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    Advance Praise for Take Me There
  


  
    “Take Me There is a smokin’ hot sampling of sassy smart smut that took me where I’d never been before in print—this is the most gender-diverse erotica collection I’ve ever seen anywhere.”
  


  
    —Susan Stryker, author of Transgender History
  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
    “As someone who is androgynous-identified, it feels positively monumental to hold in my hands an erotica anthology where trans desire is not the token, but the topic! In making our desires visible—within our own communities and beyond—our gender expressions, our fantasies, our very lives are made real. Take Me There brings us HERE.”
  


  
    —Jiz Lee, genderqueer porn star
  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
    “There are multiple theories of desire out there; many histories of sexuality; lots of studies of sexual practices, but, until now, there were few accounts, fictional or otherwise of the multiple ways that queer people eroticize gender-variant bodies. This collection is hot and steamy, boiling with new lust, bubbling with new languages of desire, new ways of naming the body, different modes of telling each other ‘I want you.’ Ask what you need from this book, it will take you there. I promise.”
  


  
    —Jack Halberstam, author of Female Masculinity
  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
    “Finally, a satisfying resource that more of us can offer, with a sly smile, when they ask us what exactly we do with one another.”
  


  
    —Scott Turner Schofield, author of Two Truths and a Lie
  


  
  


  
    INTRODUCTION:
  


  
    GENDER/ FUCKING
  


  
    Where are the representations of the erotic identities, sex lives and fantasies of transgender and genderqueer people? In mainstream media, they are oversimplified, sensationalized or mostly invisible. Some occupy a niche in mainstream pornography: the so-called “chicks with dicks” genre. Although transwomen are the objects of desire in these films, they are still stigmatized for their difference and portrayed as secret keepers, circus freaks or evil dommes for a straight male viewer. Transwomen without dicks (or who don’t consider their genitals dicks), lesbian transwomen, and transmen of all kinds are absent from the traditional adult industry. There is one exception: Buck Angel, a successful FTM porn star and self-proclaimed “man with a pussy.” Angel has made tremendous strides to increase the visibility of transmen in porn. Plus, there is a small but growing body of independent porn that features trans and genderqueer people on websites like nofauxxx.com, by studios like Pink and White Productions and Trannywood Pictures and from directors 
     like Morty Diamond and Courtney Trouble.
  


  
    But what about depictions of transgender desire in erotic writing? For those of us who appreciate the written word’s power to not just get us off but bring nuance and complexity to erotic storytelling, we don’t have all that much to choose from. As the spouse of a person who identifies as trans and genderqueer, I believe it’s time for transpeople to be the authors and central characters of a book of their own, to be enjoyed by other transpeople along with their partners, admirers, allies, fuckbud-dies, friends and lovers. I want to see folks who challenge gender norms as leading men, ingénues, crush objects and sex symbols on the page. That’s why I put together this collection. So, what exactly is transgender and genderqueer erotica? It’s erotica by, for and about transfolk, FTMs, MTFs, genderqueers, gender outlaws, as well as two-spirit, intersex and gender-variant people. It is about people who like to genderfuck and fuck gender.
  


  
    Among the diverse array of voices in the book, one theme that emerged is the power of seeing and being seen as beautifully illustrated in Patrick Califia’s story about a gay transman longing for his identity and desire to be not just acknowledged, but treasured. It’s not simply about passing or not passing, which is an idea often explored with transgender characters, but about being acknowledged and desired in a sexual context. Being truly seen for who you are by a lover is where affirmation and want collide, as in Andrea Zanin’s story of a baby butch dyke and the transwoman she picks up in a small-town café. Likewise, the main character in Helen Boyd’s “All-Girl Action” longs to be touched as a woman by other queer women. Amidst a neighborhood blackout in “The Visible Woman,” by Rachel K. Zall, two women leave behind how others perceive them and focus on how they see each other. In “On Hys Knees,” Evan Swafford’s narrator articulates this hunger for recognition but also safety 
     as he looks at his boi: “The naked female sex, which this boi usually hides under baggy jeans and men’s clothes, is uncovered for Daddy. I warrant this trust and take it seriously. Because I see my boi as hy truly is. And hy knows that I’ll protect hym, keep hym safe. It’s what we both need.” It is this recognition and trust that allows the boi to surrender to his Daddy in a scene full of fisting, sadism and love.
  


  
    Throughout the stories, no one is all that surprised about anyone’s gender, which bucks the trend of having a transperson’s “real” or former gender revealed. But there are revelations of other kinds. Jack tries to have what he calls The Conversation with a trick at a bar, but his pants are down before the talk actually happens, in Michael Hernandez’s “You Don’t Know Jack.” In “The Therapist and the Whore” by Giselle Renarde, Manny is a butch dyke struggling with her identity who can’t seem to talk honestly about it to her therapist; she feels most at ease fucking a transsexual sex worker whose comfort with her own identity creates a space where Manny can be Manny. For Ivan Coyote’s narrator in “Hold Up,” too much talking and processing is an absolute boner killer: “I would rather be fucking or fisting or tangling tongues or pulling each other’s hair and deciding by willpower and whim just who is going to suck whose what, and when and exactly how.”
  


  
    Most of the characters in these stories don’t fit into neat little boxes and those that appear to fit, do it not-so-neatly. A lustful homecoming is full of sacred tradition and modern queerness in “Tel Aviv” by Jacques La Fargue: “I go from fresh-faced yeshiva boy to breasted bride as the layers come off, and I don’t care. It’s your cock I want.” In Kiki DeLovely’s “Taking the Toll,” a femme describes her genderqueer lover: “She has this edge about her—not completely hard yet deeply masculine. This is the edge where my lust resides.” That lust takes them 
     both all the way to the confession booth. Anna Watson wrote to me before submitting her piece, “Femme Fatigue,” inquiring if femmes as main characters were part of my vision for the book. I welcome her contribution since we both agree that many femmes consider themselves genderqueer, because they consciously choose to fuck with female and femininity norms. There are femmes throughout this book, including one who surprises her boyfriend when her gender changes mid-fuck in S. Bear Bergman’s “Payback’s a Bitch.”
  


  
    As befits an anthology about genderfucking, there are several pronoun variations you’ll come across in the text, including ze/hir/hir (which some readers will be familiar with) and hy/ hym/hys. Slowly, these new words are beginning to seep into our consciousness and people are using them more frequently in conversation and writing. Although this departure from she/ her/her and he/him/his may distract you at first, I challenge you not to get caught up in their newness and miss the depth of these stories in the process. The writers who chose to use these words have done so deliberately, because they best describe their 
     characters. In the process, they push the language about gender-variant people to be more descriptive and less binary. And those who use he/she pronouns, do so in wonderful ways; there is something deliciously dissonant about reading about his clit, her dick, his tits and her scrotum. What all this reveals, of course, is just how limited our language is for describing people of other genders.
  


  
    Our language is also severely limited when it comes to describing the bodies of transpeople, bodies that don’t conform to norms and may not look like other bodies. How do we eroticize these bodies, talk about them in dirty ways, worship and respect them? In several of the pieces, there is a tension between body image and the bodies we imagine. The spectrum of bodies we were born with, bodies we live in, bodies we want and bodies we create is present in some way in all of the stories. As characters work to quiet discomfort and shame and embrace acceptance, it’s clear that the body is a place of much more than simply pleasure. It can be a site of self-doubt, pain and memory, but it’s also one of craving, fantasy, transgression and, ultimately, freedom. In Julia Serano’s “Little Blue Thing,” when the narrator’s body betrays her, she finds a humorous way to overcome it. The couple in “Somebody’s Watching Me,” by Alicia E. Goranson, shape-shift into different bodies as they have sex. With a nod to both a narcissistic phase of gender transition and transdyke desire, the woman in Tobi Hill-Meyer’s “Self Reflection” has the opportunity to explore the body of her future self—and gladly takes it. The main character in “Face Pack,” by Penelope Mansfield, manages to turn a misogynist Japanese porn trope on its head—rolling a celebration of her smooth skin and an empowered filthy girl fantasy into one surprising scene. The Daddy in Toni Amato’s “That’s What Little Girls Are Made Of” rides a dangerous line, as he takes a sharp blade to a cunt that has seen a different kind of knife.
  



  
    Be prepared for cock to have multiple delicious meanings in these stories. Get ready for what you might think is a pussy or a cock to be called something else entirely. Some cocks are strapped on then thrown off to the side, as happens in one guy’s beach adventure in “The Hitchhiker,” by Sinclair Sexsmith. Some stay put no matter what. Others are always there, but not always accessible, as in Dean Scarborough’s “Shoes Are Meant to Get You Somewhere,” where a submissive gets a taste of a new kind of cock. “He had never, ever heard that tone in Hayden’s voice before—sometimes the man had moaned and whispered dirty things to him before when Oscar had sucked Hayden’s cock, but never this cock, and his voice had never sounded like this before.”
  


  
    Speaking of cocks, I worked diligently to represent a diversity of genders, sexual orientations, identities and bodies in the anthology. However, I want to acknowledge there is one group that feels the least represented: transwomen who’ve had bottom surgery. I can speculate about a number of reasons why this might be, but I want to challenge writers to tell the erotic stories of these women, and editors, including me, to seek them out and publish them.
  


  
    Many of the people who populate these pages consciously invent, reimagine and play with gender during sex. The names they give themselves or call each other—cocksucker faggot, bad boy, bitch, Daddy, good little girl, filthy slut, gangsuck cumshot facial whore—can taunt or tease, but they always signify the presence of gender among sweaty bodies, lube bottles, latex gloves and leather harnesses. Gender is always there, usually front and center. Some of the pieces illuminate how gender can complicate sex, as when Rahne Alexander’s narrator struggles with anxiety about revealing herself to a new lover in “Now, Voyager.” Gender can also simplify sex—like it does in Gina de Vries’s role-play 
     fantasy “Cocksure,” where a virgin teenage boy is seduced by his friend’s older sister. He straddles a sense of sureness and shyness, and ultimately his gender frames his desire: “He’s breathing that heavy way he does, the way he gets sub-verbal and breathy when he really goes under; becomes nothing but his hard cock and hungry mouth, big eyes and smooth hands.”
  


  
    On the other hand, there are some compelling examples of how sex complicates gender. In “Canadian Slim,” Shawna Virago’s trans narrator is discouraged by sexual partners who treat her like a fetish object: “I was both a source of desire and shame, and it didn’t feel good.” But sex can simplify gender, too, reduce it to its base of want and need. In Zev Al-Walid’s “From Fucktoy to Footstool,” a transboy gets to fuck his Daddy for the first time. Put in very compromising bondage and a hood, his body is whittled down to one single hand.
  


  
    Bondage isn’t simply rope and knots: passion and pleasure reside at the intersection of gender and power. Nearly half of the stories in this anthology feature some kind of BDSM. Two trans guys embrace their masculinity through masochism and submission in contributions from Arden Hill and Rachel Kramer Bussel. At the other end of the kinky spectrum, Skian McGuire’s sadistic narrator spins a dark, unrelenting and revealing tale that takes us on a wild ride as he conjures up “The Boy the Beast Wants.” Laura Antoniou wrote an original story for this book that stars Chris Parker, one of the main characters in her S/M erotic novel series The Marketplace. Whether you’re a fan of the series or not, you’ll enjoy tagging along as Parker undergoes a series of visits to a tattoo artist to mark and transform his body, while his longtime lover Rachel experiences a different kind of pain, potentially both physically and emotionally scarring.
  


  
    Where are the stories about the erotic identities, sex lives, and 
     fantasies of transgender and genderqueer people? Well, twenty-nine of them are here. This collection will take you from San Francisco to Israel, from heartache to lust, from stranger sex to a ten-year anniversary, from a pair of ballet shoes to a butt plug bondage table, from fumbling teenagers to leatherclad bears, from M to F and F to M—and in between and beyond. These stories celebrate the pleasure, heat and diversity of transgender and genderqueer sexualities. The thread that runs through each of the stories is a glimpse at where our sexual imagination can take us.
  


  
    I chose the title Take Me There for several reasons. Bodies can be tricky territory: minefields or playgrounds or both, and the power of giving and taking is a gift. I want to acknowledge that moment of surrendering a part of your body, a piece of your sexuality that may feel scary, but through the fear owning it, asking for it, even commanding it, as in, “Take me there.” Throughout the book, people harness their desire and imagination to go places that transcend bodies and language. They craft new worlds, rituals, and experiences beyond borders. I love all the fantasies these authors have designed, and I want to visit more of their worlds, as many as our sexual minds can create. My bags are already packed. So take me there.
  


  
     

  


  
    Tristan Taormino

    New York
  


  
  


  
    COCKSURE
  


  
    Gina de Vries
  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
    He’s so nervous, this one. Fidgety. Tapping his hands against his denim-clad thighs, then playing with the worn cuffs of his plaid shirt—plaid like the early ’90s grunge boys’, I note. A good touch. I’m wearing lip gloss, a very short skirt with fishnets, a disintegrating halter top with layers of lingerie underneath. The more clothes I have to take off, the more I can fluster him. I’m playing bigger and older, but not by much. Seventeen to his fourteen, punk to his nerd, slut to his virgin. As soon as I get him up to my room—all it took was the line, “My brother’s not home yet. Come listen to music with me while you wait for him”—I pull the halter off. His eyes flutter to my tits, then back to his hands. I can literally smell him getting uncomfortable, the scent of piney boy deodorant and sex entering the room. He shifts his eyes around to everything but me. He takes in the posters on my walls, the three overstuffed shelves of books. He clears his throat when he gets to the dildos on my nightstand, the whips hanging on the wall above them. Looks down suddenly 
     again. I’d considered putting them away to make my room look more like a teenager’s. Then it occurred to me that the kind of girl I’m playing just might be bold enough to sneak into stores where she’s not wanted, pass for older, buy sex toys with her allowance and leave them out in plain view.
  


  
    He’s clearly spooked by it all. But he’s polite, this one. He asks where he should set his stuff. “Oh, just throw your bag and your coat anywhere and sit on my bed.” He stills at that. “I…can’t just sit at your desk?”
  


  
    I choose my next words carefully. I’m gentle, coaxing, “No, no, no, peach. Sit on my bed.” I try to say it like sitting on my bed is a special honor, but he’s dubious. He pauses, not at all sure of what he’s gotten himself into by accepting my invitation. He sets down his bag and coat very precisely in the corner by my bookshelf and walks over to my bed.
  


  
    “On the bed?” he repeats, hovering, not sitting down yet.
  


  
    “Oh, the bed’s way more comfortable than that hard desk chair. Have a seat.” I notice that he flushes a little at the word “hard,” and I smirk. He’s extrasensory when he’s turned on, responsive to the tiniest of stimuli—a single word, a light touch. He sits down, and I join him, just a little too close for comfort.
  


  
    When our hips touch, he jolts a little, and my heart begins to race despite myself. Something about this feels so real; suddenly, it feels like now or never, like I could make the wrong move and he could bolt. I swallow my fear. Slip a hand onto his thigh and another under his chin. Turn his face to meet mine.
  


  
    “I felt how you moved just then, honey. You like sitting next to me, don’t you?”
  


  
    He doesn’t speak. Just shakes his head up and down very slightly, a barely perceptible nod, a lot of blushing and blinking his eyes. “No, baby. Keep looking at me.” I hold his gaze. His eyes on mine are wide. Wild. He gulps, a movement that I feel 
     because my fingers are tracing the muscles of his mouth and neck.
  


  
    “Sitting here with me makes you feel good, doesn’t it?” A nod, again. I feel him let a breath go. Feel his throat open up and expand to push air out and suck it back in again. “That’s right, honey, breathe. Relax.” I reach up and stroke his hair, and he leans his face into my neck, makes a noise somewhere between a sigh and a moan. He shivers just a little in my arms.
  


  
    “I really want you to feel good, peach. That’s why I invited you up here.”
  


  
    I have a thing for these boys. The ones who are sure of themselves at one moment, but awkward, nervous the next. I like extremes, opposites, contradictions. I like a boy supercool but painfully uncertain. Bold, then timid, then bold again. I like him unsure and breathless. Wet and hard, blood simmering, breathing heavy. Eyes and hands and mouth and cock all over me. But only how I want it. Only when I say so.
  


  
    He becomes bolder as the night goes on, asks for more, timid but surefooted. I’ve gotten him out of the worn plaid shirt. His binder is the one thing that never comes off, and he’s still in his jeans. I’ve convinced him to unhook my bra and coaxed him on top of me, Like this, honey. My skirt is hiked up around my hips. He’s pumping instinctively, getting a rhythm going on top of me, and I swear, I swear I can feel his cock. Even though he’s not packing, even though there are layers of denim and cotton and lace between us, I feel his cock like I would feel any boy’s cock. It is there, it is real, and it is hard, grinding through his jeans, through my lingerie right down into my cunt. I feel so fucked, so good, and he is not even touching my naked body, just rubbing up against me through clothes and kissing me like his life depends on it, moving his hands all over whatever bare skin he can get to. He moans, over and over again, into my 
     mouth, my neck, my tits. He pulls his mouth away from me suddenly, and I have to keep myself from whimpering at the loss. “What do you want, angel?” I say.
  


  
    “I…” He giggles then, buries his face into my neck. “I…I want to be doing my homework.”
  


  
    Brat. He’s only saying it to get a rise out of me, I know, but it works.
  


  
    “Oh, really? You really want to do your homework?” I hiss that into his ear, bite his neck hard, and he shrieks. “You wanna be doing your homework when you’re lying on top of me, and my bra’s unhooked, and I can tell how much you want it from the way you’re moving your hips? You wanna be doing your homework right now?” I thrust my hips up at “right now” so they hit his cock just right. He moans again. He’s breathing that heavy way he does, the way he gets sub-verbal and breathy when he really goes under; becomes nothing but his hard cock and hungry mouth, big eyes and smooth hands. But I’m not letting him sink there so quick. I pull his hair and he yowls.
  


  
    “You really want to do your homework right now?”
  


  
    “Uhhh… Well, I mean, I mean”—I pull his hair again—“OW! I mean, I guess your brother won’t be back for a while. I guess I can’t do the Social Studies project with him till he gets back. I guess it’s okay that I’m in your room with you, right?”
  


  
    “Yeah, sweetie, he won’t be back for a really long time. Now, why don’t you slip your hands up under my skirt?”
  


  
    He’s only a year younger than me, but in some lights, at some moments, he really does look teenaged. Doe-eyed, scared like a deer in the headlights, but wild like a deer, too. Shy and cocksure at the same time, just like he told me he was when we met. “What kind of boy do you like to be?” I’d asked. And he looked right at me and blinked those big, dreamy eyes. That’s how we started. One of my hands at the nape of his neck, holding him
     there with me, coaxing it out of him. “Cocksure,” he said. “But kinda shy.”
  


  
    He has a good mouth, this boy. He is good with his words, even when he’s bratty, and he is good with his lips, and this is what I tell him as I slide in and out, murmur, “Good, good, you’re so good, smart-mouthed faggot, sweet-talker, cocksucker, pretty boy…” He devours my fingers, sucks almost my whole fist down to the back of his throat, does the same with my cock after I hastily fasten the harness on over my lingerie.
  


  
    I am so close to undone from this. The very look of his mouth on me, his hand wrapped around the base of my cock, those hot, fast gagging noises he makes when he takes me all the way to the back of his throat. My hand is fisted in his hair, pushing him just a little, but he doesn’t need much force. He is the kind of boy who can take it, all of it. When he looks up at me from his knees, spits on his hand and lubes up my cock with his fingers, I murmur, “You’ve done this before, haven’t you, gorgeous?” And he grins at me with pride, and this once shy, scared boy? He starts to talk.
  


  
    He spins a story that is just a little over-the-top, but no less effective, stroking me all the while—about an older cousin and a vacation in New York City and a porn theater, walking in and seeing all the men jerking off.
  


  
    “And I saw this guy, and he was so hot, and my cousin nudged me and told me to go over to him, and I totally sucked his dick and…”
  


  
    “Did he suck yours?”
  


  
    “No, he just rubbed his foot up against my crotch—he couldn’t really reach me…”
  


  
    “Has anyone, ever?”
  


  
    And he replies sheepishly, his cheeks flushed, “No.”
  


  
    “Well, then. I’d love to be the first.”
  



  
    He all but leaps up from the floor. Shucks his jeans and socks, grabs his other cock and the harness from his bag, pulls them on over his briefs. When he approaches me, breathing hard, his rigid dick curving up from his body, I grab him and kiss him. I want my mouth all over him at this moment, wish for just a second that I had two mouths the way I have two hands and two feet. Instead I settle for kissing him again. Kneeling down, guiding his hand to his cock, taking his fingers and cock together into my mouth.
  


  
    His cock is absolutely something to be sure of. I love him inside me, and I love his hands all over my body, and I am no less in control when his cock is in my mouth, no less in control when he is touching me.
  


  
    He’s slipped my panties off my hips, and he’s on top of me again, his hips battering into mine. I could almost come from this, I’m so wet, so far gone from everything, his mouth on my cock, mine on his, the sweet tender teenage way he keeps asking things like, “Like this? Touch you like this? Like we were doing before, or different?” I thrust my hips up to meet his.
  


  
    “Do you feel how wet I am for you?”
  


  
    “Yes,” he moans, and nods.
  


  
    “I want you inside me. Have you done that before, honey?”
  


  
    He whimpers back, “No.”
  


  
    “Do you want to?”
  


  
    “Oh, please.”
  


  
    I reach down and guide the head of his cock between my lips, and he thrusts to meet me, fills my cunt in one long stroke. “Just slide it in, yes, that’s it, like that, yes, yes,” and I lose my words for a minute; I mean, I know I am saying words, but I don’t know what they are, yes or good or boy or God or fuck. I am lost in the feeling of his cock in me, his breathing harder and hotter and his hips moving faster, mine moving up to meet his, 
     to take as much of him inside me as I can. I love the look of him completely shattered above me, absorbed in every movement of his cock, my body the only place he wants to be. “Are you going to come inside me?” I ask, and he nods yes.
  


  
    “Tell me when, honey,” and the only words he can manage through his moaning are, “Now, now,” and I rise up with him, feel my cunt spasm around his cock before I even realize it’s happening for me, too. “Oh, fuck, I want to do that again,” I laugh, and he laughs above me, thrusts himself into me again, and again. His cock is the kind that stays hard inside me, and he keeps fucking me for a long, long time.
  


  
    I am no less in control when he is fucking me, his fingers deep in my cunt or sucked back right to the edge of my gag reflex, his cock pumping inside of me slow and hard and dreamy. I am at my most powerful when I am open to him, and he, he is at his best inside me, the best boy.
  


  
    After, he asks if he can curl up in my lap. He’s that specific, he doesn’t say “lie” or “sit,” he says, “curl up,” and it is this specificity that I adore about him, one of the things that drew me to him in the first place. He is so good with his words, this one, so good with his words and his cock and so good in my lap. “Yes,” I say, touching the dark curls that frame his pale face. He blinks his big, dark eyes, and the curls of his eyelashes flutter. I open my arms and he leans his head into the crook of my neck, murmurs, “Mmm. Thank you.” I pull my softest blanket around the two of us, the big fluffy maroon one; cocoon him in it. He wraps his arms around me, and he says it again: “Thank you. I just wanted to be sure of you.”
  


  
  


  
    NOW, VOYAGER
  


  
    Rahne Alexander
  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
    All anyone seemed to be able to talk about at work was the Christmas cruise, this big annual event where the bigwigs rented a party boat and invited all their favorite clients to get three sheets to the wind while they sailed around the bay in a lazy circle. It was hard to believe that any of these people knew the first thing about having fun, but they were all full of hysterical reminiscences of cruises past.
  


  
    My department was going out of their way to remind me about it, because they still all felt so guilty for having forgotten to invite me to last year’s party. Mindy, the office manager, told me I was gonna love it and then danced, mouthing the words open bar while my boss stomped past. The same VP who brought me flowers on administrative assistant’s day left his cruise photo album at my desk next to the business magazines on display, presumably for visiting dignitaries.
  


  
    “So are you gonna break down and go? Is Jonas going?” Wendy asked. She was a copywriter who had gone to my same 
     college. We hadn’t known each other well at the time, but she was one of a very few people who knew me while I was still getting by as male. She took my transition in stride and that turned our acquaintance into friendship.
  


  
    “I don’t know. You know me; I just don’t like being that far away from home without my own transportation.” Wendy was already going to be up in the city; she was going to tear herself away from big family holiday plans for the night.
  


  
    “Dude, I’m not gonna have any fun unless you’re there. You should ask Jonas. He’ll totally drive.”
  


  
    Jonas was sort of an impish teddy bear whose grin never seemed to fade. He had the curliest blond hair that I’d ever seen. I’d only known him a year or so, and I had no idea what he did for the company. He was one of the few geeks in town who seemed to prefer not to talk about work in his off hours.
  


  
    He had shown up on my radar a few weeks before when he chatted me up at the coffee shop where I went to chew on pencils in solitude. He distracted me with lilting conversation for a couple of hours. He learned that I’d never eaten sushi and offered to treat me to Sushi Boat. Two nights later he invited me to happy hour after work with some of the engineers. A habit began to form—I’d bus to work, drive with Jonas to happy hour, bus home, repeat. Sometimes he’d drop me off at home after, but since he lived more than half an hour in the opposite direction, I always felt like it was an imposition.
  


  
    I punched in his extension and waited for the outgoing message. He almost never answered the office phone. “I don’t like interruptions,” he’d say. “They’re very disruptive.” I got his voice mail and said, “Hey, Jonas it’s me, and I was wondering if you were planning on going to this cruise thing this weekend. They’re laying it on thick over here. I was thinking, well, if you get this just let me know if you’re going and if you’re going 
     maybe we could go up together?” I hung up. Wendy grinned. “You just asked Jonas out on a boat cruise,” she sang. My phone rang back, and of course it was Jonas. I waved her away.
  


  
    “I haven’t been on the Holiday Booze Cruise in yeeeeears!” Jonas said. He was excited to go with me. We made a little plan: I’d change into my cruise clothes at work and then head to the city.
  


  
    I hung up feeling queasy. I had asked him out on a date. We had been dating. I wondered if I were prone to seasickness. I’d never really been on a boat. We were going on a date on a boat with our whole company. I had no idea what to wear.
  


  
     

  


  
    In those days, if I wasn’t wearing a tent, I was in turtlenecks and pleated slacks. For such a special occasion I really only had one outfit, in mondo velveteen: a tight, floor-length black skirt and a maroon cowl-neck top.
  


  
    We drove up the coast, stopping off at his house to pick up his pipe and smoking jacket. His beat-up two-seater had a great sound system and CD changer stocked with Wall of Voodoo, Nick Cave and Front 242. We smoked and bitched about work. He told me jokes. He asked me if I’d ever heard the one about MacPhee the carpenter, which he told in faux brogue.
  


  
    One day, Jonas said, he went down to the pub where he met an old man named MacPhee who was terribly drunk and looking quite glum. He asked MacPhee, “What’s got you down, old timer?” MacPhee replied, “Do you see this bar? I built this bar with my own two hands. I went into the woods, cut down the tree, cut it into boards. I planed and polished the wood, and I’ve been drinking at this beautiful bar for forty years! But do they call me MacPhee the woodsman? Do they call me MacPhee the carpenter?”
  


  
    MacPhee continued to list his accomplishments. This was 
     Jonas’s favorite joke, and he reveled in the embellishment.
  


  
    “That wall?” MacPhee continued. “I built that wall! I carried each of those stones from the quarry. I mixed the mortar, and by hand I built that wall. But do they call me MacPhee the stone mason? No, they do not!” MacPhee exclaimed, as he drained another pint. “But fuck one goat…!”
  


  
    While he joked, I worried. I hadn’t exactly had a conversation about my being transsexual yet. I didn’t know how to work it into conversation with the people I met post-transition. I hated the way that coming out always seemed to trump any other conversation. I didn’t feel like I needed to be in the closet about it—in most cases, I preferred people to take me at face value and draw their own conclusions. In those early years of my transition, I had successfully avoided situations that seemed to require that I confirm my gender and thus skirted the need to learn how to do so with any sort of grace. Jonas joked and puffed his pipe, I smoked cigarettes and laughed, and before we knew it we were on the boat.
  


  
     

  


  
    It was pretty much exactly what I expected: puffy men in company-logo polo shirts clutching bottles of Corona Light and tensely-coiffed women dancing to the nostalgia cover band. It took forever to find Wendy, whose date was already drunk. The four of us decided to head to the upper deck, where we could maybe escape that still-beating Heart of Rock and Roll. We found deck chairs and settled in for a bit. Jonas packed his pipe and pushed it toward me. “A little of the homegrown?” he smiled, and initially I declined. Mostly, I didn’t like feeling both sleepy and paranoid in public. Wendy and her date hit it, and Jonas warned me that I didn’t know what I was missing, so I had a small puff. Some polo shirts found their way to our deck, and Jonas suggested that we find higher ground. Wendy and her date 
     agreed to meet us up top after drink refills, but that was the last we saw of them for the evening.
  


  
    The Golden Gate Bridge loomed over us like a Spielberg set piece, glowing brightly in the chilly night air as the yacht cruised underneath. Ever the Southern Californian, it hadn’t occurred to me to bring—or own—a coat or a wrap to match my outfit. I was shivering. He took off his jacket and put it over my shoulders; he pressed into me from behind, pinning me between his considerable warmth and the cold deck rail.
  


  
    He nuzzled into me. His breath felt amazing against my neck and I melted between him and the railing for a moment. Then I caught myself; I didn’t want to be his tranny surprise anecdote. I wished I didn’t have to tell him. I wished one last-ditch wish to magically change on the spot. I wanted to not feel like I was lying to him when, in fact, I was finally living true to my gender.
  


  
    He slipped a hand around my waist and up my top; he brushed his fingers against my boobs, then massaged a little bit. He kept kissing my neck, my cheek. He turned so he could kiss my lips and my mouth. I felt my girdle stretch uncomfortably and he kissed harder. His tongue flickered against mine. He bit my lip softly as he pulled back from the kiss. Clearly, I had to stop this.
  


  
    “I’m really dizzy,” I said, because I was. I teetered on my heels and groped for the railing. He swooped in and before I knew it I was airborne; he lifted me across the deck and placed me on a deck chair. I asked for a water and he scooted off to the bar, telling me to stay put. I wasn’t going anywhere; stars and birds were still circling around my head.
  


  
    None of this made sense to me. How could he know I was transsexual and find me desirable? Was it possible for him to not have figured it out? Was it possible that such details were irrelevant to him? I stared at the receding Golden Gate and wondered 
     if I was going to be able to get off the boat before my formfitting outfit outed me to my entire company.
  


  
    Jonas returned with water for me. He sat next to me and puffed his pipe and sipped his cider and told jokes. I felt sober again by the time we docked and we took our time descending the stairs. When we finally disembarked, the parking lot was nearly empty. We saw no one we recognized. We held hands from the dock to the car.
  


  
    We were much less chatty on the way home; for me it was the pot and the booze and my fear. I worried what was on his mind. I chain-smoked and listened to Einstürzende Neubauten blend into Skinny Puppy; I couldn’t find a foothold in all this urgent, unfamiliar music and I marveled that a man with such a sweet disposition could enjoy such dark, heavy music. He didn’t seem violent, but I had no idea what I could tell him or how he’d react. I wasn’t sure if I was attracted to him emotionally or sexually or what.
  


  
    When we stopped for gas, he started to try to convince me to stay over. He had a point; if we stopped at his house we could be in bed soon after 2:00 a.m. If he drove me home and then back, he wouldn’t get to bed until 3:30. He offered me a grilled cheese with brie before sleep and a trip to the finest brunch in the galaxy in the morning. While he cooked I curled up on the couch and flipped through the channels. When the sun woke me, I was dusted in crumbs and he was snoring on the opposite side of the couch.
  


  
    We went to brunch in our disheveled cruise clothes; he dropped me at home and we went off to our various Christmases.
  


  
     

  


  
    The office shut down between the holidays, so almost everyone spent that whole week traveling. I stayed around, though, and 
     hung out a bit with Wendy who totally scolded me for not coming out to Jonas on the cruise.
  


  
    “Dude, I’m sure he already knows. He’s totally into you and it’s not exactly like you’re the only tranny in this town. You’re not even the only one who works at this company.”
  


  
    “I just don’t know how to bring it up,” I said. “There never seems to be the right time.”
  


  
    “You could do it any time. You’ve got his cell phone number. You should do it right now,” she said. “The longer you wait the more you’re going to fuck this up. He’s into you, and I bet that at least part of why he’s into you is that he knows you’re trans. But there’s only one way to find out.” Wendy pushed the phone into my hand. “Call him now.”
  


  
    I called. I got his voice mail. I left a message: “Hey, Jonas, I was just wondering how your holiday was and what you’re doing for New Year’s. Let me know—I’d love to talk again. There’s something I wanna tell you.” I still felt like a chicken, but Wendy said, “Well, at least it’s a step in the right direction.”
  


  
     

  


  
    He didn’t call me back for another couple of days—family had kept him busy. “So what’s up?” he asked as if he was expecting a casual conversation.
  


  
    “Well, I sort of wanted to apologize for the other night. I didn’t expect to get so tipsy and all, but I wasn’t sure if you knew that I was, well, that I am transsexual. Pre-op.” There was a long pause on the other end of the line.
  


  
    “Yeah, I thought so,” Jonas finally said. “I mean, people gossip and all and I figured that if it was true you’d say so. It’s okay with me, but honestly I think I prefer you as a woman.”
  


  
    His tone was so dry that I didn’t get that he was joking until he started to laugh. He asked if we could get together after he got back on the second. He offered to pick up sushi and bring it 
     to my house. I counteroffered: I’d cook. Maybe I’d make a pesto lasagna. We had a date.
  


  
     

  


  
    He arrived in a bolo tie. “Posies and a present,” he said. “It smells amazing in here.” He’d brought a lily bouquet, a bottle of wine, a pint of gelato and a gift box.
  


  
    “I know you’re not big on Christmas, but I got you a little something” he said, smiling and pushing the gift box into my hands. “But don’t open it yet. Maybe after dinner.” He ate generously, praising my culinary skills with the same elaborate flourishes he gave to his jokes; I watched while he helped himself to seconds. He finished, refilled the wineglasses and requested that we retire to the parlor.
  


  
    “I think it’s time to open presents,” he said gleefully. He sat on the couch while I opened the box and shook out a white negligee; a shimmering nylon skirt with a scalloped lace bodice.
  


  
    “It’s custom,” he said. “I have a friend who’s starting to sell vintage recreations through her website. That’s her Cat On a Hot Tin Roof model.”
  


  
    “I don’t know what to say.”
  


  
    “You can say you’ll let me see you in it,” he said. “I’d really like that.”
  


  
    I just stared at him, barely feeling the cool, soft material in my hands; I dropped it back into the box. “Like, right now?” I asked and he nodded eagerly. I stood up, feeling terribly lightheaded. I drained my glass, took the box and said, “Why don’t you find some music while I slip into something more…comfortable?” He was pouring more wine as I closed the bathroom door behind me.
  


  
     

  


  
    I was tipsy and the bodice was a little loose; I hoped he wasn’t going to feel disappointed that I wasn’t quite yet capable of 
     filling it out on my own. I’d have never chosen to wear white and was surprised to see that it looked kind of pretty on me, and that the cut of the gown seemed to be giving me curves I knew I didn’t have. I posed in the mirror, gauging my ability to disguise any telltale bulge beneath my waist. I primped my hair, touched up my makeup and took a deep, cleansing breath. I felt sexy and delicate; I felt scared and vulnerable. I still felt that I wasn’t enough of a woman to be in this position, and I was still skeptical that he didn’t harbor similar doubts. “Relax,” I told my reflection. “This is what you’ve wanted your whole life. This is a dream coming true.”
  


  
    I opened the bathroom door to find that he’d doused all the lights except for a candle and the music videos on the television. The candlelight somehow made his eyes look more sparkly than ever. He offered me a refilled wineglass as I perched on the couch, and quoted Cat On a Hot Tin Roof: “Be careful, Maggie, your claws are showing,” he said. I froze up, worried that my slight costume had malfunctioned. He pressed the glass into my hand, apologizing: “Sorry, no—I was just quoting the movie.” I sipped and said, “I guess I just don’t get a lot of guys quoting Tennessee Williams at me anymore.” He kissed my mouth. “You are even prettier than I imagined.” He traced his thick finger along my shoulder blade and asked, “What would you like me to do for you?”
  


  
    I hadn’t prepared for that question. I’d been so wrapped up in worry about what he wanted from me that I had no idea what I wanted. I said, “I really don’t know. Can I do something for you?” He shook his head no. “I’d really like to explore you,” he said. “Let’s figure out what you like.” He kissed me and asked me questions.
  


  
    “Do you like men?’
  


  
    “Some.”
  



  
    “Do you like me?’
  


  
    “Yes.”
  


  
    “Do like women?”
  


  
    “Some.”
  


  
    “Do you like penetration?”
  


  
    “It’s never really worked for me.”
  


  
    “Can I see your pussy?”
  


  
    “I don’t really have one yet.”
  


  
    “Let me see.” He pulled at my girdle until I pushed him away so I could slide it off. I sat up; I was shivering. I couldn’t believe I was letting this happen. I tossed the girdle to the floor and pulled my legs up on the sofa again. He pushed my knees apart.
  


  
    “I’ve been doing some reading,” he said. “Since you told me I’ve read up a lot on what they’re able to do these days for girls like you.” His fingers traced a line up my leg until he reached my crotch. He stroked lightly on my scrotum. “Like this here, this is your labia, right?” His fingers rolled in small circles around the soft tissue until his middle finger came to rest on the underside of my penis. My stomach rolled; I didn’t even like to touch my genitals.
  


  
    “You’re shivering,” he said. “Do you need a blanket? Do you need to stop?” We’d gone this far; I shook my head no. He continued: “Good. Well, this, this is what everyone seems to have an issue with. I can see how everyone wants to think they know what this is and now that I’ve seen it for myself, I gotta say that it’s sort of penish, but when all is said and done this—” He stopped talking and pushed his finger up into me and held it there while I writhed, pressing down with my hips until I couldn’t take any more of the pressure. He pulled his hand away, and I said, “Not yet.” I grabbed his hand and pushed his fingers up, beneath my scrotum/labia, up into my pelvis. “There,” I said. “Fuck me there.” He rolled his fingers around inside me 
     and my mind splintered. Everything felt electric—his fingers burning deep trails into me; the fabric of the couch scratching out messages against my arms and my back. I felt like I was howling.
  


  
     

  


  
    Later, Jonas would tell me that I was hardly making any sounds at all apart from soft, short gasps for air. He told me that he found that all it took was one small circle of his finger to send tremors all through me; he couldn’t believe how little it seemed to take to send me into the stratosphere. I didn’t feel like I could get enough. I had no clue what he was touching inside of me, but I didn’t want it to stop. Surely he was going as deep as he dared; we were both in new territory. I felt him pull his fingers out of me and with that came jolts of energy, great muscular contractions. Jonas told me that I writhed for almost a full minute after he’d pulled out, and that he’d never seen anyone come with such intensity. My mind was blank; I remember feeling exhausted. I had no idea how long I lay there, dazed; soon enough I came to and I found him sitting opposite me, smoking his pipe and smiling.
  


  
    “Was I out long?” I asked him, and he shook his head no. “Just five or seven minutes. Long enough for a bit of a smoke. Do you need anything else?” he asked, and I said, “How about dessert?”
  


  
  


  
    HOLD UP
  


  
    Ivan Coyote
  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
    She was hot and so was her friend. I had pissed her friend off about an hour before, back at the bar, by confessing that I really didn’t like a lot of spoken word poetry, but out here on the sweltering summer sidewalk it seemed like all had been forgiven. They were sharing an American Spirit cigarette and flirting with me and my buddy with the suit vest and bow tie and slicked-back hair. It was one of those dress-up nights. Minutes ago she had had me by the necktie up against the wall in the hallway that led from the dance floor to the bathroom, her hand sliding mine up under her skirt to the soft smooth place where the curve of her asscheek met the top of her stockings. Now all four of us were halfway up the block from the bar, swaying and smooth talking and suggesting naughty things.
  


  
    Somehow all four of us ended up back in my king-size hotel room bed, shirts off but pants still on, all eight hands meandering and mouths mixing lipsticks and cigarette-bitter and warm whiskey breath, spit-shined black boots and high heels 
     all a-tangle. I remember her nipple hardening between my first finger and thumb, and her friend’s fingernails biting into the sweaty skin of the dip in my back above my ass, and then she said it:
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