    The illustration is of a closeup of a young native American woman and someone  says, 
“Did they use for BIRTH CONTROL.”   

The next illustration depicts two young men within a crowd of parents and  children. 
One of the teenagers says, “Like, fuckin’ condoms made from squirrel  skin or 
something.” The other teenage boy says, “Fuckin’ asshole.”  



246  “Fuckin’ lame.”  

The next illustration depicts three teenage boys talking. One of them says, “Man. I  
dunno. Just. Fuck.”  

…”She wants me to go to the doctor with her. Like I’m already a fucking DAD.”  

247  “Fuck this.” 

248  “Yeah, dude, you just never fucking know.”  

253  “YOU BACK THERE? WHAT THE FUCK, GIRL? SARAH, C’MERE AND HELP ME WITH  THIS 
FUCKING THING!”  
 

“Who the fuck is yelling back here?”   

256  “Holy fucking shit!”   

271  The illustration depicts a car speeding towards a crowd of people. “What the  
fuck?!”  

274  , “Fuck you asshole. You think you’re so fucking  cool…but you’re nothing but a 
DOUCHEBAGE with a penis.”  

275  “Grow the fuck up, Duncan! Why  can’t you just man up and deal with your shit?” 

276  “I’m not even fucking TELLING you what to do, you fucking prick.” “GO TO THE 
DOCTOR, Get fucking proof, or  whatever. THEN we’ll talk.”  

“FUCK YOU, ASSHOLE!”  

297  “Do you think she was trying to drown?”  

 “You think? God. I don’t even want to think about it. She was pretty drunk. Poor  girl.”  
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0 Author’s note: The pronouns and names used for gender-noncomforming
people were approved by the in people in question.

4 A senior at a small private high school, the teenager identifies as agender-
neither male nor female.

6 Oakland is considered one of the most diverse cities in the country. It’s Asian
and Latino, black and white, African, Arab, Indian, Iranian, Native American,

and Pacific Islander. No one group is a majority. It has more lesbian couples per
capita than any city in the nation, and one of the largest proportions of gay-

and lesbian headed households.

7 In 2013, the year Sasha was burned, Oakland ranked seventh among
American cities in income and inequality- just below New York.

14 Our language, English, works differently. We care a lot about gender, and English
reflects that in its pronouns- she or he, her or him, hers or his. You might think

this is just how languages work in the real world, but there are many languages
on earth that are basically gender neutral, using the same word for he, she, and

it, or not using pronouns at all.



15 English, on the other hand, poses a challenge for people like Sasha who don’t
see themselves as fitting into neat either/or categories like male or female.
Sasha, like many gender-non-conforming people, wants to be referred to with
the pronoun they. It might feel awkward at first, but you’ll get used to it.

19 Sasha created a card called A Complete History of the Soviet Union as Told by a
Humble Worker, Arranged to the Melody of Tetris, which was the name of a six
and-a-half-minute song by an obscure British comedy band called Pig with the

Face of a Boy. Michael and Sasha were both obsessed with the song and sang it
at every opportunity.

20 Back then, Shasha was called Luke and they were referred to as he.

24 One day Samantha told the therapist about a video she’d seen on YouTube.
Two young women stood back-to-back performing a slam poem called “Hir,”
rotating to face the mic as they gave voice to a girl named Melissa and the
boy inside her named James.
Sometimes she wishes she could rip the skin off her back,
Every moment of every day she feels trapped in the flesh of a stranger.
Watching it, Samantha felt something chime inside her- a bell vibrating
in

25 resonance. Before puberty, her physical body didn’t seem to have that much to do
with who she was. People used to mistake her for a boy, but she had felt proud to

be a girl. But now being a girl was like being stuffed into a heavy, constricting
costume. She could barely breathe in it. The rules of the universe were fixed: You

look a certain way and so you have to act a certain way and people are going to
treat you a certain way. There was no way to alter it.

“I think I might be…transgender?” she whispered to her therapist the next
week. “I don’t think you know what transgender means,” her therapist replied.

The bell that had been chiming inside her fell silent. She’s the expert, Samantha
thought.

26 “I’m transgender.”

27 Back in seventh grade, Andrew rarely spoke about gender with Sasha after that
one conversation. He wouldn’t tell his parents he was trans for another year. For a
while he convinced himself that being a girl would be okay, that being trans was
just too hard a life.

28 Even though he’d started high school as a boy, his trans status was a topic of
constant rumor and gossip.

29 Now, as Sasha explained that they also were questioning their gender,
Andrew felt a rush of relief, similar to the one he’d felt when he came out to
Sasha.

29 They just knew. Whether or not the appearance of their body matched the
gender in their mind, there was some core understanding: my identity is this.
But Sasha didn’t feel that. Didn’t feel strongly This is what I am. Didn’t feel
strongly This is what I’m not. Other people seemed to have a file in their brain
marked Gender.



29 The idea of not having a gender wasn’t frightening to Sasha, but it wasn’t a relief
either.

29 “For me at least, genderqueer includes an aspect of questioning,” Sasha explains.
“The fact that I was questioning my gender meant that I was genderqueer.” Still,
Sasha kept probing. On Facebook, they posted a status update asking, What is
you preferred pronoun?

30 Sasha explained that there were other choices besides he and she, choices like it,
or they, or more recently invented gender-neutral pronouns like ne, ve, and ze or
xe. Listening, it became clear to Karl that this was a topic Sasha had been thinking
about a lot.
Not long afterward, Sasha was talking with their parents about someone they’d
met online who identified as genderqueer.
“Are you genderqueer?” asked Debbie, Sasha’s mother.
“Yeah,” Sasha said.
That was the extent of the conversation. But that night, Sasha posted on Google+:
Just came out as genderqueer to my parents. Basically, I don’t identify as
masculine or feminine.

30 What did genderqueer even mean?

31 GENDERQUEER

31 I understand coming out as gay or even trans, but this is harder for me to
understand.”

32 Sasha announced they were genderqueer, she asked for clarification. “Who are
you attracted to? Do you have sexual feelings for men?”
But that wasn’t the issue for Sasha. They weren’t all that interested in having sex
with anyone, actually. And anyway, terms like homosexual or heterosexual made
no sense if you didn’t identify as one gender or another.
Most of us see gender and sexuality and romance as one big interconnected
tangle of feelings- this is who I am, this is who I’m attracted to, this is who I love.

32 Gender was the word for what people felt about themselves, how they felt inside.
Sexuality was the category for who you were physically attracted to.

33 Because language is evolving rapidly, and because different people have different
preferences, always adopt the language individuals use about themselves, even if

it differs from what’s here.



34 bigender/gender fluid- Sometimes identifies as male and sometimes as female.
Cis/cisgender- The opposite of transgender; gender matches their birth sex.

Gender questioning- Is unsure about where they belong on the gender spectrum.
Genderqueer/nonbinary- Gender identity doesn’t fit neatly into male/female

categories.
Intersex- Born with sexual anatomy, organs, or chromosomes that don’t seem to
fit the typical definitions of female or male. Replaces the outdated and offensive

term hermaphrodite.
Trans/transgender- Feels their gender is different from their birth sex, whether or

not they have physically changed their body or outward presentation. A
transgender man is someone who currently identifies as male. A transgender

woman is someone who currently identifies as female.

34 cupiosexual- Doesn’t feel sexual attraction, but is still interested in sex.
Graysexual- Mostly doesn’t feel sexual attraction but does occasionally.

35 pansexual- Physically attracted to people across the gender spectrum.
TERMS FOR ROMANTIC INCLINATION
Aromatic- Not romantically attracted to anyone.
Biromantic- Romantically attracted to both men and women.
Cupioromantic- Doesn’t feel romantic attraction, but is still interested in romance.
Heteroromantic- Romantically attracted to people of all the opposite gender.
Homoromantic- Romantically attracted to people of the same gender.
Panromantic- Romantically attracted to people across the gender spectrum
Quoiromantic- Doesn’t understand the difference between romantic and platonic
love.

37 Discovering the experience of genderqueer identity felt like discovering a secret
room. All this time there had been just two rooms: male and female. Now it

turned out there was another room- one that could be furnished however you
wanted.

38 He remembers his thought process going like this: Okay, not male. Okay, not
female. So, neither? Okay. “That was the process and it took ten seconds,” he

says. “Then it was over.”
“I just rolled with the fact that Sasha was agender,” Teah says.

40 But Sasha had surveyed the options- Men and Women- and walked back to the
car.

“There’s no bathroom for me,” they said, climbing into the backseat.

41 It was tough sometimes, watching Sasha navigate a world that didn’t even have a
category for them.

43 Sasha had been identifying as agender for almost a year by now, but they still
dressed the same as they always had- like a boy.

46 One leaned out the window, “Let me suck your prick.”

47 He didn’t bother ruminating on why he’d been singled out, why the men had
assumed he was gay.



48 1. I’m Sasha and I identify as agender.
2. It’s important to respect people’s preferred pronouns.
3. I’m petitioning the White House to recognize nonbinary gender. Anyone can
start a petition on the We the People website at Whitehouse.gov, requesting that
the federal government address a problem or change a policy. If a petition gets
enough signatures within a thirty-day window, the White House will issue an
official response. Sasha’s petition reads as follows:
Legal documents in the United States only recognize “male” and “female” as
genders, leaving anyone who does not identify as one of these two genders with
no option. Australia and New Zealand both allow an X in place of an M or an F on
passports for this purpose, and the UK regnizes ‘Mx’ (pronounced “Mix”) as a
gender-neutral title.
This petition asks the Obama administration to legally recognize genders outside
of the male-female binary, and provide on option for these genders on all legal
documents and records.

50 As they boxed up books and folders and unpinned words from the wall, Sasha
noticed a pair of clipboards parents used to sign out their kids at the end of the
day. One clipboard was marked Girls. The other was marked Boys. “What about

the kids who aren’t either one?” Sasha asked. “Which clipboard do they go on?”

51 Three years later, Karl’s classroom included a boy who sometimes liked to dress
as a princess and a girl who talked about maybe being a boy someday.

55 Nemo identifies as gender fluid.

56 “To me gender fluid means I have the potential to be anything, any gender at any
time,” Nemo explained. “I can be male, female, masculine, feminine, neither,

both.” Like Sasha, Nemo uses they/them pronouns.
Sasha and Nemo knew each other from the school’s Queer Club and had gone to

see Les Miserables together the year before.

56 “And I’m asexual, so I don’t do sexual relationships,” Nemo says.

56 The fact that both of them identified as nonbinary wasn’t the reason they were
together, it was just another thing they had in common.

73 “I don’t give a fuck about them flowers,” the guy said. He didn’t know who Lil’
Jerry was. Just some guy in a puffy jacket.

“Why you got to be like that? Just respect her flowers.”

75 Now it was a challenge. “Fuck them flowers,” the guy said. “I’ma come back and
shoot this shit up.”

77 Richard’s mother, Jasmine was already four and a half months pregnant when her
grandmother took her to the doctor to get checked. She was fourteen years old
and had been dating a boy two years older. He was the one who figured out she

was pregnant- she hadn’t known enough to make sense of the changes happening
to her body. It was too late for an abortion, but Jasmine figured she was prepared

to raise a child.



109 Do u ever just get really tired when u have a lot of shit to do and u just start
crying for no reason

112 “Whoa, nigga. You said, ‘Hey!’” Jamal echoed. “Screamin’ and shit.” Lloyd
leaned close and screeched in Jamal’s ear. Richard laughed and slapped
Lloyd’s head.
“Aw, nigga, you just broke my neck,” Lloyd yelled. “Damn, pussy, bitch, fuck!”
Richard brandished the lighter, pretending to light Lloyd’s sleeve. He looked at
Jamal.
“Do it,” Jamal urged.
Lloyd danced between them, landing half on Jamal’s lap.
“Move, nigga! Get off me,” Jamal grumbled.

114 Sasha leaps up, slapping the flaming skirt. “Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!”

115 “Oh, Lord. Fuck.”

115 “Oh my God. Who would want to do some shit like that?”

116 “That’s fucked up. That’s hella fucked up!”
Then the driver walks down the aisle to the back of the bus and kicks the charred

remnant of Sasha’s skirt through the door.
“Real stupid motherfuckers, man!” he bellows.

143 “I’m homophobic,” Richard said at last. “I don’t like gay people.”

145 “My son considers himself agender,” she said. “He likes to wear a skirt. It’s his
statement. That’s how he feels comfortable dressing.”

It wasn’t until later that she realized she’d gotten the pronouns wrong.

188 Being agender simply means that the person doesn’t feel they are “either a boy or
a girl.”

189 But his presence was a statement in itself- I’m here, I’m queer, and I support my
cousin.
Inside the courtroom, reporters discussed the best terms to use when describing

Sasha. Gender fluid? Genderqueer? Gender non-conforming? Agender?

189 “I’ve met the minor and I can tell you he’s not homophobic, not even remotely,”
he said.

197 Like, ‘Oh yeah, he gay, he hecka gay, let’s burn him.’

224 They carried a book about the history of American Socialism.

228 The government had acknowledged the existence of nonbinary gender.

229 She had made Sasha a ball gown as a gift, using fabric donated by the Sisters of
Perpetual Indulgence, a San Fransisco charity and street performance group that
calls itself “a leading-edge Order of queer nuns.”

239 “You’re the one who smacked my ass!”
”I’m the one who smacked your ass!”



249 Seven of them, including a knit cap, a flat cap, a Russian ushanka hat, and a
Chairman Mao hat with a red star at the forehead.
A few key books came along as well: a vegan cookbook, the novel Trains and Lovers
by Alexander McCall Smith, The Left Hand of Darkness by Ursula K. Le Guin, a book
about anarchism called Black Flame, and the novel Orlando by Virginia Woolf,
about a poet who changes genders from male to female.

267 “It was kind of fucked up that we were out there fighting and cutting school,” she
says.

285 “…We hope that there are programs in juvenile detention that can at least help
Richard with this, and that he can become an ally who will stand up against the

bullying and hatred of gay and trans people.”

289 They talked about revolution vs. reform and anarchism vs. socialism, and Andrew
was struck, as he always had been, by the way Sasha carefully considered things

instead of just echoing the opinions of other people.
Andrew was eighteen now. His glasses were rimless at the bottom; his nose

pierced at the septum. He identified as a gay man. Few people knew his trans
status- he kept it on the down low.

290 He was happier now than he’d been before he transitioned, but he still yearned
for something else, some place outside of gender.

“Actually,” he said, “I’m starting to identify a little bit as- I don’t even know the
word I want to use yet. I like androgynous. I like genderqueer.”
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You can’t mistake our biology 

 
 

 Biological differences between gay and straight 
 
•Gay men and straight women have equally proportioned 
brain hemispheres. Gay women and straight men have 
slightly larger right hemispheres. 
•Gay men have slightly longer and thicker winkies. Excellent. 
•The amygdala of gay men is more responsive to porn than 
those of straight men. So we have bigger dicks and we’re 
hornier. Jus’ sayin’. 
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Where to meet people like you 

 
 



 Be aware that many dating sites have a minimum age of 
eighteen, although some people arrange dates through 
Twitter or Facebook too. “I’ve had dates (and consequently 
sex) with people I’ve met through Twitter, but they’ve come 
along as a result of my normal interactions on there rather 
than anything deliberate. Facebook is different—that’s 
reserved for people I actually ‘know.’” 
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APPS 
 
The smartphone revolution understood that, like anything in 
the twenty-first century, we’d eventually want to be able to 
download sex. It wouldn’t surprise me if, in a couple of years, 
we can download the idea of sex so convincingly that we 
won’t have to bother with the messy bodily fluids and pesky 
emotional stuff at all. It is a fact that although grown-up 
adult types are sometimes looking for a serious relationship, 
sometimes they are just looking for a spot of sexyfuntime. 
You may come to establish that gay and bi men in particular 
do seem to quite like sex. OK, nearly everyone likes sex, but 
gay guys really seem to have cornered the market. 
Remember, this is fine as long as you’re honest and always 
use a condom. Gay and bi men have taken to app sex like 
ducks to sexy water. 
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THE GREAT SEX-APP 
 
 Debate Pro sex app “I have used Grindr—the advantages are 
you can get what you want quickly. The downside is that its 
the same people repeatedly, so can get boring very quickly, 
and there is an awful lot of ‘Hi, how are you?’, which people 
could do without. 
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“I’ve downloaded Grindr and chatted/sexted men on it but 
have never physically met men via it. If one was in need of a 
sexual encounter, whether it be a hookup or something less 
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casual, one could almost always find something. However, 
the men on these apps tend to be shallow when it comes to 
appearances and sexual identity (i.e., ‘looking for masc,’ 
‘white and Asian only.’).”  

 

 

 

 
•If you’re THAT HORNY that you want to do a “sex meet,” 
meet the “trick” in a public place for a drink first. That way 
you can assess if you fancy them in the flesh/they are not a 
twitchy-eyed freakazoid before letting them into your house. 
This is much, MUCH safer, obviously. 
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The ins and outs of gay sex 

 
 

 This chapter is about sex. Therefore it has sex in it. WELL, 
DUH. If you are a younger reader and feel you aren’t ready 
for the finer details of same-sex pairings, then simply skip 
this whole chapter.  
 
HOWEVER, before you do, I’d like to remind you that we 
taught you all about straight sex when you were ELEVEN 
YEARS OLD during sixth grade. The fact that they didn’t also 
teach you what same-sex couples do is nothing less than 
institutionalized homophobia. Straight sex was presented as 
the norm to make five percent of the population feel 
abnormal. Is there something icky about gay sex? Is there 
something wrong with it? I challenge any politician to 
discuss this with me. I WILL RUIN THEM.  
 
This chapter is simply all the stuff teachers SHOULD be 
saying if they want to be inclusive of people with same-sex 
feelings. 
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Part One: Boy-on-Boy Sex  
 
Here is a diagram of a boy. If you are also a boy, you are 
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probably aware which parts FEEL NICE when you touch 
them, but here’s a rough guide.  

 

 

 

 
Doing the Sex 
 
Two men can pleasure each other in a variety of fun ways. 
 
1. Handies: Perhaps the most important skill you will master 
as a gay or bi man is the timeless classic, the hand job. The 
good news is, you can practice on yourself. The bad news is, 
each guy has become very used to his own way of getting 
himself off. Learning how to find a partner’s personal style 
can take ages, but it can be very rewarding when you do. 
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2. Blowies: Oral sex is popping another dude’s peen in your 
mouth or, indeed, popping yours in his. There is only one 
hard and fast rule when it comes to blow jobs—WATCH THE 
TEETH. Lips and tongue, yes; teeth, NO 
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3. Bumming: It is a universal truth that many men like 
sticking their willies inside things. I suspect it must be 
biological. Well, in the absence of a vagina, gay and bi men 
make excellent use of the back door. 
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Doing the Sex 
 
Two women can pleasure each other in a variety of fun ways. 
 
1. Fingers: Far more effective than a penis in many ways, a 
hand can do the job of five penises. When gay women refer to 
having sex, this is usually what they mean. Lesbians can 
stimulate the clitoris and vagina and bring their partner to 
orgasm with their fingers; sometimes both partners can do 
this simultaneously. 
 
2. Oral: That clitoris really does like being licked and kissed. 
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Again, girls can take it in turns to perform oral sex or, if 
feeling adventurous, they can perform it at the same time. 
 
3. Toys and strap-ons: Some women like these; some don’t. 
Much has been written about why gay women would seek to 
play with a replacement penis, but I say who the heck cares—
if it feels nice, go for it! Moreover, a man is more than a 
penis—just because a woman wants something a bit penis-
shaped doesn’t mean she fancies broad-shouldered, beardy, 
no-boobed men. 
 
Toys, dildos, vibrators, and strap-ons all fulfill the same 
purpose—a prosthesis to insert into the vagina. As with gay 
men, one woman isn’t the “man.” Two women having same-
sex sex are both (yup) women!  

 

 

 

 

 

 
Part One: Boy-on-Boy Sex 
 
Here is a diagram of a boy. If you are also a boy, you are 
probably aware which parts FEEL NICE when you touch 
them, but here’s a rough guide. 
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So, you may have SEXTHOUGHTS about people of the same 
gender as you, OR you may have questions regarding your 
own gender. Loads of people—even people who end up 
identifying as straight and cis—have these thoughts and 
questions. I think it’s far odder to have NEVER thought about 
it. I’m a gay man, but I’ve considered having sexyfuntime 
with women plenty of times. Funnily enough, it’s yet to “turn 
me.” 
 
This is all fine. The fact that you’ve identified your 
sexthoughts is probably the hardest part, so reward yourself 
with a delicious piece of cake. 
 
BUT now we get to the bit where you actually have to make a 
choice. 
 
1. You can choose to do nothing. You can sit on these feelings 
and hope they go away. 
 

 



2. You can acknowledge them and act on them—have the sex 
you wanna have or wear the clothes you wanna wear—but 
choose not to define yourself. 
 
3. You can act on them AND adopt an identity to define 
yourself. This is the bit where you’d get the membership card 
and become part of a community.  

 

 

 

FIGURE 1 
 
As you can see, almost a quarter of the sample were having 
same-sex sexthoughts and/or thoughts regarding their 
gender before puberty, with over half at puberty. 
 

 

 





 

 

The Glass Castle, A Memoir 
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RED FLAGS: 

- Sexual Content (Masturbation, Molestation, 
- Sexual Assaults) 
- Physical abuse (Peer to Peer) 
- Extreme Violence 
- Bigotry 
- Alcohol & Drug Use (Beer/Cigarettes, Alcoholism & Drunk Driving) 
- Extreme Profanity 
- Condemnation of Christianity 
- Mental Health Issues 
- Extreme Poverty 
- Child Abuse, Abandonment and Neglect 
- Solicitation of Prostitutes 
- Adult Situations 

PROFANITY COUNT: 

(and other sensitive words) 
- f*ck 1 
- p*ssy 1 
- c*nt 1 
- a*s 4 
- b*tch 9 (sonofab*itch, etc.) 
- b*stard 6 
- n*gger 6 (n*ggers, N*ggerville, n*gger lover) 
- screw 1 
- whore 8 
- faggot 1 
- rape 3 
- drunk 21 
- beer 21 
- pissed 3 



- shit 7 (shit-hole, bullshit, shit-for-brains) 
- demon 17 
- damn 44 
- Jesus 2 (in vain, Jesus H. Christ) 
- virgin 1 
- penis 1 
- wanker 2 (also wanking off) 
- God 34 (in vain, oh my God, by God, godforsaken, Goddamn, Goddammit) 

 

 

Part II: The Desert 

 

 I started stealing matches from Dad. I’d go behind the trailer 
and light them. I loved the scratching sound of the match 
against the sandpapery brown strip when I struck it, and the 
way the flame leaped out of the red-coated tip with a pop and 
a hiss. I’d feel its heat near my fingertips, then wave it out 
triumphantly. I lit pieces of paper and little piles of brush and 
held my breath until the moment when they seemed about to 
blaze up out of control. Then I’d stomp on the flames and call 
out the curse words Dad used, like “Dumb-ass sonofabitch!” 
and “Cocksucker!” 
 
September 5, 2022 
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“You flea-bitten drunk!” Grandma would scream.“You 
goddamned flint-faced hag!” Dad would shout back.“You no-
good two-bit pud-sucking bastard!”“You scaly castrating 
banshee bitch!” 
 
September 5, 2022 
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“Tell us a story about yourself, Dad!” we’d beg him.“Awww. 
You don’t want to hear another story about me,” he’d 
say.“Yes, we do! We do!” we’d insist.“Well, okay,” he’d say. 
He’d pause and chuckle at some memory. “There’s many a 
damned foolhardy thing that your old man has done, but this 
one was harebrained even for a crazy sonofabitch like Rex 
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Walls.” 
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“Nothing, probably,” I said. “I just think maybe I saw 
something in the bedroom.” Dad raised his eyebrows. “But it 
was probably just a figment of my overly active 
imagination.”“Did you get a good look at it?” he asked.“Not 
really.”“You must have seen it. Was it a big old hairy 
sonofabitch with the damnedest-looking teeth and 
claws?”“That’s it!”“And did it have pointed ears and evil eyes 
with fire in ’em, and did it stare at you all wicked-like?” he 
asked.“Yes! Yes! You’ve seen it, too?”“Better believe I have. 
It’s that old ornery bastard Demon.” 
 
September 5, 2022 
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Dad said something about freaks of nature, and Mom called 
Dad a Mr. Know-It-All Smarty-Pants who refused to believe 
that she was special. Dad said something about Jesus H. 
Christ on a goddamn crutch not taking that much time to 
gestate. Mom got upset at Dad’s blasphemy, reached her foot 
over to the driver’s side, and stomped on the brake. It was the 
middle of the night, and Mom bolted out of the car and ran 
into the darkness.“You crazy bitch!” Dad hollered. “Get your 
goddamn ass back in this car!”“You make me, Mr. Tough 
Guy!” she screamed as she ran away. 
 
September 5, 2022 
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“They’re for suckers who rely on luck.” Dad knew all about 
statistics, and he explained how the casinos stacked the odds 
against the slot players. When Dad gambled, he preferred 
poker and pool—games of skill, not chance. “Whoever coined 
the phrase ‘a man’s got to play the hand that was dealt him’ 
was most certainly one piss-poor bluffer,” Dad said. 
 
September 5, 2022 
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Goddammit, Rose Mary,” Dad snapped. “Do you think I’m a 
fucking idiot?”“What?” Mom asked, throwing her arms up in 
the air. “Am I not allowed to give my daughter a sock?” She 
winked at me again, just in case I didn’t get it. 
 
September 5, 2022 
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The neighborhood also had its share of perverts. Mostly, they 
were shabby, hunched men with wheedling voices who hung 
around on street corners and followed us to and from school, 
trying to give us boosts when we climbed a fence, offering us 
candy and loose change if we would go play with them. We 
called them creeps and hollered at them to leave us alone, but 
I worried about hurting their feelings because I couldn’t help 
wondering if maybe they were telling the truth, that all they 
wanted was to be our friends. 
 
September 5, 2022 
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The next day, when Dad came home and we told him what 
had happened, he said he was going to kill that lowlife 
sonofabitch. He and Brian and I went out on a serious 
Pervert Hunt. Our blood up, we searched the streets for 
hours, but we never did find the guy. I asked Mom and Dad if 
we should close the doors and windows when we went to 
sleep. They wouldn’t consider it. We needed the fresh air, they 
said, and it was essential that we refuse to surrender to 
fear.So the windows stayed open. Maureen kept having 
nightmares of men in Halloween masks. And every now and 
then, when Brian and I were feeling revved up, he’d get a 
machete and I’d get a baseball bat and we’d go Pervert 
Hunting, clearing the streets of the creeps who preyed on 
kids. 
 
September 5, 2022 
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Dad yanked out the silverware drawer and hurled the forks 
and spoons and knives across the room, then picked up one of 
the chairs and smashed it on Grandma’s table. “Rose Mary, 
where the goddamn hell are you, you stinking bitch?” he 
yelled. “Where is that whore hiding?” 
 
September 5, 2022 
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Part III: Welch 

 

 That day I was leaving the house at the same time as Uncle 
Stanley. He never had the wherewithal to learn to drive, but 
someone from the appliance store where he worked was 
picking him up. He asked if I wanted a ride, too. When I told 
him where I was headed, he frowned. “That’s Niggerville,” he 
said. “What you going there for?”Stanley didn’t want his 
friend to drive me there, so I walked. When I got back home 
later in the afternoon, the house was empty except for Erma, 
who never set foot outside. She stood in the kitchen, stirring a 
pot of green beans and taking swigs from the bottle of hooch 
in her pocket.“So, how was Niggerville?” she asked.Erma 
was always going on about “the niggers.” Her and Grandpa’s 
house was on Court Street, on the edge of the black 
neighborhood. It galled her when they started moving into 
that section of town, and she always said it was their fault 
that Welch had gone downhill. When you were sitting in the 
living room, where Erma always kept the shades drawn, you 
could hear groups of black people walking into town, talking 
and laughing. “Goddamn niggers,” Erma always muttered. 
“The reason I have not gone out of this house in fifteen years 
is because I do not want to see or be seen by a nigger.” Mom 
and Dad had always forbidden us to use that word. It was 
much worse than any curse word, they told us. But since 
Erma was my grandmother, I never said anything when she 
used it.Erma kept stirring the beans. “Keep this up and 
people are going to think you’re a nigger lover,” she said. 
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They’d been gone for a minute or two when I heard Brian 
weakly protesting. I went into Grandpa’s bedroom and saw 
Erma kneeling on the floor in front of Brian, grabbing at the 
crotch of his pants, squeezing and kneading while mumbling 
to herself and telling Brian to hold still, goddammit. Brian, 
his cheeks wet with tears, was holding his hands protectively 
between his legs.“Erma, you leave him alone!” I 
shouted.Erma, still on her knees, twisted around and glared 
at me. “Why, you little bitch!” she said.Lori heard the 
commotion and came running. I told Lori that Erma was 
touching Brian in a way she ought not to be. Erma said she 
was merely mending Brian’s inseam and that she shouldn’t 
have to defend herself against some lying little whore’s 
accusations.“I know what I saw,” I said. “She’s a 
pervert!”Erma reached over to slap me, but Lori caught her 
hand. “Let’s all calm down,” Lori said in the same voice she 
used when Mom and Dad got carried away, arguing. 
“Everybody. Calm down.”Erma jerked her hand out of Lori’s 
grasp and slapped her so hard that Lori’s glasses went flying 
across the room. Lori, who had turned thirteen, slapped her 
back. Erma hit Lori again, and this time Lori struck Erma a 
blow in the jaw. Then they flew at each other, tussling and 
flailing and pulling hair, locked together, with Brian and me 
cheering on Lori until we woke up Uncle Stanley, who 
staggered into the room and pushed them apart. 
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The family who had it the toughest on Little Hobart Street, I 
would have to say, was the Pastors. The mother, Ginnie Sue 
Pastor, was the town whore. Ginnie Sue Pastor was thirty-
three years old and had eight daughters and one son. Their 
names all ended with Y. Her husband, Clarence Pastor, had 
black lung and sat on the front porch of their huge sagging 
house all day long, but he never smiled or waved at 
passersby. Just sat there like he was frozen. Everyone in 
town said he’d been impotent for years and none of the 
Pastor kids was his. 
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Ginnie Sue Pastor pretty much kept to herself. At first I 
wondered if she lay around in a lacy negligee all day, 
smoking cigarettes and waiting for gentlemen callers. Back 
in Battle Mountain, the women lounging on the front porch 
of the Green Lantern—I’d long since figured out what they 
really did—wore white lipstick and black mascara and 
partially unbuttoned blouses that showed the tops of their 
brassieres. But Ginnie Sue Pastor didn’t look like a whore. 
She was a blowsy woman with dyed yellow hair, and from 
time to time we saw her out in the front yard, chopping wood 
or filling a scuttle from the coal pile. She usually wore the 
same kinds of aprons and canvas farm coats worn by the rest 
of the women on Little Hobart Street. She looked like any 
other mom. 
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Of course I went. I’d never gotten inside the Green Lantern, 
but now I’d get an up-close look at a genuine prostitute. 
There were lots of things I wanted to know: Was whoring 
easy money? Was it ever any fun, or was it just gross? Did 
Kathy and her sisters and her father all know Ginnie Sue 
Pastor was a whore? What did they think of it? I didn’t plan 
on flat out asking these questions, but I did think that by 
getting inside the Pastors’ house and meeting Ginnie Sue, I’d 
come away with some idea of the answers. 
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Sweet Man came in crying, and Ginnie Sue picked him up 
and let him suck some mayonnaise off her finger. “You did 
good on that bird,” Ginnie Sue told me. “You strike me as the 
kind of girl who’s one day going to be eating roast chicken 
and those on-fire desserts just as much as you want.” She 
winked.It was only on the way home that I realized I hadn’t 
gotten answers to any of my questions. While I was sitting 
there talking to Ginnie Sue, I’d even forgotten she was a 
whore. One thing about whoring: It put a chicken on the 
table. 
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Grandpa and Uncle Stanley did have a working bathroom, 
so every weekend some of us went over to take a bath. One 
time I was sitting next to Uncle Stanley on the couch in his 
room, watching Hee Haw and waiting for my turn in the tub. 
Grandpa was off at the Moose Lodge, where he spent the 
better part of every day; Lori was taking her bath; and Mom 
was at the table in Grandpa’s room working on a crossword 
puzzle. I felt Stanley’s hand creeping onto my thigh. I looked 
at him, but he was staring at the Hee Haw Honeys so intently 
that I couldn’t be sure he was doing it on purpose, so I 
knocked his hand away without saying anything. A few 
minutes later, the hand came creeping back. I looked down 
and saw that Uncle Stanley’s pants were unzipped and he 
was playing with himself. I felt like hitting him, but I was 
afraid I’d get in trouble the way Lori had after punching 
Erma, so I hurried out to Mom.“Mom, Uncle Stanley is 
behaving inappropriately,” I said.“Oh, you’re probably 
imagining it,” she said.“He groped me! And he’s wanking 
off!”Mom cocked her head and looked concerned. “Poor 
Stanley,” she said. “He’s so lonely.”“But it was gross!”Mom 
asked me if I was okay. I shrugged and nodded. “Well, there 
you go,” she said. She said that sexual assault was a crime of 
perception. “If you don’t think you’re hurt, then you aren’t,” 
she said. “So many women make such a big deal out of these 
things. But you’re stronger than that.” She went back to her 
crossword puzzle. 
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Part IV: New York City 

 

 He wouldn’t let me hug him. “Whoa, Nelly, stay back,” he 
said. “You’re sure a sight for sore eyes, honey, but I don’t 
want you catching this sonofabitch of a bug.”Dad escorted 
me back to the TB ward and introduced me to all of his 
friends. “Believe it or not, ol’ Rex Walls did produce 
something worth bragging about, and here she is,” he told 
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them. Then he started coughing.“Dad, are you going to be 
okay?” I asked.“Ain’t none of us getting out of this alive, 
honey,” Dad said. It was an expression he used a lot, and 
now he seemed to find a special satisfaction in it. 
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When I told Dad about my plans, he asked if Eric made me 
happy and treated me well. “Because if he doesn’t,” Dad said, 
“I will by God kick his butt so hard, his asshole will be up 
between his shoulder blades.” 
 
September 5, 2022 
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Page  Content 

4-5 “That doesn’t exist!” somebody shouted behind him. 
“It so fucking does!” Steve shouted back. “Drunken Monkey style, man, it’s 
a real fucking thing. You can kill somebody with it.…” 
“You’re full of shit.” 

“You’re full of shit,” Steve said. “Park! Hey, Park.” 
Park heard him, but didn’t answer. Sometimes, if you ignored Steve for a 
minute, he moved on to someone else. Knowing that was 80 percent of 
surviving with Steve as your neighbor. The other 20 percent was just 
keeping your head down.… 
Which Park had momentarily forgotten. A ball of paper hit him in the back 
of the head. 

“Those were my Human Growth and Development notes, dicklick,” Tina 

said. 

6 “There,” Steve said. He looked for something to throw at Mikey, but couldn’t 
find anything. He pointed instead. “I fucking told you.” 
“What the fuck does Sheridan know about kung fu?” Mikey said. 
“Are you retarded?” Steve said. “His mom’s Chinese.” 
Mikey looked at Park carefully. Park smiled and narrowed his eyes. “Yeah, I 
guess I see it,” Mikey said. “I always thought you were Mexican.” 

“Shit, Mikey,” Steve said, “you’re such a fucking racist.” 
“She’s not Chinese,” Tina said. “She’s Korean.” 
“Who is?” Steve asked. 
“Park’s mom.” 
Park’s mom had been cutting Tina’s hair since grade school. They both had 
the exact same hairstyle: long spiral perms with tall feathered bangs. 
“She’s fucking hot is what she is,” Steve said, cracking himself up. “No 

offense, Park.” 

Park managed another smile and slunk back into his seat, putting his 
headphones back on and cranking up the volume. He could still hear Steve 



and Mikey, four seats behind him. 

“But what’s the fucking point?” Mikey asked. 
“Dude, would you want to fight a drunk monkey? They’re fucking huge. 

Like Every Which Way But Loose, man. Imagine that bastard losing his shit 
on you.” 

40 That would cancel out the whole ‘Jesus-fuck-sit-down’ scenerio 

74 Jesus. Was it possible to rape somebody’s hand? 

75  She’d already finished her homework. Some creep had written do I make you wet on 
her geography book, so she spent a really long time covering it up with a black ink 
pen. 

78 S  but somebody is going to suck me off  

201  I know you’re a slut you smell like cum 

281 do i make you wet?... 

      283       328 Eleanor listened to Steve sing song after song over the wet hammer of her heartbeat. 
The beer can went warm in her hand. I know your a slut you smell like cum 
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 "“I’ve just never given one,” she answered, her little voice dripping with seductiveness. It was so brazen. I 
thought I would explode. I never thought. I mean, from Alaska, hearing that stuff was one thing. But to 
hear her sweet little Romanian voice go so sexy all of the sudden…  

     
    “No,” I said. “I never have.” “Think it would be fun?” DO I!?!?!?!?!?!?!  
 
    “Um. Yeah. I mean, you don’t have to.”  

“I think I want to,” she said, and we kissed a little, and then. And then with me sitting watching The Brady 
Bunch, watching Marcia Marcia Marcia up to her Brady antics, Lara unbuttoned my pants and pulled my 
boxers down a little and pulled out my penis. 
 
 “Wow,” she said.  
 
“What?” 
 
 She looked up at me, but didn’t move, her face nanometers away from my penis. 
 
 “What do you mean weird?”  
 
“Just big, I guess.” 
 
 I could live with that kind of weird. And then she wrapped her hand around it and put it into her mouth. 
And waited. We were both very still. She did not move a muscle in her body, and I did not move a muscle 
in mine. I knew that at this point something else was supposed to happen, but I wasn’t quite sure what. 
She stayed still. I could feel her nervous breath. For minutes . . . she lay there, stock-still with my penis in 
her mouth, and I sat there, waiting. And then she took it out of her mouth and looked up at me quizzically. 
 
 “Should I do something?”  
 
“Um. I don’t know,” I said.  



 
Everything I’d learned from watching porn with Alaska suddenly exited my brain. I thought maybe she 
should move her head up and down, but wouldn’t that choke her? So I just stayed quiet.  
 
“Should I, like, bite?”  
 
“Don’t bite! I mean, I don’t think. I think---I mean, that felt good. That was nice. I don’t know if there’s 
something else.”  
 
“I mean, you didn't---.”  
 
“Um. Maybe we should ask Alaska.” 
 
 So we went to her room and asked Alaska. She laughed and laughed. Sitting on her bed, she laughed until 
she cried. She walked into the bathroom, returned with a tube of toothpaste, and showed us. In detail. 
Never have I so wanted to be Crest Complete.  
 
Lara and I went back to her room, where she did exactly what Alaska told her to do, and I did exactly what 
Alaska said I would do, which was die a hundred little ecstatic deaths, my fists clenched, my body shaking. 
It was my first orgasm with a girl, and afterward, I was embarrassed and nervous, and so, clearly, was Lara, 
who finally broke the silence by asking, “So, want to do some homework?” 
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Content 

10  "How is it privilege if it's a lottery? Nobody asks to be white. Especially  nowadays." It genuinely pains me to 
rejoin this conversation. "It's a class issue,  not a race issue. That's the scam. Why is it practically illegal for 
cis, her, white  men to have any cultural relevance anymore?" 

72 "Not to be a dick, but I've been meaning to ask. Did you smoke all the weed?..." 

97      "Why do you worship white-people things?" 

150         JAYNE IS A CHINK SLUT. 

166 "      Did you ever have that thing where, like, staying out late, drinking forties,  breaking shit, or making out 
with people in public was, like white-kid shit." 

69 2      All I could think while his hands groped my breasts was that I hoped he wouldn't  go for my pants. I'd heard 
that you could contract tetanus in your cervix if you got  fingered by a guy with dirty fingernails. I tried to 
check his nails, but it was dark,  and when he switched from sucking on my neck to kissing my mouth again, I  
moaned in that way that every girl knows how even if they don't want to. It was  surreal when he took my 
hand and guided it to his fly. I was shocked by how  suddenly I was touching Holland Hint's penis. And how hot 
his penis felt. It was  not unlike petting an unseeing hairless cat. When the spurt of feverish ooze  landed on 
my hand, it glistened as it cooled. I couldn't tell if I was sick from  giddiness or loathing. I knew that this part I 
wouldn't tell anybody about. I  checked my own nails. They were clean. 

Profanity  Count 

Ass  21 

Bitch  7 

Dick  7 

Fuck  172 

Piss  3 

Shit  47 



295        I get it: Don't take your Johnson out and start whacking off in front of the ladies pardon the vulgarity- but why 
wouldn't she take a position with a dear friend who  can help her out? 

300  “You’re talking about my organs,” she corrects. “I’m trying to tell you about things  I want to accomplish.”  

“Like sex.”  

“Exactly.”  

“How is that not talking about your organs?”  

“Fuck you,” she says laughing. 

301  “So I have to get D’d before then.”  
“Yuck, June, God.”  

I haven’t had sex in months and I’m fucking relieved. Jeremy had one unvarying  move. This numbing 
pneumatic thrusting that made me feel as though I was being drilled for oil. He also had the mortifying habit of 
talking dirty. 

301                       3 "  Work people I can hate-fuck." I try not to envision my sister's naked body  squirming rhythmically under 
some finance douche and fail. 

305 "I want to get pregnant," she tells me once we're out of earshot. "Tonight?"  "While I can." An odd squeak 
escapes my throat." "What- and those guys back  there are your donors?" I glance at the table. "Essentially." 
"June." "I'm serious,"  she says, clutching my forearm with her talons. "Just to know what it feels like at  least 
for a second." "If you were pregnant for a few days, it's just a few cells. It's  like you at a corn nut. It's barely a 
shadow." "I haven't even taken the fucking  morning-after pill." "It's no picnic," I retort, and looks at me for a 
beat. "Gross,"  she says, and then laughs. I sit sidesaddle on a stool watching her lean onto the  gleaming 
wood bar, boobs hoisted, foot hitched to the brass railing underneath.  

306 "Why?" "May as well take the ol' equipment around the block." "Well, do you  want to have a baby?" I ask her. 
"Not with any of these dipshits," she quips. Her  smile dies when she sees my expression. 

306  "I got to get knocked the fuck up right now." "Okay." I raise mine. "To you  conceiving however briefly at 
you secret hysterectomy sex party." We clink  glasses. "And to the science fiction horror show of me 
giving birth to my own  fucking uterus and ovaries." 

320 But having sex with strangers is fucking weird. 

322  "You're kind of a fuckboy." 

322  "I started hooking up with this grifter who moved into my apartment, and he  fucked a whole bunch of 
other people right in my bedroom while I slept on the  couch. So…" I feel him shift beside me. "Jesus. Guess 
you'd know a fuckboy when  you see one," he says. "I'm like a truffle pig for fuckboys." 
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Excerpts 

Page  Content 

21  “I did this thing. Um. It’s called Gaia’s Circle? It’s like a music thing? All the kids’  
parents except mine were lesbians.” See Figure 1.  

22  “My aunt is a lesbian.” See Figure 2. 

39 , “Okay, sluts, let’s go.” See Figure 3. 

40  “Since when do you get to call me a SLUT, ASSHOLE?” 
 
“Uh. Since when am an ASSHOLE, slut? 

42  “Bit strange calling someone you  don’t even know a slut.”  
 

The young girl replies, “Oh, well, these guys who know these girls were calling  
them sluts.”  

44 4  Slut. Slut. Slut. Slut………….. 

56  “Hey, Sarah, was it you who said that  sperm can live for like, three weeks in your 
stom-“  

“OH SHIT!”  

“Like I would say that! Fuckin’ gross.”  

57  “Get that jerky shit out of here.”  



58  “Look, it’s  covered in turkey jerk off!”  

“Those are fucking sesame seeds.” 

59  “Ha. ha. Shit. Really?”. 

60  “Okay but obvs,  like, when I say SIX, I’m not including blow jobs-“  
 

“HA! Who’s all BLOW JOBS with the kids now, Sarah?”   

“What? Oh. Fuck.” 

61  “BLOW JOB. Like they don’t know what a blow job is.”  
( image depicts bushes with a “shout” bubble), “It’s ORAL SEX  kids!”  
 

“OH MY GOD. They TOTALLY weren’t expecting us to rent this,  right? It’s like X-rated!”  

 

The other girl says, “Hello? That’s PORN. Porn is X. Violence and all that other  stuff 
is R.”  

63  (watching a movie) One of them says, “Oral is  when you do stuff with your mouth, 
right?”  

The other girl says, “Yea. On a guy.”. 

89  “yeah shit.”   

90  “OH SHIT!!!”  

125  “Holy shit, Rose, you’re so big! Look at you beautiful hair.”  

132  “Just smell the air here! It’s FUCKIN’ SICK!”  

 

133  “HOLY SHIT IT’S HOT!”   

153  A young girl holds up a flip flop with “SEXY BITCH” written on the bottom of it.  
She says, “You can’t get herpes from a flip flop.”  

189   “   Who said I’m not getting laid? Sarah’s no bitch, man.”   

231 2    The illustration is of a closeup of a young native American woman and someone  says, 
“Did they use for BIRTH CONTROL.”   

The next illustration depicts two young men within a crowd of parents and  children. 
One of the teenagers says, “Like, fuckin’ condoms made from squirrel  skin or 
something.” The other teenage boy says, “Fuckin’ asshole.”  



246  “Fuckin’ lame.”  

The next illustration depicts three teenage boys talking. One of them says, “Man. I  
dunno. Just. Fuck.”  

…”She wants me to go to the doctor with her. Like I’m already a fucking DAD.”  

247  “Fuck this.” 

248  “Yeah, dude, you just never fucking know.”  

253  “YOU BACK THERE? WHAT THE FUCK, GIRL? SARAH, C’MERE AND HELP ME WITH  THIS 
FUCKING THING!”  
 

“Who the fuck is yelling back here?”   

256  “Holy fucking shit!”   

271  The illustration depicts a car speeding towards a crowd of people. “What the  
fuck?!”  

274  , “Fuck you asshole. You think you’re so fucking  cool…but you’re nothing but a 
DOUCHEBAGE with a penis.”  

275  “Grow the fuck up, Duncan! Why  can’t you just man up and deal with your shit?” 

276  “I’m not even fucking TELLING you what to do, you fucking prick.” “GO TO THE 
DOCTOR, Get fucking proof, or  whatever. THEN we’ll talk.”  

“FUCK YOU, ASSHOLE!”  

297  “Do you think she was trying to drown?”  

 “You think? God. I don’t even want to think about it. She was pretty drunk. Poor  girl.”  
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0 Author’s note: The pronouns and names used for gender-noncomforming
people were approved by the in people in question.

4 A senior at a small private high school, the teenager identifies as agender-
neither male nor female.

6 Oakland is considered one of the most diverse cities in the country. It’s Asian
and Latino, black and white, African, Arab, Indian, Iranian, Native American,

and Pacific Islander. No one group is a majority. It has more lesbian couples per
capita than any city in the nation, and one of the largest proportions of gay-

and lesbian headed households.

7 In 2013, the year Sasha was burned, Oakland ranked seventh among
American cities in income and inequality- just below New York.

14 Our language, English, works differently. We care a lot about gender, and English
reflects that in its pronouns- she or he, her or him, hers or his. You might think

this is just how languages work in the real world, but there are many languages
on earth that are basically gender neutral, using the same word for he, she, and

it, or not using pronouns at all.



15 English, on the other hand, poses a challenge for people like Sasha who don’t
see themselves as fitting into neat either/or categories like male or female.
Sasha, like many gender-non-conforming people, wants to be referred to with
the pronoun they. It might feel awkward at first, but you’ll get used to it.

19 Sasha created a card called A Complete History of the Soviet Union as Told by a
Humble Worker, Arranged to the Melody of Tetris, which was the name of a six
and-a-half-minute song by an obscure British comedy band called Pig with the

Face of a Boy. Michael and Sasha were both obsessed with the song and sang it
at every opportunity.

20 Back then, Shasha was called Luke and they were referred to as he.

24 One day Samantha told the therapist about a video she’d seen on YouTube.
Two young women stood back-to-back performing a slam poem called “Hir,”
rotating to face the mic as they gave voice to a girl named Melissa and the
boy inside her named James.
Sometimes she wishes she could rip the skin off her back,
Every moment of every day she feels trapped in the flesh of a stranger.
Watching it, Samantha felt something chime inside her- a bell vibrating
in

25 resonance. Before puberty, her physical body didn’t seem to have that much to do
with who she was. People used to mistake her for a boy, but she had felt proud to

be a girl. But now being a girl was like being stuffed into a heavy, constricting
costume. She could barely breathe in it. The rules of the universe were fixed: You

look a certain way and so you have to act a certain way and people are going to
treat you a certain way. There was no way to alter it.

“I think I might be…transgender?” she whispered to her therapist the next
week. “I don’t think you know what transgender means,” her therapist replied.

The bell that had been chiming inside her fell silent. She’s the expert, Samantha
thought.

26 “I’m transgender.”

27 Back in seventh grade, Andrew rarely spoke about gender with Sasha after that
one conversation. He wouldn’t tell his parents he was trans for another year. For a
while he convinced himself that being a girl would be okay, that being trans was
just too hard a life.

28 Even though he’d started high school as a boy, his trans status was a topic of
constant rumor and gossip.

29 Now, as Sasha explained that they also were questioning their gender,
Andrew felt a rush of relief, similar to the one he’d felt when he came out to
Sasha.

29 They just knew. Whether or not the appearance of their body matched the
gender in their mind, there was some core understanding: my identity is this.
But Sasha didn’t feel that. Didn’t feel strongly This is what I am. Didn’t feel
strongly This is what I’m not. Other people seemed to have a file in their brain
marked Gender.



29 The idea of not having a gender wasn’t frightening to Sasha, but it wasn’t a relief
either.

29 “For me at least, genderqueer includes an aspect of questioning,” Sasha explains.
“The fact that I was questioning my gender meant that I was genderqueer.” Still,
Sasha kept probing. On Facebook, they posted a status update asking, What is
you preferred pronoun?

30 Sasha explained that there were other choices besides he and she, choices like it,
or they, or more recently invented gender-neutral pronouns like ne, ve, and ze or
xe. Listening, it became clear to Karl that this was a topic Sasha had been thinking
about a lot.
Not long afterward, Sasha was talking with their parents about someone they’d
met online who identified as genderqueer.
“Are you genderqueer?” asked Debbie, Sasha’s mother.
“Yeah,” Sasha said.
That was the extent of the conversation. But that night, Sasha posted on Google+:
Just came out as genderqueer to my parents. Basically, I don’t identify as
masculine or feminine.

30 What did genderqueer even mean?

31 GENDERQUEER

31 I understand coming out as gay or even trans, but this is harder for me to
understand.”

32 Sasha announced they were genderqueer, she asked for clarification. “Who are
you attracted to? Do you have sexual feelings for men?”
But that wasn’t the issue for Sasha. They weren’t all that interested in having sex
with anyone, actually. And anyway, terms like homosexual or heterosexual made
no sense if you didn’t identify as one gender or another.
Most of us see gender and sexuality and romance as one big interconnected
tangle of feelings- this is who I am, this is who I’m attracted to, this is who I love.

32 Gender was the word for what people felt about themselves, how they felt inside.
Sexuality was the category for who you were physically attracted to.

33 Because language is evolving rapidly, and because different people have different
preferences, always adopt the language individuals use about themselves, even if

it differs from what’s here.



34 bigender/gender fluid- Sometimes identifies as male and sometimes as female.
Cis/cisgender- The opposite of transgender; gender matches their birth sex.

Gender questioning- Is unsure about where they belong on the gender spectrum.
Genderqueer/nonbinary- Gender identity doesn’t fit neatly into male/female

categories.
Intersex- Born with sexual anatomy, organs, or chromosomes that don’t seem to
fit the typical definitions of female or male. Replaces the outdated and offensive

term hermaphrodite.
Trans/transgender- Feels their gender is different from their birth sex, whether or

not they have physically changed their body or outward presentation. A
transgender man is someone who currently identifies as male. A transgender

woman is someone who currently identifies as female.

34 cupiosexual- Doesn’t feel sexual attraction, but is still interested in sex.
Graysexual- Mostly doesn’t feel sexual attraction but does occasionally.

35 pansexual- Physically attracted to people across the gender spectrum.
TERMS FOR ROMANTIC INCLINATION
Aromatic- Not romantically attracted to anyone.
Biromantic- Romantically attracted to both men and women.
Cupioromantic- Doesn’t feel romantic attraction, but is still interested in romance.
Heteroromantic- Romantically attracted to people of all the opposite gender.
Homoromantic- Romantically attracted to people of the same gender.
Panromantic- Romantically attracted to people across the gender spectrum
Quoiromantic- Doesn’t understand the difference between romantic and platonic
love.

37 Discovering the experience of genderqueer identity felt like discovering a secret
room. All this time there had been just two rooms: male and female. Now it

turned out there was another room- one that could be furnished however you
wanted.

38 He remembers his thought process going like this: Okay, not male. Okay, not
female. So, neither? Okay. “That was the process and it took ten seconds,” he

says. “Then it was over.”
“I just rolled with the fact that Sasha was agender,” Teah says.

40 But Sasha had surveyed the options- Men and Women- and walked back to the
car.

“There’s no bathroom for me,” they said, climbing into the backseat.

41 It was tough sometimes, watching Sasha navigate a world that didn’t even have a
category for them.

43 Sasha had been identifying as agender for almost a year by now, but they still
dressed the same as they always had- like a boy.

46 One leaned out the window, “Let me suck your prick.”

47 He didn’t bother ruminating on why he’d been singled out, why the men had
assumed he was gay.



48 1. I’m Sasha and I identify as agender.
2. It’s important to respect people’s preferred pronouns.
3. I’m petitioning the White House to recognize nonbinary gender. Anyone can
start a petition on the We the People website at Whitehouse.gov, requesting that
the federal government address a problem or change a policy. If a petition gets
enough signatures within a thirty-day window, the White House will issue an
official response. Sasha’s petition reads as follows:
Legal documents in the United States only recognize “male” and “female” as
genders, leaving anyone who does not identify as one of these two genders with
no option. Australia and New Zealand both allow an X in place of an M or an F on
passports for this purpose, and the UK regnizes ‘Mx’ (pronounced “Mix”) as a
gender-neutral title.
This petition asks the Obama administration to legally recognize genders outside
of the male-female binary, and provide on option for these genders on all legal
documents and records.

50 As they boxed up books and folders and unpinned words from the wall, Sasha
noticed a pair of clipboards parents used to sign out their kids at the end of the
day. One clipboard was marked Girls. The other was marked Boys. “What about

the kids who aren’t either one?” Sasha asked. “Which clipboard do they go on?”

51 Three years later, Karl’s classroom included a boy who sometimes liked to dress
as a princess and a girl who talked about maybe being a boy someday.

55 Nemo identifies as gender fluid.

56 “To me gender fluid means I have the potential to be anything, any gender at any
time,” Nemo explained. “I can be male, female, masculine, feminine, neither,

both.” Like Sasha, Nemo uses they/them pronouns.
Sasha and Nemo knew each other from the school’s Queer Club and had gone to

see Les Miserables together the year before.

56 “And I’m asexual, so I don’t do sexual relationships,” Nemo says.

56 The fact that both of them identified as nonbinary wasn’t the reason they were
together, it was just another thing they had in common.

73 “I don’t give a fuck about them flowers,” the guy said. He didn’t know who Lil’
Jerry was. Just some guy in a puffy jacket.

“Why you got to be like that? Just respect her flowers.”

75 Now it was a challenge. “Fuck them flowers,” the guy said. “I’ma come back and
shoot this shit up.”

77 Richard’s mother, Jasmine was already four and a half months pregnant when her
grandmother took her to the doctor to get checked. She was fourteen years old
and had been dating a boy two years older. He was the one who figured out she

was pregnant- she hadn’t known enough to make sense of the changes happening
to her body. It was too late for an abortion, but Jasmine figured she was prepared

to raise a child.



109 Do u ever just get really tired when u have a lot of shit to do and u just start
crying for no reason

112 “Whoa, nigga. You said, ‘Hey!’” Jamal echoed. “Screamin’ and shit.” Lloyd
leaned close and screeched in Jamal’s ear. Richard laughed and slapped
Lloyd’s head.
“Aw, nigga, you just broke my neck,” Lloyd yelled. “Damn, pussy, bitch, fuck!”
Richard brandished the lighter, pretending to light Lloyd’s sleeve. He looked at
Jamal.
“Do it,” Jamal urged.
Lloyd danced between them, landing half on Jamal’s lap.
“Move, nigga! Get off me,” Jamal grumbled.

114 Sasha leaps up, slapping the flaming skirt. “Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!”

115 “Oh, Lord. Fuck.”

115 “Oh my God. Who would want to do some shit like that?”

116 “That’s fucked up. That’s hella fucked up!”
Then the driver walks down the aisle to the back of the bus and kicks the charred

remnant of Sasha’s skirt through the door.
“Real stupid motherfuckers, man!” he bellows.

143 “I’m homophobic,” Richard said at last. “I don’t like gay people.”

145 “My son considers himself agender,” she said. “He likes to wear a skirt. It’s his
statement. That’s how he feels comfortable dressing.”

It wasn’t until later that she realized she’d gotten the pronouns wrong.

188 Being agender simply means that the person doesn’t feel they are “either a boy or
a girl.”

189 But his presence was a statement in itself- I’m here, I’m queer, and I support my
cousin.
Inside the courtroom, reporters discussed the best terms to use when describing

Sasha. Gender fluid? Genderqueer? Gender non-conforming? Agender?

189 “I’ve met the minor and I can tell you he’s not homophobic, not even remotely,”
he said.

197 Like, ‘Oh yeah, he gay, he hecka gay, let’s burn him.’

224 They carried a book about the history of American Socialism.

228 The government had acknowledged the existence of nonbinary gender.

229 She had made Sasha a ball gown as a gift, using fabric donated by the Sisters of
Perpetual Indulgence, a San Fransisco charity and street performance group that
calls itself “a leading-edge Order of queer nuns.”

239 “You’re the one who smacked my ass!”
”I’m the one who smacked your ass!”



249 Seven of them, including a knit cap, a flat cap, a Russian ushanka hat, and a
Chairman Mao hat with a red star at the forehead.
A few key books came along as well: a vegan cookbook, the novel Trains and Lovers
by Alexander McCall Smith, The Left Hand of Darkness by Ursula K. Le Guin, a book
about anarchism called Black Flame, and the novel Orlando by Virginia Woolf,
about a poet who changes genders from male to female.

267 “It was kind of fucked up that we were out there fighting and cutting school,” she
says.

285 “…We hope that there are programs in juvenile detention that can at least help
Richard with this, and that he can become an ally who will stand up against the

bullying and hatred of gay and trans people.”

289 They talked about revolution vs. reform and anarchism vs. socialism, and Andrew
was struck, as he always had been, by the way Sasha carefully considered things

instead of just echoing the opinions of other people.
Andrew was eighteen now. His glasses were rimless at the bottom; his nose

pierced at the septum. He identified as a gay man. Few people knew his trans
status- he kept it on the down low.

290 He was happier now than he’d been before he transitioned, but he still yearned
for something else, some place outside of gender.

“Actually,” he said, “I’m starting to identify a little bit as- I don’t even know the
word I want to use yet. I like androgynous. I like genderqueer.”
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