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HOT/SEX

Sex, fucking, making love—whatever you want to call it, discussions and 
representations of this elemental human act have been all too subverted and 

repressed in contemporary culture and representation, especially when it comes to 
lesbians, dykes, and wlw-identifying individuals.  
 
This issue is a reclamation of our sexualities, our desires both traditional and 
unconventional, ordinary and sublime, our wants and needs of one another, our 
fantasies, our longings, our urges to connect. It is an antidote to the shame we’ve 
been taught to feel around our bodies; it is a glorification of queer lust, passion, and 
eroticism. It is dedicated, with love, gratitude, and the utmost respect, to the sex 
workers, sugar babies, escorts, doms, poets, writers, photographers, and artists whose 
brave and revolutionary work graces its pages, and to you, the reader. Thank you for 
being here. We couldn’t do it without you.  
 
     

 

To your pleasure, 
Lia Ottaviano 

  Lesbians are Miracles
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I Didn’t Feel a Thing 
She calls me after she leaves his bed and talks to me like a 

friend until she can get on the train and into my shower 
and kiss me with her hair all wrapped up in a towel. I make 
a pot of coffee while I wait. I make four pots and then pour 
them down the drain because she will say it is too late for 
coffee. I listen to her music while she bathes. It is full of 
synth and discordant rhythms, with animal sounds that I 
can’t quite make out over the pounding of the shower. I have 
good water pressure. 

She comes out in underwear and his shirt and leaves her 
pants on my floor. She feeds me a shot of whiskey. Her 
mouth has red wine stains and tastes like his weed. We 
watch her favorite show. She plays with my hair. It’s the kind 
with a laugh track. I pay less attention to the characters 
and more to the ways her eyes crinkle when she thinks 
something is funny. 

She asks me about my day, so I tell her. She reads me a 
poem that she wrote on her phone on the subway ride over. 
I boil water for pasta. She tells me a story he told her. It was 
about how he saw two girls kissing in the street when he 
was a little boy and burst into tears because he thought that 
girls weren’t allowed to be kissed unless they were sleeping. 
I don’t pretend to laugh at the story but I roll my eyes. She 
shifts from foot to foot. I put the pasta in the water. 

“Maybe I shouldn’t tell you,” she says and trails off into her 
next shot. 

“What is it?” I say. 

“Well, I wasn’t lying when I said he knows about you. But I 
think maybe he sees you more as my friend.”

“It’s okay,” I say. “I understand.” 

She comes up behind me and kisses my neck. I melt back 
and smile for real. I save a cup of pasta water and put it 
aside before draining the noodles. I toss her portion with 
sauce and serve mine with butter and cheese like I used to 
eat as a little girl. 

“He wants me to choose,” she says. “What should I do?” 

“I understand,” I say. 

“I’m so glad,” she says. 

We make love in the kitchen because my roommates aren’t 
home. She goes to her backpack and pulls out a sword. It 
comes out long, like when Marry Poppins pulled a lamp out 
of her purse. The sword glints in the fluorescent light of my 
kitchen. I keep meaning to replace the bulbs for something 
softer. The sword’s handle is encrusted with rubies and 
emeralds. 

“It’s beautiful,” I tell her. 

“Thanks for understanding,” she says. 

I don’t feel the sword as it goes through my chest, but if 
I did, I think it would feel something like a knife cutting 
through butter. Easy. 

I come back as a ghost. She must have left long ago, but her 
hair tie is still on the counter. I find my ghost phone and 
go on Instagram. My ghost phone remembers that it is a 
year from last Valentine’s day. That was the day we snuck a 
bottle of wine into the movies and laughed too loud at the 
wrong parts. I check her page and there is a photo collage of 
him — pictures where his hand maps her waist, their kitten, 
a hotel room with flowers and candles. The caption claims 
today as their anniversary. 

I tap my finger twice against the screen, but I don’t know if 
the like will go through. From this place I’m in it doesn’t feel 
like I’m touching anything at all. S

by Hazel Frew
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I, Compulsory Heterosexual
by Aderet Fishbane

Forget war / I’m here for the sex. For the gorgeous girls without fathers. 
I’m tired of being in love. Of nodding appreciatively when glorious men walk past me in the streets 
and spray my body with cologne or winter slush. I don’t want men to love me anymore. I don’t want 
suburban street lamps to give my ass a second look. I don’t want to check them out myself (up / down) 
ever again. I hate mens’ eyes and will do myself the great favor of avoiding eye contact for the rest of my 
natural life. 

I’d go to war if it meant escaping you. / I mean the coward catering corps kind of war but war still. 
Anything away from your wandering tight hands. Anything away from my own soft body pushing me 
towards you and yours. Your big-man crew with hungry thighs. I stopped coddling myself a long time 
ago but never stopped coddling you. I need you out of sight / out of mind. That’s the only way out of 
your body, I’m sure of it. 

I love girls and the idea of domino-reacting bodies. Bodies on bodies on / bodies. I mean bodies 
escaping men and slow-motion beachside montages into my arms. We could outrun our suitors together 
and get hitched in tuxes. We could be classic outlaws and get thrown in the boys-in-blue beat-up bin 
together like it’s the fifties-sixties-seventies. We shouldn’t be women in public but let’s do it anyway. It’s 
so hot of us. So daring and out-of-touch.

Oh god / I want to be your girl. I want to be your ugly princess charming and ride you out of this dumpy 
jailhouse into some claustrophobic dimlit haven. I mean I want to make heaven out of our dirty skin and 
sit in it forever. I want to make heaven and never leave it. 

I want to domino-react with you. I want to forget what it felt like to be numb and afraid and foreign to 
my own self. I want you to suck all the memory-jizz out of my pretty body and call it sex. I mean call us 
a cab to somewhere hot with stable AC. Let me kiss you right and forget all the wrong / bodied / kisses I 
ever chose. 
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Ode to a Girl Author Whose 
Skull I Wanted to Live Inside
by Emma Dwyer

I want
to worm 
my way to the
soft matter
of your personality
and carve 
myself
a space to sleep.
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Phone Home, But it’s Hot Here 
by Chloe Feffer

I’m up in the middle of the night again
cornfields trampled in my mind 
visited by some extraterrestrial beings

And masturbating to bad porn doesn’t help
But I can’t leave myself with my own thoughts
You can see, that’s not going very well
So bad porn will have to do 

Being vulnerable just makes me feel dumb
So maybe I’ll stop
I can be icy too 
But it’s summer so
I might melt 
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My girlfriend is a nanny, no relation to Fran Fine. 
Instead she has a mullet and a sleeve she hides from 

her left shoulder to left wrist. She says she got a peach 
tattoo in her elbow crease and it’s too dark, makes the rest 
of the patchwork look disorganized. In her sleep, she peels 
her long-sleeved shirts from her chest, but keeps them 
covering her arm.

Unlike Fran, my girlfriend has a slight drawl, calls all 
service workers ma’am or sir, and prefers Blundstones to 
heels. 

Like Fran, I think about her at night. I catch a glimpse of 
her acting maternal, and I get wet. My best and I laugh 
about how it’s great the sex we are having can’t lead to 
pregnancy. But we crave full bellies. I see a tweet about 
drinking breastmilk and a pit seeds deep in my belly.

We listen to podcasts about women being kidnapped and 
found years later, more bones than person. My girlfriend 
tells me about coffin births, pulls on my fingers to crack 
them, and always offers to drive. When we see children 
in public she references “her children” and I want to be a 
medical exception. I want to conceive with her spit or sweat 
or bitter laugh.

I write a review of a book and someone tells me it 
references too many bodily secretions. 

Urban Thesaurus lists the following for “vaginal fluid:” 
clunge glut, vazz, snail trail, supersoaker, hip juice, cunny 
batter, vag pulp.

Fran Fine wore thin lacy underwear. Fran Fine shopped 
at Victoria Secret when I was afraid to even glance in its 
direction.  My girlfriend wears boxers with the elastic 
bands ripping from the fabric, and I place my hands on her 
exposed abdomen like I am swearing on a holy thing. S

Fran Fine Wore Thin Lacy Underwear by Alexandria Juarez
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Dyke Sex
by Zoë

Tonight I don’t want lesbian sex
I want Dyke sex
I don’t want to make love
I want to Fuck

I don’t want some heterosexual flaccid fantasy
I want homoerotic hardcore reality

I want the mess
And wet sheets
I want the bite marks
And scratches

I want flesh slapping
Hand grabbing
Lip biting

I want to be in your body
To spread your cunt wide
And climb inside

I want you to reach into me
To push, thrust and pound
Your way in

I want you to use this body for your pleasure
To take this body for my pleasure
To grab, squeeze, slap and shake it

To make me forget my name
To make me forget my shame
To remind me 
That I can just be

A body
This body
Queer
And free
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Sloppy Carpet
by Jasmine TG

The simple reality that I wanted to fuck you.
To fuck your brown body,
Hair,
Quivering fingertips,
Elongated sense of passion,
Quill,
Penetration,
An altered chord,
Jittering on the edge of counterpoint 
and the room in 622 Dodge.

I wanted to crawl into you and tell you how fucking gay i was for you.

There was that sense of presence on the piano,
of pressing gently inwards to the Brahms 116,
Where G-sharp minor split its ends on your hairs and
you leaned 
over my left shoulder, just seconds from my anus.
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Adélia Prado, Purple
by Dan

Purple is handsome and I like them.
Specifically their butchness
Their ripe arms
Narrow fingers
Big breasts
Neatly tucked into a sports bra
Their smirk
When I say
That I would let them do things
To me
That I’d never let anyone else do
As they slide
Their hand
Unlocking the wet darkness
Of my bright yellow underwear
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Sotto Voce 
by Amy Spade

I render words to you without strain, soft,
the strangeness of heart’s ease lowering my voice

to a whisper, the shock and ache of this love,
the tremble, the quiver, the dart of the eye.

I lay down my arms: do with them what you
will.  Mark this skin, fine, with your fingerprints:

cover me with the arch, catch me in the loop,
confuse and astonish me in the whorl. 

I will tender a confession, a quaver
only your finely tuned ears will hear me

parting with, and admit this heart’s murmur,
yield to undertone pulsing between us, low.
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Five Years In: My Inner Monologue as a Hooker

night after you’ve stared down the sun. This doesn’t work 
very well with my school schedule so I fail out because my 
attendance is so low. Then I learn about sugaring. This is a 
total game changer, a necessary overhaul in my sexual en-
deavors. I heard If you get the perfect sugar daddy, then you 
never have to lift a sweet little finger again! A sexy silver fox 
brings the drugs to you in a Gucci bag with a $100 bill to 
snort them with. Before my first sugar date, I watch Lolita 
just to get in the mood. I go by Lula, paint my lips cherry 
red. He consumes them until there is nothing left but a red 
stain marking my face like a girl smeared in an oil painting. 
I leave sober with $200 dollars and a feeling in my body that 
will chase me like the ghosts in a John’s car until I can’t see 
straight anymore. Years later I find out I have a great-great 
grandmother with the same name who worked in a brothel. 
It’s almost like I was meant for this, almost like she’s giving 
me wings on my ankles, running with me on the track.

By some miracle I get a therapist. I don’t tell her everything 
because I’ve heard about what happens if you do and I’m 
not doing this to end up in jail or the hospital. Being gay, 
poor, and addicted to drugs is criminal enough. Apparently 
I tell her too much, because she starts giving me that look in 
her eye people get when they start to see you as a criminal. 
It’s like they’re looking at an invasive species. They think it’s 
sad and threatening, some kind of beautiful, maybe even a 
little jealous of its ability to survive. I end up in the hospital 
anyways and they refer me to a program called Catholic 
Community Services. Catholicism and I clearly have dif-
ferent definitions of community. They should have called it 
Catholic carceral services. I am surviving though, no matter 
how many times a conservative, cop loving puritan tries to 
uproot me.

3.

I just learned the name for the type of work I’m doing. It’s 
called survival sex work. You bet my high school dropout, 
on scholarship at a $60k a year school (I flunk out here too 
because they also can’t stand poor people) wannabe artist 
ass is surviving. I learn about this term through Twitter, 
where I find other sex workers selling whatever the hell it is 
we sell under neon lighting, with long nails and microkinis. 
It feels good seeing other people doing what I’m doing, cra-
dling me at night knowing other desert flowers are bloom-
ing in our own isolated garden. It’s a secret; your civilian ass 
could never get in. We couldn’t be more punk if we wanted. 
I find a home in hookers and a radically criminal sense of 
hope in hooking. That is the only constant in this world and 

1.

I am dating my first boyfriend and he’s not very nice, 
but he’s a good fuck. His drugs are even better. I really 

think I love him. Everything we do feels hot; every time 
he opens his mouth I feel the power lines around us buzz. 
They’re just waiting, swallowing up all the adolescent heat 
my breath gives off. He teaches me about breath play and 
it’s an even better high than coke. About three months in 
I realize he has other girlfriends. I also realize his friends 
think I’m the hottest girl in this bite sized town. More ur-
gently, we both have a serious drug problem. Neither of us 
can hold a job, so paying for drugs feels next to impossible. 
He starts bringing his friends around, particularly the ones 
who sell oxy. I don’t know what it is but something about 
that drug makes my insides burn hotter than any ball of 
fire. I feel like Hercules riding my chariot straight into the 
sun. At first we all get high, have gay sex, spend the day 
sharing taste in art and music. Indirectly this introduces 
me to the painfully raw, tender, comradic queerness I come 
to call Hookerland. I show them my favorite jazz records. 
They think it’s cute that a little slut like me listens to jazz. 
I think it’s cute when two guys fuck each other. Eventually 
he starts getting me some truly, crazy good drugs, I mean 
the type of shit that feels like heaven, hell and the world’s 
best orgasm all combined into one little pill. He’s loving me 
brighter than the sun and I don’t even mind going blind. 

His friends are still coming by but just to see me. They 
fuck me, I get drugs, he usually gets a little cash. Peo-
ple at school find out and start calling me a crackwhore. 
They’re just mad I fuck better than them. One day, in the 
beginning of a particularly storm-filled rainy season, he 
disappears. Turns out he is with another girl in California 
somewhere doing the same god damn thing we were. The 
rest of my summer is lightning filled. A lot of power lines 
fall, dragging me down with them, leaving sparks all up the 
sidewalk. He’s gone (so are the drugs) and every piece of 
my body is engulfed in flames.

2.

I’m still on fire but I found somewhere to put it finally. I 
put it on the track between my tiny town and the next one 
over. It happens by accident the first time. He cruises me, 
I think his car is sexy. It’s the same color blue as the west 
coast sea breeze, holding sweet nothing lyrics and empty 
wallet promises. I can’t drive but old cars always fulfilled 
some sort of wet hot American pinup fantasy for me. This 
trick is anything but. We screw around, he pays me, I score. 
I start doing this pretty regularly. The best cash is late at 

by Lucky Starrs
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Every year on my birthday I ask for flowers, 
white roses containers for all this violence. Kill
the cop in my head and the man in every room. 
Don’t get it twisted he/they; there’s a bullet for you too. 

Wake me up at 50. No men in my house, no men
In my house my carpet will be made of pubes. 
Decadent, dyed lavender because thats my girlfriends 
favorite color. She’s packing because she loves me 
And I don’t mean her dick. Happy Birthday. Lucky me.

5.

I’m tired of lighting candles for dead hookers and packing up 
boxes filled with memorabilia from living ones.

I’m tired of praying for the girl who’s fucking him instead of 
me and sifting myself into sleep with whatever perfume she 
ended up wearing bracing me into the blackberry brambles 
of Hookerland. The dust on my walls is made from the skin 
I’ve clawed off their backs because 

We must leave evidence. 

My dresser is filled with condoms that I think gave me an-
other UTI. The cracks in my mirror are from the hammers 
I think they’re going to slam through my skull. In another 
world not so far off I’m almost certain they have. Better 
my mirror than me. It’s hard to look at myself in this house 
anymore anyways. They leave so much evidence. My self-per-
ception is prism skewed for sure, devised into a million little 
pieces reflecting wherever there’s light. I almost feel better 
when I sit in the dark; up late even for a streetwalker, but my 
bed props me up in my ever diligent daze. I’m thinking about 
how my first boyfriend was probably closer to a pimp than 
a lover and how that doesn’t mean shit now in the end. At 
least I finally have time to talk to the moon, face to face, we’re 
both full for what feels like the first time in years. If I do this 
for another 10 years will it be enough to fly there? Will they 
still see me?

With a telescope, under a magnifying glass? Can I hide out 
in the craters? If I can, I’m intent on digging myself deep 
down under the moon’s dust, burrowing into shimmering 
dunes where I’m hoping I can touch skin again. I guess I’m 
just worried. Worried the money will run out. Worried my 
hustle will walk away. Worried I’ll follow it right back down 
the motherfucking track. Worried my love won’t look at me 
again. I keep having visions where no one can reach me. In 
the morning I feel space age. So completely detached, divest-
ed from gravity I turn completely silver. Hookers are every-
where, though, and invasive plants are really hard to kill. S

I know as your world ends ours will have this. We’ll be locked 
away in our secret garden with a pole wrapped in English ivy, 
pleasers with nightshade hiding in the platform, 5mm lashes 
crawling with lucky ladybugs , guns with the serial number 
sawed off, talking shit with the butterflies in our little safe 
haven of a dressing room. This is the year I finally get clean. 

4.

This year I make a lot of money, I mean more money than 
anyone I grew up around was touching. More money than I 
even know what to do with, but men will do just about any-
thing to fuck a bitch like me. I’m booked and busy baby! I’m 
what the Johns and classist sex workers on the internet call a 
High End Escort. The term makes me giggle with discomfort 
because nothing about getting peed on feels high end, but I 
have a savings account for the first time. I can actually pay 
for the medical testing I desperately need. I can help other 
sex workers get tested, too. I want all my friends to have roofs 
where they work because we deserve safe working condi-
tions. People who used to consider me a crackwhore now call 
me a feminist, saying that sex work can be empowering. I’m 
their girlboss champion in a porno, leading the crusade of 
sex positivity for sluts everywhere and it makes me nauseous 
in a way only other whores know. There’s not shit empower-
ing about selling sex or labor of any kind. Money is entirely 
different though. Having access to money is truly saving my 
life and there is power there because the feminization of pov-
erty is killing people. At this point it’s been too long to count 
since I’ve really had sex for positivity’s sake and who the hell 
cares anyways? Money is better than sex, baby. 

One thing being a “high end escort” provides for me is time 
and we all know time is money honey. I have the time and 
space to take an honest look at my gender, sexuality, my fam-
ily, my disability. Somewhere along the way I start writing 
poetry again. This is one of them:

Misandry

On the day of my 20th birthday I am radically in love
With myself and my friends. They dance like blue 
butterflies, looking for their pollen on bushes of 
pubic hair. A fertile crescent; I did not beat teen pregnancy.

But I am winning. Men have to pay me to talk 
to me about their dying wives, their massive horse 
cock, their six figure fuck you pay me job. I guess 
I’m their Queen Bee in my birthday girl suit. Honey

Oozes from my cake cake cake. Eat it up little slut.
Do you like that? My cherry frosting, two decades 
fermenting. My DD pornstar princess pretty bitch
bee stings, I mean it. Don’t come near me for free. 
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Candy Paint 
by Carrie Blanch 

All I know is deep skies   
And trails below your navel    
You said care, I replied crawl  

Floor creaking with every move
Sound echoing off poly-stained walls  
Whispers turn into screams
I might be at church

This service is early 
Held for days, hours, seconds 
There is no end 
We all are caught up, her rapture
In lieu of nirvana
It’s only 4 A.M.
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We went on our first date two weeks before I turned 
nineteen. I knew I liked butches before I ever was 

one, and you were just enough of a tomboy to make my 
knees weak. I wore my skimpiest blue summer dress because 
that’s what I thought you were supposed to wear on a date. 
My hair was long and my hopes were high. Actually, that’s 
not true, I have no idea where my hopes were, but I do re-
member choosing a table in the hot sun and getting so burnt 
my mother scolded me. I remember the backs of my thighs 
sticking to the hot metal and you smoking cigarettes down 
to the filter as I tried not to stare. I was a good kid; I’d sworn 
emphatically I could never date someone who smoked. I was 
afraid that wanting you in spite of your habit meant I didn’t 
have standards, but really, I just hadn’t figured out what I 
liked for myself yet. Looking back now, I cannot fathom the 
high you must have gotten off the power you had. I was so 
green and wide-eyed and desperate to know anything, an 
eagerness that should have put me in danger, but I landed 
with you instead. You held my hand as we walked through 
the Village you were staying in, the same one I would move 
to years later. You pointed out the bars and told me who went 
where: gay boys here, leather daddies there, lesbians here. 
You showed me your favorite restaurant and coffee shop and 
told me about parties with names that made me blush like 
Cherry Bomb and Cream. You told me women would look 
at you like a piece of meat on those dancefloors, that I would 
not survive in one of those rooms. You smiled to let me know 
that it was okay to want that.

We went and lay in Barbra Hall Park in the middle of a Sun-
day afternoon, where you slid your fingers up my skirt and 
whispered in my ear about my wetness, something I had nev-
er realized was important, let alone desirable. We made out 
like horny teenagers, which I still was but you were not. I can 
tell a lot about a person by how they react when they learn 
my first time was with someone nearly a decade older than 
me. Despite everything about me, I get infantilized often by 
friends and lovers who think they know better and I bristle 
when people act as though you took advantage of me. I have 
always known what I wanted, even at nineteen. What I want 
hasn’t always been good for me, but you were. After the park, 
we walked down a side street, and you snapped the head of 
a pink rose off a bush in someone’s garden. I smiled at your 
daring and sniffed the flower, smelling traces of my cum on 
your fingers.

A week later, I came by your place spontaneously one day 
after work. It was a split-level house that I now realize was 
incredibly nice. You waved to me from the porch with a smug 
grin, like I was bringing you a prize and that prize was me. 
Up in the stifling, still air of your bedroom, you turned on 
your fan and laid me out on the bed. We kissed hard and 

desperate and I realized how much I preferred it to the soft 
fake romance of the boys I had kissed. Our skin got sticky 
with early July sweat as we stripped each other bare and I 
marvelled at your tan lines. You revelled in my body in a way 
I hadn’t know how to ask for, kissing and running hands over 
my skin like I was a luxury. Your mouth on my hips com-
bined with the breeze of the fan to make me shiver despite 
the heat. You called me “baby” in your thick Spanish accent 
and that sound will echo in my brain for as long as I live. You 
looked up at me, the only time you expressed any hesitation.

“I don’t know about this, baby,” you said, “Are you sure?”
I must have begged. I must have said the magic word. I must 
have done something because your lips returned to my skin. 
You pressed one tit into my cunt and rolled your shoulder, 
dragged your nipple up over my clit. You showed me that 
move again later, slower, and I still use it all the time, so 
thanks for that as well. As you ran your tongue over me, my 
whole world dissolved into the bright white sunlight falling 
hot on your bed, my head full of the smell of your clean laun-
dry and dirty ashtray.

To this day, I’m not sure if I orgasmed or not, though I lied 
and told you I had because I was too embarrassed to admit 
that I didn’t know what an orgasm felt like. But at that mo-
ment, nothing mattered, not even you. I was out of my body 
and mind and planet, transcending everything that had ever 
been expected of me and finally, finally making a choice for 
myself. It was ecstasy. It felt like sobbing and laughing and 
flying and swimming and licking melting vanilla ice cream 
off your arm.

You would not let me touch you after, which I don’t blame 
you for. You knew I would be bad, so you let me go try and 
fail on someone else a few months later. In the bathroom, I 
watched you smoke another cigarette while you gazed out the 
window, and I don’t remember wanting you any closer. My 
first time could have been with a lover who would hurt me 
or a crush who would run hot and cold or a best friend who 
would pretend it never happened, but it wasn’t. You saw ex-
actly how young I was, how much I could offer, and you gave 
me the time and connection I did not know to ask for. You 
made sure this memory was one I could never regret.

I wouldn’t see you again even though I hoped to; I met some-
one new and it was messy and embarrassing and incredibly 
nineteen of me. You never held it against me. We still speak 
all these years later, on my birthday and at Christmas.

After your second cigarette, we dressed and you walked me 
to the subway station. Only years later, after I moved to a 
building six blocks from where you used to live, did I realize 
you took me the long way. S

The Radical Honesty of Not Making It a Big Deal
by Kel Hardy
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Butch Madonna
by Caitlin Baird

sweet crone, sacred faggot, violets
so close to violence

my lady of perception
you are the sky-splayed spaces

you are the universe expanding
perfumed as rain or apricot

you are wine heavy as wafer
holy as mother

suck me out, shuck me
as a summer oyster

pearlescent
and perilous

may your word be enough
o queer uncanny woman
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Kavel Rafferty



HOT / SEX

Elizabeth Schafer



-059

Elizabeth Schafer



HOT / SEX

 Hennie Peters



-061

Fisting One Another in Broad Daylight on 
Your Balcony Overlooking the JMZ
by Ariane Powell

Fisting one another in broad daylight on your 
balcony overlooking the JMZ. How many 
looked up? Our kimonos loosely shielding  
their view but all would be exposed had a 
neighbor decided to have a smoke. I wonder 
sometimes if you still have that couch. Stained 
with your cum, my volition.
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Breakfast Inn: Romance 
by Monaliese Davis

I imagine waking up to my significant other and caressing their skin. 
Sweet kisses.
Morning sex.
Breakfast along with laughter.
Cigarette smells of our next door neighbor and visits of their beautiful cat.
Naked afternoons as I read to you and you sing me your favorite song.
Dinner on our balcony and a couple sips of wine.
Dessert is you.
Fruit so tender and ripe, your juices fill my lips.
A laugh.
Asleep.
Until another day is magic, every day is romantic.
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Ayshe-Mira Yashin 
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Virtues
by t.d.

Can I still fuck you in heaven
where our bodies know no boundaries 
and skin and bones are characters from myths we once told 
where flesh is not allowed to hold space between us

Two spirits

Desperate to introduce themselves in a place 
where judgment nor fear nor insecurities
exist

Can I give myself to you bare, fully
for the first time

Even in death
after we have expired and become nothing godly
I will still want you.
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Warm Salt
by Emma Dwyer

If the wide open
sardine cans on the counter
are anything to go by—
they may be—
now is an opportune time
to ride my tongue 
along the salt sweet flesh of
your neck,
lapping sweat 
from the forgotten tangle
of your corkscrew curls.

Take the sticky
ribbed cotton
from your skin,
take the creaking 
screen door
from its hinges, and slather 
me in baby blue up to my bones 
in this wooden arcadia:
I drink you and turn to water
like a flamingo flashes pink
from feeding.



-071

Mel Bee



HOT / SEX

Mel Bee



-073

Mel Bee



HOT / SEX

Kyra Berman-Gestring



-075

Kyra Berman-Gestring



HOT / SEX

What I Felt the Other Night
by Renata Spolidoro

I’ve only felt with my first girlfriend
I thought it was just 
the feeling of being 
a lesbian 
after all

I’ve already loved a few
women
I’ve shared 
cats
and a book shelter, but
in your arms
I felt once more
all the ends of my body
the.tip.of.my.fingers
burning
into the overwhelming abyss
in the Atacama Desert
stepping on serpent clouds
and without a doubt
waiting on a tsunami
that pulls back the waters
inside a message in a bottle
of_Molotov_cocktail 
crushing against
a broken window of a Bank
at Santiago de Chile

I wanna do a lot
with you,
you told me 
at São Salvador Square
we didn’t kiss that day 
I don’t even know if we’re
going to someday, but
I know
It’s on the tip of my tongue:
I really do 
want you
to. 
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Summer Sugar Fiend 
by Aderet Fishbane

my own straining tongue has stranded me among cinnamon and sugar pearls. i do 
nothing all day but lick at my own dessert skin. 

i taste delicious. like bodily fluid and underwhelming summer. my own body is 
overwhelmed and always edging beauty. 

i move my whole body in the direction of ambition like yours. i want to be like you: 
American! ambitious, glowing, pretty. shaking ladies’ shoulders and accepting tips. 

i want to be like you: paid and lovely. girl without edges. soft and savory. the best 
sort of woman is a Venus. skin salted and ready to bite at. my skin is soft and sweet. 
i am halfway to America and drooling syrup every night. i am sugared and so 
unlickable. 
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Contributors!
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Caitlin Baird (she/her) is a disabled lesbian poet living on the 
stolen lands of the Katzie, Tsawwassen, Kwikwetlem, S’ólh Téméxw 
(Stó:lō), Kwantlen, and Stz’uminus peoples.

Anya Bakul (she/her) is a Ukrainian-born lesbian illustrator 
doing her thing somewhere around Toronto. Her work is fun 
with a touch of absurd, populated by wacky characters, wobbly 
shapes and bold colors. She pulls inspiration from nature, songs, 
folklore, art and design to create images that inject surreal ele-
ments into the mundane to entertain, engage, and make a point. 
Follow Anya on Instagram @synthet.c, and visit her at
 anyabakul.com.

Mel Bee (she/her) is a queer cat lady living and making art in 
Toronto. She uses natural items, craft supplies and trash to explore 
feelings of longing and connection, creating visually dense works 
infused with dark humor and child-like wonder. Find her on 
Instagram @melbeestitchin. 

Kyra Berman-Gestring (she/her) is an artist who uses slow tex-
tile processes executed by hand to create works that honor and 
transform traditional practices. Kyra employs textiles as a language 
to discuss themes of contemporary politics, historical erasure and 
queer futurism. Follow her on Instagram @kbg.kbg and visit her at 
www.kbgkbg.com.

Carrie Blanch (they/them) (b. Atlanta, GA. 1997) is a Black queer 
femme pleasure artist working across sound, film photography, 
and poetry to document the nuances of Black existence. Inspired 
by the tenets of reproductive justice, Blanch’s work poses questions 
around bodily autonomy: What is safety? Is it a feeling, place, or 
person?. Their art practice is a continuation of care and commit-
ment to liberation. Eroticism, kinship, and ritual are common 
themes found in their work. They are the current curator-in-res-
idence at SYLA Studios, and their online exhibition Home is an 
Extension of You will be on view till August 22. Follow them on 
Twitter @CarrieBlanch and Instagram @bcarrie_  . 

Dan (they/them) is nonbinary transmasc lesbian poet from Poland/
Denmark. You can find them at excusemywriting.tumblr.com.

Monaliese Davis (they/them fae/faer) is an agender Black lesbian 
from Long Beach, California. They are a creative, a poet, and a 
performer. They’ve been writing since they were nine and per-
forming since they were six. Their art has saved their life in many 
ways. Writing has helped them navigate their emotions when they 
couldn’t put them into words. Their writing comes from their per-
sonal experiences and their journey with coming out as lesbian and 
also figuring out their gender identity. Follow them on Instagram 
@heavenfae.

Emma Dwyer (she/they) is a queer writer. Raised in Michigan 
and currently living in Brooklyn, New York, she holds a BA from 
Vanderbilt University in Theatre and Women’s & Gender Studies. 
Her primary interests currently lie in exploring spirituality, rela-
tionships, eros, imagination, and beauty. She really loves her dog, 
outdoor parties, (pop) rock, and lists. You can also read her poems 
at theprojectlola.com. Follow her on Instagram @emmaeadwyer.

Chloe Feffer (she/her) Is a queer/gay/lesbian writer and educator. In 
her writing, Chloe explores the queer experience of trauma, love, 
familial relationships, and the spaces we inhabit. Chloe has facil-
itated memoir writing workshops with incarcerated women, the 
children of incarcerated parents, and now with queer writers. She is 
currently working on publishing her first poetry zine. Follow Chloe 
out on Instagram @oh_chlo for thirst traps and Twitter 
@compooterbaby for laughs. 

Aderet Fishbane is a young lesbian poet whose work is confes-
sional and kind of obsessive, and explores things like sex(uality), 
grief, pretty people, and religion. You can find more of their work 
at https://linktr.ee/aderet. 

Hazel Frew (she/her) is a fiction writer currently residing in Brook-
lyn, NY.  She was awarded the Nancy Lynn Schwartz prize for fic-
tion at Sarah Lawrence College, where she recently graduated. You 
can find her work and half-assed jokes @hazelfrew on Instagram or 
@hazel_frew on Twitter. 

Jess Fry (she/they) is a nonbinary fat femme visual artist. Her art 
is a labor of love for the tough and tender. Their creative work is 
an uplifting of all that is femme, scarred, fat, aging, wild, wound-
ed, grieving, and honest. They believe grieving is sacred, creative 
alchemy. Through her art, she explores personal healing mythol-
ogies, queer mysticism, softening, trauma healing, navigating 
chronic pain and disability, shadow work, and all things lesbian. To 
see more art, support their work as a living queer artist, please join 
them on Patreon at patreon.com/heartlandadventures. Visit Jess at 
jessicafryart.com and find them on Instagram 
@heartlandadventures.

Caden G (they/them) is a queer, trans, and disabled artist and 
intuitive. They make queer and spiritual art of all kinds and are 
specializing in abstract paintings right now. You can find more of 
their work on Instagram @sapphic.creations, and in their Etsy shop 
called SapphicCreationTarot. 

Kel Hardy (they/she) is a white, non-binary, butch erotica writer. 
Self-identified sex nerd and intimacy slut, they are the co-editor of 
the Smut Peddlers zines, a Lambda Literary nominated publication 
in collaboration with Glad Day Bookshop. Their work can also be 
found in Butch4Butch: the zine and their own collection DARK: a 
zine of queer BDSM erotica. Follow them on Instagram @kelhardy.

http://anyabakul.com/
http://www.kbgkbg.com/
https://www.syla.studio/current-home-is-an-extension-of-you
https://www.syla.studio/current-home-is-an-extension-of-you
https://twitter.com/CarrieBlanch
https://www.instagram.com/bcarrie_/
http://excusemywriting.tumblr.com/
https://theprojectlola.com/blog/a-collection-of-poetry-by-emma-dwyer/
https://www.instagram.com/emmaeadwyer/
https://linktr.ee/aderet
http://patreon.com/heartlandadventures
http://jessicafryart.com/
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Kris Hope (she/they) spends their days supporting survivors of do-
mestic violence and fighting for working families & their evenings 
painting the world of their dreams. She grew up in a tiny town in 
rural Kansas and now lives in Seattle, Washington, where she is 
doing the hard work of healing from internalized homophobia and 
leaning into her dyke-ness and gender fluidity. She does not have a 
large online presence but is open to connecting IG:
@kristinanuhnanuh.

Alexandria Juarez (they/she) is a Chicanx lesbian writer, editor, and 
pop culture enthusiast from Long Beach, CA. A graduate of the 
BFA Writing Program at Pratt Institute, they have work in Electric 
Literature, Waxwing, Entropy Magazine, and more. Follow them 
on Twitter and Instagram @alexbethjuarez. 

Larisa K. (she/her) is a 22-year-old digital artist from New Jersey, 
currently living in San Francisco. Her art is a product of her in-
terest in photography, and her love of digital art. Her style ranges 
from horror art, to pieces reflecting her love and passion for the 
LGBT+ community, and the pride and strength she feels in being a 
lesbian. The piece in this magazine, titled “No Cops At Pride,” is an 
anti-police piece as well as a gay liberation piece. It is a reminder 
that cops do not protect us, have never protected us, and will never 
represent us. Follow Larisa on Instagram @Design.to.define and 
@itsLarisa_. 

Leeza Lakhter (they/them/@letmepokeu) is a queer licensed, 
trauma-informed, self-taught tattoo artist from New York 
City. Leeza’s mission and artwork center around spreading 
awareness for mental health, body and sex-positivity, and 
LGBTQIA+ empowerment—just to name a few. Leeza is best 
known for their tattoo artwork, drawings, graphic art, mixed 
media, and photography, highlighting the importance of 
self-love, acceptance, and mental health. Leeza has a safe and 
comfortable private space for their clients to get tattooed in—
open to all bodies, races, genders, aliens, in Brooklyn, New 
York. Visit www.letmepokeutattoos.com for more information 
on tattoo booking and mental health resources.  

Lady Fine Lines is a queer woman owned small business in Denver, 
reclaiming body autonomy and silenced sexuality. Tenderly curated 
line drawings celebrate and worship diverse female forms, high-
lighting simplistic beauty and desire. @LadyFineLines. Etsy.com/
LadyFineLines.

Ray Madrigal (they/them) is a painter who, despite their best inten-
tions, writes things. They are trying to think clearly in a foggy time, 
and making helps them do that. Madrigal hopes that whatever clar-
ity, absurdity, and medicine they dig up in their own work may also 
be experienced by some of those who encounter it. Follow them on 
Instagram @pretentiouskid and visit them at
 https://raymadrigalmakes.wixsite.com/stuff.

Charlie Mahoney-Volk (she/they) is a 19-year-old queer person 
living in Winnipeg, Manitoba, Canada. Find them on Instagram 
@charlottem.v.

Nichol Marisol (they/elle) is a 20-year-old queer artist of all medias. 
They enjoy sewing, collaging, drawing, modeling, and photography 
and are hoping to get into tattooing. Their queerness influences ev-
erything in their life and is always present in their art. This digital 
art collection Good Nights plays on taboos throughout the 20th 

century surrounding sexual pleasure that still exist today.

Meliss (they/she) is a queer multimedia artist and birth doula 
loosely based in Paris. They are fascinated by unintentional ready-
mades that are found at the intersection of the natural and human 
made spaces. Follow them @mielphette.

Christina Nicola (she/her) (b. 1993) is an AfroRomantic Lyrical Ab-
stractionist based in Brooklyn, New York. Fond of abstract expres-
sionism and fauvism, Nicola demonstrates a clear commitment to 
experimentation and personal expression in her work. Coining the 
term “AfroRomantic” to describe her art, Nicola uses the phrase 
as a catchall for the imagined and lived narratives in her work that 
speak to experiences of love, sex, pleasure, and heartbreak. In Janu-
ary 2021, Nicola debuted her newest body of work in her first New 
York solo exhibition, ‘Each Little Death is More Precious than the 
Last.’ Christina Nicola currently spends her time working between 
Miami and New York, with her main studio located in Brooklyn, 
New York. Visit her at www.christinanicola.me.

Brooke Nöelle (they/them), 25, is a Los Angeles based non-bina-
ry artist, photographer, and printmaker. Their work explores the 
construction of gender, sexuality and the relationship between 
queerness and religion. Brooke uses photography’s representa-
tional boundaries to examine the hierarchies of a heteronormative 
majority and family dynamics while also examining the role of the 
photographers gaze within the work. Follow them @dog_god24.

Sarah Otis (they/she) is a queer, nonbinary photographer and 
nonprofit fundraiser based in Brooklyn, NY. You can find them on 
Instagram @sulky_boy and @sulky_film.

Mia Paden (she/they) is a content creator and videographer 
based in Brooklyn, NY. Mia is passionate about mental health, 
LGBTQ+ and human rights, body and sex positivity. She aims 
to spread awareness and break boundaries through her work. 
You find out more about Mia and her work at 
thinkmiamedia.com or on Instagram @thinkmiamedia.

Hennie Peters (she/her) is a plussize queer visual artist and educator 
based in The Netherlands. With her work she embraces  bodypos-
itivity and sexpositivity. In her paintings she makes queer desire 
visible. She believes we need the visual representation to make all 
those extraordinary categories ordinary. Follow her on Instagram 
at @henniepeters.

Alanna Phillips (she/her) is currently living in Los Angeles, CA. 
She just recently graduated from the University of Vermont this 
past spring with a BA in Studio Art. Her artwork acts as a platform 
where she feels comfortable pushing boundaries to authentically 
reflect and express who she is as a queer individual. Follow her 
@aphil19.

Ariane Powell (she/her) sent some really hot sexts to a stranger 
during lockdown. They’re lesbians, so they became great friends 
and this stranger encouraged her to turn those sexts into a book of 
poetry. What started as an outlet for anxiety and sexual frustration 
while in isolation, evolved into a meandering love letter to every 
woman she ever loved as well as to loneliness itself. You will be able 
to see the full collection in her upcoming book, SEXT. Ariane is a 
Bushwick based writer and performer and can be found on Insta-
gram and Twitter: @arianepowell. 

http://www.instagram.com/letmepokeu
http://www.letmepokeutattoos.com/
https://raymadrigalmakes.wixsite.com/stuff
http://www.christinanicola.me/
http://www.thinkmiamedia.com/
http://www.instagram.com/thinkmiamedia
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Kavel Rafferty (she/her) is interested in the female gaze, messing 
with the context. She plays with the objectification of women. She 
hopes to challenge stereotypes by cutting, redacting, and painting 
the source materials. In her most recent series, Queer Flower, she 
explores the artistic tropes of flowers to examine ideas of remem-
brance, sexuality, and censorship, reclaiming flowers from their 
somewhat domestic life by combining them with (soft) por-
nographic imagery of women. Follow her on Instagram 
@kavelrafferty.

Riss Regan (she/her) has explored and worked with many mediums 
throughout her life but recently began creating a lot of line art 
and digital art. This style allows her to emphasize and explore the 
abstraction of bodies and nature while using real photos that she 
takes or finds inspiration from, and then turn them into something 
new. Follow her on Instagram @rissky.studio.

Elizabeth Schafer (she/her) grew up in Washington NJ and attended 
Drew university to pursue a BA in fine arts. Elizabeth currently 
lives in Jersey City with her partner where she is building up her 
current body of work. Elizabeth’s current work consists of sculp-
tures that come into the world because of the women that inspire 
her to create them. She asks them what their favorite part of 
themselves is and what their favorite colors are. Then she uses the 
colors and inspiration to create sculptures consisting of feminine 
forms that are built up using wood, plaster, styrofoam and clay. 
These works come to life by the bright bold colors of yarn Elizabeth 
uses to paint them with. The favorite part of their body is used to 
highlight the beauty they share with the world on the outside, and 
their favorite colors are used to accentuate the beauty they have 
within. Follow Elizabeth @liveseyartem and visit her at 
www.liveseyartem.com.

Jessica Smoleroff (she/her) is an artist and educator based out of 
Tallahassee, FL. Her figurative paintings investigate humor, sex, 
labor, and being extremely online. She received her BFA from 
the University of North Florida and her MFA from Florida State 
University. Assertively feminist, her work uses nudity as a means of 
critiquing class structures and gender norms. Using found source 
material, Smoleroff takes a romantic approach to the otherwise 
gray and cynical realms of cyberspace. Visit her at 
www.jsmoleroff.com and find her on Instagram @jsmoleroff.

Amy Spade lives and writes in Oakland, California. Her poetry has 
appeared in many journals, including Nimrod, North American 
Review, Michigan Quarterly Review, and Cottonwood.  Follow her 
dyke/ writer/ cook/ gardener/ old-house-restorer adventures on 
Instagram at @spade_amy.

Renata Spolidoro (she/her) is a visual artist and book designer from 
Rio de Janeiro, Brazil. She has a Master’s in Theory of Literature 
and Compared Literature from UERJ (Rio de Janeiro State Uni-
versity). In her work, she deals mainly with: body, memory, and 
lesbianities. She is the co-founder of Filipa Edições, an indepen-
dent, lesbian-owned publishing house based in Rio de Janeiro, 
Brazil. Follow her on Instagram @renata.spolidoro.  

Lucky Starrs (they/she) is a queer artist, sex worker, and activist 
focusing on creating work that nourishes their community. Themes 
of their work include the intersection of capitalism, intimacy, 
and sexuality as it relates to modern relationships and sex work. 
Through their practice they want to create radically non men 

spaces for marginalized genders. Their goal is to transcend and 
transform present realities by rewriting past ones and writing for 
future ones. More of their work can be found on their Instagram 
@luck.ily666.

Melissa Steckbauer (she/her) is an artist, writer, and founder of 
The Sensorium Institute in Berlin. Her work has been featured in 
Castello di Rivoli—Museum of Contemporary Art, Rivoli; KW, 
Institute for Contemporary Art, Berlin; Deutsch Bank KunstHalle, 
Berlin; Latvian Centre for Contemporary Art, Riga; Teatr Studio at 
the Palace of Culture & Science, Warsaw; District, Berlin; Kunst-
saele, Berlin; Le Salon Du Dessin, Paris; and Cité internationale des 
Arts, Paris. Follow her @msteckbauer and visit her at  
www.melissasteckbauer.com.

t.d. (she/her) is a 26-year-old writer from Atlanta, GA. She has 
been writing poetry since she was seven, developed into a spoken 
word artist around 17 years old, and now considers herself a writ-
er’s writer. Follow her on Instagram @ehtuggle.

Jasmine TG (she/her) is a queer peer counselor and writer based in 
NYC. She is currently pursuing a career in mental health. You can 
find her on Instagram @jasmine___tg. 

Chloe White (she/her) is a Sheffield/Manchester based artist. She 
currently studies Fine Art at Sheffield Hallam University. Her 
practice explores being a queer artist in an ever-expanding digital 
world. Previously she has worked with installation, photography, 
textiles, jewellery and zine making. Taking inspiration from her 
childhood, queer history, colour and fashion, her past works have 
explored topics of feminism, drag artists and the impact of social 
media. Follow her on Instagram @ch1oe1ouiseart. 

Ayshe-Mira Yashin (she/her) is an 18-year-old lesbian artist and po-
etess from Istanbul, Turkey, and Nicosia, Cyprus. She is currently 
based in Cambridge, England, and is a prospective UAL Camber-
well art foundation student. Her poetry and art focus on themes 
of sapphic intimacy, healing and spirituality, with large ties to the 
occult. She is currently working on her illustrated poetry zine, 
to be published by Zines and Things, and is also completing her 
78-card Tarot deck. She independently runs the Illustration Witch 
Shop (www.ayshemira.com/the-illustration-witch-shop) where she 
sells handmade bookmarks, necklaces, stickers, zines, art prints, 
handmade notebooks, and her major arcana Sapphic Enchantress 
tarot deck. Follow her on Instagram @illustrationwitch to stay in 
tune with her art and poetry! 

Zoë (they/them) writes poetry through the experience of their 
body as a way to reconnect to the parts that are forgotten or have 
been silenced in the past. Zoë lives in London. Follow their creative 
account on Instagram: @zoe_as_i_am. S

http://www.liveseyartem.com/
http://www.jsmoleroff.com/
http://www.melissasteckbauer.com
http://www.ayshemira.com/the-illustration-witch-shop
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