I pulled out my phone. The tone was an anchor. I had to see but I'd know I'd close my eyes. Know I'd cry. 

I was tagged. My stomach cramped. My thumb trembled. I was forced to see. 

I clicked on the bit.url. 

My face. That word that seemed to define and haunt me drawn over my mouth in the shape of a penis. 

The comments. Laughing at me. Coaxing me. Outing me. Fictionalizing me. 
