
The first time I told someone that I was a pansexual, they asked me if I orgasm from 
things in my kitchen.  
Get it.  
Pansexual.  
Pan.  
Sexual.  
 
Of course, I told them that I did, I had full-fledged orgasms every time I made eggs in 
the morning.  
 
I wish it were that easy. Honestly, I do. If I could orgasm that quickly, I wouldn’t be 
saving up to replace that vibrator I lost last month,  
 
The whole point of being pansexual is that I fall in love with people at their core. Tell 
me, what’s so wrong with that? 
 
When I date guys, I am not in a heterosexual relationship. I am a pansexual dating a 
man 
 
When I date girls, I am not in a homosexual relationship. I am a pansexual dating a 
woman.  
 
Kisses are fleeting, and butterflies are touching 
But when I’m faced with a line of white men trying to decide my future, I’m not 
really sure where that leaves me.  
 
When my family found out I was pansexual, there were many different reactions. My 
immediate family didn’t believe I had any sexual relations with girls. My aunt told 
me if I liked both, I could make it easier on myself by choosing a man. My grandma 
thinks it’s all fixable with a pill. I felt like I was walking the plank. Like go ahead, be 
pansexual, be gay for all we care, just know that you’re signing up for a life of 
judgment, pussy sucking hell raising orgasms, making your life harder, people 
looking at you different, and probably affecting the job you get because god forbid a 
queer person fills out the same excel sheet as a straight person.  
 
People seemed more comfortable with the idea of me sticking kitchen utensils in my 
vagina then a girls fingers as if someone else’ fingers are so much dirtier then my 
own. 
 
We’re in a world where we feel the need to label everything.  
Everything is black and white.  Even the media. Either black lives matter or all lives 
matter but middle eastern lives sure don’t as I watch my brothers and sisters die 
across seas as we sit here and argue over what to label the violence.  
 
I am a pansexual. I am an author. I am a mediocre cook. I have celiac disease.  
 



These are labels. Go ahead, label me, I dare you.  
 
You hear it all. Cis, gay, trans, queer, lesbian, lipstick lesbian, pansexual, gender 
neutral, gender binary, republican, democrat, independent, male, female, high class, 
middle class, lower class, American, French, Syrian, good, bad, black, white, I’ve 
heard every fucking label except I don’t hear a single person saying the most 
important label of all.  
 
Human.  
 
At the end of the day we are all HUMAN. 
 
Shouldn’t that be enough? 
 


