I have eclipsed the age at which my mother became pregnant with me,
eclipsed even more so the age at which she lost her virginity.
I am twenty-eight,
and yet still look like a thirteen-year-old girl entering puberty.
So when men proposition me-when men my father's age stare too long at me-I wonder who they are asking for-the thirteen-year-old with skin leathered by days spent drenched in sun
the twenty-eight-year-old hospitalized twice for being suicidal-whose layers of distrust have become stratified with age?
I may have thought too much as a child,
I may have been an old soul in a ripe body,
but I did not know then what I do now.
I did not know that answers are only coveted by the coward.
And so I stand in line,
waiting to buy an overpriced cup of coffee
that I came to buy only so that I could stand beside
beautiful people and feel desirable by proxy.
I do not turn around.
I let them stare at my ass,
let them wonder of the smell of the
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and hardened by sidewalk scrapes;

skin lining my collar bone,
of the softness not of my lips
but of my inexperienced tongue.
And there is nothing I can do.
Because what do you say to someone who wants to fuck a child?
You can say nothing.
Words do not capture the moment.
And so it passes...
and you progress toward the front of the line.
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