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Girl at the Gay Bar

Chapter One
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The car seemed to drive itself as Taylor navigated the familiar route home. It had been a day of filing at work, and the dull monotony of alphabetizing and chronologizing had given her plenty of time to think while her hands worked. As always, her thoughts curved, as they did now, to one of the most niggling problems of her female existence.

Taylor knew full well she'd never mastered the womanly arts of flirting. Or fashion. Or hair. Really, actually, she'd never figured any of it out. And there was no manual for how to be a woman. While she'd laughed out loud to the wonderful recent book How to Be a Woman, the author, Caitlin Moran, wrote in such a cheerful self-deprecatory manner that she came off like a bit of a screw-ball. That was not the kind of  role-model Taylor was looking for, nor had she yet encountered any woman whom she felt she could honestly be one day. She felt her name didn't help, either.

At twenty-one, she worried she ought to be over her parents having named her androgynously. She wasn't. She blamed her moniker for hindering her already difficult progress toward a femininity that seemed as elusive as rainbows' ends. Clearly, it was possible to do this right, because she saw woman who seemed to have it all together every day. The hair. The makeup. The clothes. The smiling and laughing and generally acting like anything that came out of a man's mouth was automatically interesting.

If she could learn to be a woman properly, men would like her. She knew they would. But half the time they assumed she was a lesbian, or at least bisexual—and she didn't even have short hair. No, she had everything men were supposed to want: long, blonde hair; a trim figure; youth. Yet she still couldn't get laid to save her life.

She set the parking brake out of habit, though it was unnecessary now she'd moved closer into town, into the vast central bowl of mountain-bound Tucson, Arizona. Even before she noticed the package by the front step, she noticed both of her neighbors were out. Good. As the center unit of the triplex, she couldn't help but feel a little oppressed, a little judged, by the two single women and their two ugly dogs who sandwiched her.

Her heart thudded as she looked at the label on the package. She'd almost forgotten she'd ordered this, in a drunken fit of anarchic despair that broke right through all her own rock-solid injunctions against using the credit card except for emergencies. She'd made that mistake before—abusing the credit card—and now she worried she'd started the cycle of manic pleasure and tearful remorse all over again by the way she'd carelessly smashed her own rule system and left it in shambles.

She placed the package on one narrow hip and fumbled to unlock the door one-handed, hearing her cat already calling for her from the inside. “Shut up, cat,” she yelled back amiably through the door. This, of course, only made the cat cry both louder and more frequently, crescendoing to a loud flurry as Taylor opened the door.

Zigzag only got two solid strokes before Taylor again ignored her and set to opening the box. As always, she took a subtle pride in knowing exactly where her scissors were, and in the way the tape neatly parted for her precise movements. Inside, the primary packing material was gently crumpled rough brown paper, almost like sandstone to the touch and with raw black specks as inclusions. Somehow, this material conveyed at once a certain masculine artisan quality, as if to say, “Men can be connoisseurs, too.”

Nestled in the folds of the paper with just the right amount of care—neither slapdash nor fussy—lay Taylor's very own copy of the garment she'd been admiring at Ren Faires since her childhood. A Utilikilt. Like a kilt, but less formal, less obnoxiously Scottish, more rough-and-tumble, more fashion and less tradition. Grinning, she let her small, feminine fingers run over the fabric, a warm black, and the bright silvery snaps in that characteristic unfinished V down the front.

She took out the folded invoice and looked at it, just as a way to savor the moment even further. She laughed out loud when she saw what someone had written across the bottom in angular black caps. “Enjoy your cross-dressing! :-)” The man she'd ordered from over the phone had razzed her about buying a man's garment. He'd made her promise she understood it was cross-dressing before he would even begin the process of tweaking the sizing for a female body.

She'd taken it with a giddy ease usually unlike her. But then, she'd been drunk at three in the afternoon—probably two, Seattle time, this point in the year, but as Arizona eschewed daylight saving time, she could never keep track of how the time zones related. Especially not when she was busy doing something she'd secretly longed for so long, yet never allowed herself to do. 

“Shut up, cat,” she said again, putting out her hand for Zigzag to rub into. Sometimes, secretly she thought to herself that if only men could see her here, alone in her house, and witness the way she caressed her cat, they'd swoon right over her and not leave until they'd experienced her wonderful touch on every inch of their bodies.

Still, now was not the time for cat distractions. There was only one thing to do. She stood and took the Utilikilt with her, then abandoned the empty cardboard box and its crinkly paper to the cat. There. Cat distraction neutralized. While Zigzag was busy playing hamster ball with the box, sitting inside and tipping it end over end like a cartoon prehistoric square wheel, Taylor got to the important business: trying on her wonderful, sexy, anarchic new garment.

She stripped from the waist down, panties, too—after all, if you wore panties with it, she figured, it automatically became a skirt and not a kilt. Skirts were prosaic. Utilikilts were sex made of fabric as far as she was concerned. All those lovely, thick, hairy calves on display, all those shapely knees, and constantly, the knowledge that a man's privates were right under there, ready to be touched at any moment.

She wrapped the long strip of fabric around her waist. On the tag, dangling from a cord around the belt-loop, there were instructions showing which snap to do up first and where to go from there. She would have done it wrong, had she not looked. Who would have thought this would be so complicated?

But she got it on, and discovered it fit perfectly. Teasing about cross-dressing aside, the guy on the phone had done a really good job of finding her an off-the-rack kilt that would accommodate her female hips. Of course, it didn't hurt that her body tended more toward rectangle than hourglass.

She went to her closet and took her belt from around the neck of a hanger. She'd felt tremendously naughty, darting over to the men's section of Ross to see if they had any nice, thick belts that took up enough visual space to hold its own against a Utilikilt. They'd had just the thing. She put it on, shimmied the kilt just far up enough on her body to get some slack and tucked her pink polo shirt in.

When she stood up on her chair to look in the bathroom mirror, she couldn't help but do a little happy dance that threatened to make the chair topple. She steadied herself leaning over the sink, then climbed down on shakier legs than she'd gone up. Still, the grin just wouldn't leave her face. She felt confident, deviant, and sexier than she'd ever been in her life. Someone else just had to see her like this. Preferably, lots of someones.
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Chapter Two
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The minute she entered the bar, she learned why it was a bad idea to choose your bar based on an overheard conversation between strangers on funky Fourth Avenue. The bartender had greeted her with, “Hey, sweetie,” which, she understood, was not a standard greeting that straight men used. Venture-N was a gay bar. A gay bar filled with an older crowd, a stouter crowd, a hairier crowd than average.

She'd stumbled onto the bears' bar by accident, and the only thing that stopped her from leaving was the fact that nearly all the men in the room evinced her ideal body type. Let other girls have the hairless gym rats; she'd take the real men. Still, there was always the internet if all she wanted was a visual display. What she wanted tonight was to be paid attention to, to be the center of attention for an entire room of men. Clearly, that would never happen here.

She was just about to turn to leave, when from behind, she felt someone tug playfully on her long, low, blonde braid. Before she could whirl to confront her unseen assailant, his hand encircled her waist from behind. She felt his cock pressing her through his pants and her kilt, almost right between her buttocks. “Hey cutie,” he said into her ear, though of course she still couldn't see him. “What's a twink like you doing with a bunch of old bears? Looking for a daddy?”

He'd taken her for a boy. Thrillingly, illogically, that realization set her body alight. She didn't want to ruin the illusion just yet, so she made her voice deep, and hoarsely replied, “Are you a daddy?”

“Baby, I'll be whatever you want me to be,” he said, and sucked her earlobe into his mouth. Raw desire took her, and she shuddered all over with the intensity of his unexpected touch. All these years, she'd been waiting for a man to just take her like this, and here, where she would have least expected it, it was finally happening. So maybe he sounded a little drunk. If that kept him from noticing her small breasts in their sports bra, that was fine by Taylor.

She felt his hand go to the bottom of her kilt and hike up its voluminous pleats. Too startled to try and hold him back, she let his hand wander all the way up to her hip before finally clamping down the fabric to her leg before he could move inboard. She didn't know what would happen when the gay man discovered he'd been toying with the proud owner of a pussy, but she didn't particularly feel like having that undoubtedly awkward experience just now.

Thankfully, he took the hint, though she hadn't committed to it all that forcefully. “Don't worry, babydoll,” he comforted her. “We don't have to do anything you don't want to. I do like the kilt, though. Makes me feel...frisky.”

“Me too,” she confessed, finding his odd choice
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