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LGBT Love

10 Queer, Trans, Bi, Lesbian and Gay Romance Stories

Sensual Fiction by Giselle Renarde

Introduction

––––––––

I thought I’d put this collection together in a snap. Boy, was I wrong!

I figured it would be easy because I’ve written so many stories featuring characters who identify as queer, genderqueer, bi, lesbian, trans, questioning, gay. We’re talking HUNDREDS of stories to choose from. And I had to narrow it down to ten? Let me tell you right now: not a simple task.

But a task worth taking on, and I’ll tell you why. Because every cent I earn from sales of this anthology will be donated to worthy charities that work with LGBTQ people (like me!).  One of my favourite charities is LGBT Youthline, a peer support organization for young people here in my home province of Ontario. Queer teens and young adults can call Youthline or (or email or IM), and the person at the other end of the phone is also a queer-identified youth. Queer young adults are uniquely suited to help one another, so some of the money you paid for this collection will go to them.

And some will go to another charity—and one with greater reach, since it takes calls from across Canada and the United States. That organization is the Trans Lifeline, which fields calls from trans people in crisis or distress. As with Youthline, Trans Lifeline is staffed by people who are more likely to understand where callers are coming from, because they’re trans too.

So thank you, thank you, THANK YOU for purchasing this book in support of LGBTQ people who need someone to talk to. Last year I published a charity anthology called Don’t You Savage Me, which features Indigenous lesbian characters. All royalties from that collection go to organizations that serve Aboriginal women, and I’ve been blown away by the response. It ended up being way more successful than I’d anticipated, so I figured I’d use the same model to raise funds for LGBT causes. And the fact that you’ve purchased this copy is proving me right. Thanks! I love being right. It happens so rarely.

Anyhoo, let me tell you a little bit about why I chose the stories in this book. Like I said, it wasn’t easy to select only ten hot and lovey shorts. Everybody Know was a no-brainer. It’s one of my favourite stories, not least because the idea came from my girlfriend. She asked me to write a love story about a trans woman and trans man falling in love. The result melts my heart. 

The second story in LGBT Love is called Stranded with the Professor—a gay erotic romance between a college guy and a family friend, who also happens to be a prof at his university. Uh-oh! Then we’ve got First Night on a Waterbed, which was kind of inspired by my girlfriend (that’s a theme in my writing) because she’s got a waterbed and it’s the worst. What is this, the 80s? Just no. If you’re ever thinking about buying a waterbed, don’t do it.

The Other Other Woman was first published at a defunct erotica website called Oysters and Chocolate. The response from readers was overwhelmingly positive, which surprised me because it’s on the literary side of erotica and it also involves adultery (something that doesn’t usually garner a positive response!). It’s a bisexual story, but not the way you’re thinking. You’ll see.

Glitter in the Gutter is another heart-twister. As you probably know, my girlfriend is trans and a lot of her life experiences work their way into my stories. And what about the next story, Denial? Maybe that’s got a touch of reality in there, too. Who knows? I’ll never tell! But I will say it’s the first story/chapter from a novella/anthology (make up your mind, Giselle!) called Wet Weekend. And the “wet” stands for pee, so be forewarned!

Wow, this introduction’s getting long. I feel like I’m giving a wedding toast and people are starting to drop cutlery on the floor so I’ll wrap it up. But before I do, I just want to mention how dearly I love The Public Life of Private Paulsen, the final story in this collection. It’s post-war historical fiction about two army buddies, one of whom drew massive media attention after transitioning from male to female. I drew from records about Christine Jorgensen when I wrote this story, and it’s another one that pulls at my heartstrings.

After that not-so-brief introduction, I want to thank you once again for buying LGBT Love and, in doing so, showing your love for LGBT people seeking assistance.

From my heart to yours,

Giselle Renarde

Everybody Knows

––––––––

You know when you’ve just given some guy a blowjob and then you have to take the subway right after and you feel like everybody knows?

So, that’s where I’m at right now.  Just sitting here on this faux-fancy velvet red seat, smelling like cum, and feeling so conspicuous I could hang myself.  Sure I swallowed, but that’s never good enough.  The scent doesn’t go away.  It sticks to your hair, doesn’t it?  And your skin. Sex is in my aura, gossiping with other passengers, telling strangers secrets that aren’t really true.

I’m not a total slut.  And I’m not a whore.

Shut up, aura!  You wanna take this outside?

There’s a guy all in black standing by the doors.  I know he’s looking at me while I pretend to read that subway ad about Why Can’t Street Kids Just Get A Life?  I get the feeling he knows it’s for show.  I’m glancing his way, really subtle, catching only outlines of his bulky body.

I imagine myself whipping my head around and shouting, “What are you staring at, motherfucker?” but I second-guess myself. Maybe he’s not looking at me.  Maybe I’m wrong.  Hey, it happens.

But I think I’m right this time.  I’m pretty sure I’m right.

So I turn my head to meet his gaze, but he’s not looking at me.  He’s not.  He’s just staring into oblivion, and suddenly I’m the one staring at him... because I’m not sure anymore if he is a him.  I look at his chest, look for telltale boobs, but I’m still not sure.  He’s got a vest on.  It’s hard to say.  Smooth cheeks, though.  Too smooth.  Butch dyke?  Maybe.  Or trans guy.  I don’t know.

And suddenly he’s looking at me, right at me, and he asks, “What are you staring at?”

He doesn’t say “motherfucker.”

I replay his voice in my mind, trying to decode it, trying to feel its resonance.  I’m still staring, and I shake my head, stunned.  I look down at my backpack and cross my arms, feeling surly as hell.  He beat me at my own game.  Shit.

Now I’m convinced he’s staring at me, but I won’t let myself look.  I wonder what he’s seeing, and my stomach starts tying itself in knots.  God, why do I always do this?  I get so self-conscious, thinking everybody knows—nothing to do with the blowjob I just gave Mike, not anymore.  It’s about me now, about the essence of who I am.  I get so sure people can see right through my present and straight to my past.

Especially other trans people. They can see through me better than anyone.

Out of nowhere, I’m crying.  What the fuck?  I’m sobbing my goddamn eyes out, and now this guy all in black is swooping in beside me and throwing his arm around my shoulder and I’m falling against his big chest, soaking his vest with my tears.  My out-of-the-blue tears.

“Sorry,” I say.  My snot is on his shirt and he doesn’t seem to care.  “Damn hormones.  This is what they do to me.”

He nods sympathetically, and then says, “I’ll find out soon enough.”  He’s trying not to smile too big.

And now he knows I know, and I know he knows, and there’s something really soothing about being the same.  The same, just in opposite directions.

Oh crap, did I miss my stop?

I ask him, “What station are we at?”

He says, “We just passed Dundas.”

That’s when I realize I’m not going home—I’m going away from home.  I’m running away from home, at least for now.  Kind of a stupid thing to do as an adult, but I guess I didn’t get my fill as a kid.  I’m always on the run.

He asks where I’m going and I tell him I don’t know, and then I want to know his name so I ask him.

“Asher,” he says.

I say, “Stephanie,” and it’s so nice knowing he won’t look at me with that cock-eyed head-tilt, and he won’t ask what my old name was, and he won’t question my identity.  And I won’t question his.

There’s something really comforting about his big body.  I feel like he could punch my sadness in the gut and send it on its way.  I just want to be around him.

When he asks if he can buy me a coffee, I nod.  I’m so happy I lose my words.

They don’t stay lost for long.  When we get to the coffee shop, I tell him everything.  We hide in the plush chairs at the back of the café and I tell him about moving in with Mike and Yaro back when we were all guys—a three musketeers sort of thing.

“They were so cool about it when I transitioned.”  I’ve never said these words before, not to anyone.  “I mean, my family was accepting, but Mike and Yaro were totally whatevs about it.  Like, ‘Oh, you’re switching to skim milk?  Cool.  You’re becoming a woman? No probs.’ They just went with it, you know?”

Sheepishly, Asher says, “Not really.  Nobody in my life just went with it.”

I want to keep talking, keep telling him about what happened, but I’m trying to get better at listening to other people.  It’s not my forte.  So I shut the hell up for a few minutes and let him talk about how his family thinks he’s confused and his girlfriend of seven years who broke up with him because, as a lesbian, she wouldn’t be caught dead dating a dude.

There’s so much pain in his storm grey eyes.  He’s huge, and still he seems beaten down, like the world won’t stop trampling him.  I don’t really know what to say, or how to make him feel better, so I lean in close and kiss him.

He pulls away, and I feel like an ass.

My heart is pounding in my ears, and I stare down at the swirls of chocolate sauce on the fancy latte he bought me.  I always move too fast and scare guys off.  I jump in with both feet, always—except with Yaro and Mike.  We were just friends for the longest time, just buddies, even after I started my transition.

I guess it didn’t take long before they were glancing at me when they thought I wasn’t looking.  I guess I felt it long before today, and ignored it.  Sometimes you see what you want to see, and make the rest disappear.

Asher hasn’t said a word since I kissed him, so I talk about what happened.  I tell him everything came to a head—well, okay, pun intended—today when Mike had me in a choke hold...

“Oh my God!”

“No, not like that,” I say.  “We were play-fighting, wrestling, whatevs.  We do it all the time.  Anyway, so he had me like that and I was kicking my legs, and of course my skirt just flipped up over my waist.  It was no biggie, I guess.  I was tucked and all and it’s not like they could see anything, but they both just stared.  Then Yaro said, like, ‘Those are some heavy-duty granny panties,’ which I guess is true, but they hold everything in place, you know?  They serve a purpose.”

I look around to make sure no one’s within earshot.  “I don’t know what happened after that.  In an instant, everything changed.  Yaro basically pantsed me bare-assed and...”

Asher grabs my hand, and I take that move as consolation for rejecting my kiss.

“I’m not saying I didn’t want it.  It’s just... it was weird, you know?  They’re my friends and my roommates, and here I’ve got Mike’s cock in my mouth and Yaro’s ramming me from behind.”  I lean in close and admit, “I’ve never had a threesome before.  It felt kind of... I don’t know.”

My lips are smiling, and I reach up to touch them.  I close my eyes for a moment and remember the taste of Mike’s salty-sweet precum on my tongue, the brutal sensation of Yaro’s cock warming my ass.  He was holding on with both hands, holding my hips, a slow, careful entry, and then faster when he was in all the way.

“It felt good,” I tell Asher, keeping my eyes closed because I’m afraid he’ll either judge me.

And his voice is a little gruffer when he asks, “So why can’t you go home, then?”

I look into his stormy eyes and I know I’ve hurt him somehow.  “It’s hard to explain.  I just feel like it’s the end of an era or whatever.  I don’t want to be the tranny they fuck when they’re bored or hard-up.”

“Tranny.”  Asher shudders.  “I hate that word.”

“Me too.”  I watch him sip his black coffee.  He doesn’t seem to like it.

He says, “I have a spare room, now that Jenna’s moved out.  You can crash there if you want.”

That’s exactly what I want.  That, and so much more.

But for now we’re just roommates—Asher makes that clear from the start.  I think he knows I want more, and it makes me wonder if Mike and Yaro felt this way too.  Maybe they were waiting for the right time, just like I’m doing with Asher, hoping he comes around, hoping he wants me back.

Every day on my lunch hour, I sneak to the apartment that’s no longer my home and pick up a few things while Mike and Yaro are at work.  Soon, my bedroom is full and I’m paying half the rent on Asher’s place.

The guys keep texting me, but I don’t answer.  I feel a little childish for leaving the way I did, but I think it was inevitable.  I also think it was fate.

Asher and I both work days and spend our evening in front of the TV.  He makes his own spaghetti sauce, and it’s the best I’ve ever had.  We talk about everything: about my giant clit and his tiny dick.  We have our own language.  Being with him is like being with myself, another self, another me.  He’s got different experiences, a different family.  I meet them.  They’re civil.

On my birthday, my mom and dad drive into the city and gush over my new apartment.  They love the area, love the décor.  They love Asher—they tell me that when he’s in the kitchen sticking candles in the cake.

Quietly, my mom asks if I’ve ever imagined myself getting married.  She can see things other people can’t.

And usually this question would make my insides burble with rage, but now I watch Asher in the kitchen and I know exactly what I want.

“But what if he doesn’t want me back?” I ask my mother, in a whisper.  “What if he never comes around?”

My father clears his throat because Asher’s bringing my cake into the living room.

My mother presses her lips to my ear and says, “He’s in love with you, honey.  Can’t you tell from the look in his eyes?”

Our gazes lock and I see it.  I really see it now, the depth of emotion and fear of abandonment.  Suddenly, I understand what’s holding him back.  I
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