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Just
do, it

BY HELENA ECHLIN

"l’hc p~pl,.., with the mosl bar~que sex llvcs, l’v~¢

Molltg~nler,v Street, :1 [~ew hijacks [iom lhe marketi~lg
cl~mp~ul}’ where she works ~s a graphic dt~sig~e~; (All
ililllltts h~lve heen cluu~ged here.) Still in her ~[tlce

i~ a p~yl:dl. "li~ I~ak ~t he:~; y~u’d never think theft she

give zest t~ her lil~. Her w~wk is dull, ~md she t~els
t~uslr~ted, l.lke so m~y ctmfincd to olli~’es in this city~



g

where everyone seems to paint, dabble in perlbrmance
art, or at least blog--Anna views her job as a stopgap
until she llnds her true calling. That might be easim;
she drinks, if she changed her social circle.

"I used to hang out with people who talked about
doing something," she says as we begin polishing off
helbweizen~ "Now I wallt to hang otlt with people who
acttlally are doing something."

Her fi’iend Curtis is certainly doing something,
although maybe not in the way she means. Curtis is a

months he--Curtis ah-eady identifies as a man--has
been taking testosterone shots. His muscles have gained
delinifion, and his upper lip is dusted with peach fuzz.

Curtis and Anna like to play backgammon and have
sex fi’om time to time. Esselltially, they [ire "tl-iends with
benefits." That phrase seems inadequate to describe the
complicated liaison of a lesbian and a female-to-male
tl’anssextlak Btlt whillever you Wallt to call it, tile rela-
tionship is changing. Anna t~ars that she is becoming
indiit~rent to Curtis.

"When we get togethm; it’s like, ’What shall we do?
Shall we shoot pool or shall we have sex?’ And I don’t
really care wlfich." Alllla has the kind of rolnalltlc prob-
lem yotl fil~d only in San Francisco. She prethrs women,

wants to sleep with him. hi £~ct, she is inol’e attracted to
Curds’s gMtiiend, Wendy.

Things Callle to a head recently, and as we drain the

Curtis were lboling around at her place in Oakland,
she reached ibr Curtis’s breasts, which he had hotrod
llat m his chest. Curtis pushed her hand away. lle
wouldn’t lel her go near his crotda, either. He went
down on Anna, but ti-ustration overwhehned desire.
She craved a t~lllale body.

Cm*tis dloughtt~flly suggested they call Wendy alld
invite her over to join in, somedling they’d done betbre.
She coukln’t, it turned out. But on the phone, Wendy
invited Allnll to drink about what she’d like to have
happen. Atier they hung up, :~/lla decided m write
it all down.

"’lhke otr yotlr shirt," she mkl (;urtis. She wrote on

she covered all of his skin that wasn’t hkklen by the
binding. CaR me lillle gitq. Bile my nipples. Spattl¢

Perhilps it’s tl~e beer, but I find this wonderfill~a

er’s body. And it wm’ked. A lbw days later, Wendy called,
evidently eager to get together agaill. Alma wils thrilled,
until Wendy said: "But tlrst, yotl alld I need Io have a
discussion il!3Otll boundaries." She wanted to decide in

discussed it, btlt iI~ the ~’nd they didn’t set a date. And
so instead o[’doing something, Alllla [bund herself again
only talkillg allout it.

glass. But then her I~tce brightens, and I see that I’ve
not heard the end of this story.

’Take off your
shigg’ she
told CuNs.
She wrote
on his back:
Don"g lef me
be in confrol.

Wendy works as a store clerk by day and as a stripper
by night. A couple of weeks al-ter the three-way-that-
wasn’t, Anna, Curtis, and some fi’iends went to a SoMa
bar to see her perlbrm. :~s Wendy slipped onstage and
began to gyrate, Anna noticed that she had the strip-
per’s talent for convincing each spectator that she
yearned only tbr him or hm; Leaning against the
~ana wondered why she had come.

"1 like your.iacket."
Anna turned around to find a tal!, skinny girl wem’ing

a ~shirt, a tie, and pants emblazoned with black-and-
whim photos of I’m-is. "Where did you get il?"

"From the u-ash," It was il peaO1 plaid blazer that

the sidewalk.
"I’m Katie," said the girl. Tile}’ began to talk. Anna

sometimes complains that lesbians only like to talk about
haircuts and therapy. But Katie mentioned neithm:
Confident alld snlaF[, she worked in theater and painted
in her spare time.

They headed outskle Ibr sollle ai~: On the way, one of
tl~e strippers looked at Katie and said klly, "Ties ilre
people to grab hokl ot7’ Outside, Anna surprised her-
sell[ She grabbed Kalie by the tie and kissed hen They
rook a cab to Katie’s place alld tholed itrotllld. Being
with Katie was llltldl better thall playing backgamnlon.

Starved of lEmale llesh, Anna was voracious.
Atier a while, Katie asked, "Why are you so good at

this?"

Anllll replied. Those courses on enhancing the iEmale

~l~vo dilys later Anna went to see Curtis, home i1/bed

alier his double inastectomy, He was groggD’ from the
anesthetic, but happy.

"[~111 going to be s{~ hot now," he said, surveying his
fiat chest. Anna nodded, then caught Wendy’s flirtatious
gkmt:e. It didn’t martin: Nmv there’s Katie, who has no
boundaries, no body parts Alllla can’t touch. And Katie
is actually doing something. ~


