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The Case of the
Strapless Stripper
and Other Stories

by Dulci Daily

THE CASE OF THE STRAPLESS STRIPPER

Jim Gainsmill rode his bicycle slowly through the
thick crowds in, Grand,  Stimson, Park, not far from his
alé)artment on the Capitoline Hill below the Pacificum
State Capitol. It was Sunday, the only day of the week
for Gainsmill to get some much-needéed rest and relax-
ation after a hard six-day week’s work as an associate
at the high-powered law firm of Farquhar, Hardart &
Frick. The weather was perfect, a rarity of rarities, and
everyone in Greater Pacific Heights seemed to have the
same idea of crowding into Grand Stimson Park to en-
joy the day.

Gainsmill could hardly ride without bumping into
someone, but that was all right with him. It only gave
him greater opportunity tg indulge in bisexual viewing
pleasure. He ogled, the gtllrls and guys alike, imagining
what it would be like to have sex with either or both.
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An_ especially lovely girl with curly chin-length
blonde hair caught Gainsmill’s sharp eye at a distance
from hehind. She was pink-skinned and huxom-look-
1n%, with bare shoulders above a tight, white strapless
tube top. Her waist was not slender, but her hips were
big, and swayed, delightfully in her hot pink
shorts—very short indeed, revealing her entire thighs,
which were Plump . but ent1c1ng13f1 well-formed.
Gainsmill had to imagine that sex with her would be
most delectable indeed.

Gainsmill kept his eyes_fixed on the girl, gaining
slowly on her until he was close beside her. His Slender
five-inch penis was fully erect. He had to meet the girl,
and it turned out to be'unbelievably easy.

The girl turned to look at him, and seemed to like
what she saw. Jim Gainsmil]l knew he was a ruggedly
handsome, strong-looking, intensely masculin€ guy,
though his skin had too much of the pallor of the of-
fice-bound life. He smiled at the girl, and she smiled
back at him.

Then the girl did something that Jim Gainsmill had
never before seen even the most daring, sex-crazed girl
do in public. While looking straight at him, still smiling
she reached up to the top of her strapless tube top and
pulled it dOWD—StI‘lppln% her breasts fully nude, for
she was not wearing a bra. Her breasts were quite
small for a, buxom %11* ’s breasts, but perf.ect(liy formed.
Her deep pink, pointy nipples were good-sized and full
erect. Gainsmill’s eyes almost leaped out of his head,
and his hard penis began to throb at once at the sight.

He had to speak. “Uh, hi, I'm Jim Gainsmill,” he said.
“What’s your hame?”

“Ruthie Doolittle,” the girl said—but Gainsmill was
not sure her voice was a (%11‘1’8 voice. His eyes darted
down to her shorts, and then stayed there. Sure
enough, the girl had a penis, one that was growing lon-
ger even_as Gainsmill gazed, and her shorts were too
short to keep her big, beautiful bulb from peeking out
beneath the hem.

Wow! Let’s do it right here, right now! If it hadn’t
been unsafe and illegal, Jim Gainsmill would have said
it, and done it. As it was, he knew he had to restrain
himself within the limits of more or less polite conver-
sation. He strained to think of something more or less
polite to say.

“Hey, Ruthie, it’s great to meet ¥ou,” he said. “Um, do
you work around heére on the Hill?”
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“Yes, I'm_a receptionist at the Pacificum Gay, Les-
bian, and Bisexual Sex Act Center,” Ruthie said. She
rinned, as if she knew how this information would af-
ect Jim_ Gainsmill. 1t did. His eyes bulged, and
re-coital fluid began to ooze out of his penis. The
acificum Gay, Lesbian, and Bisexual Sex Act Center!
he was thinking. Oh my God, that’s incredibly hot!

“Wow, that sounds like a great place to work,”
Gamlsrr,l,lll said. “I'll bet you meet a lot of interesting
people.

“Oh, I meet some really disgusting weirdoes,” Ruthie
said with a giggle, “but T meet some very nice people
too.” She was inching closer to Gainsmiill, as if she
thought he seemed to be a very nice person indeed, He

lanced down _again. Her bare breasts were very close
0 him now. He could reach out and touch theim with
both hands, if only he dared.

Gainsmill forced his eyes to return to her face. It was

a pretty, very girlish-looking face, with big blue eyes,

round cheeks, and full, de_eip pink lips. Gainsmill how

thought her the loveliest girl he had ever seen. “Uh, do

%flou ever, um, make use of the facilities there yourself?”
e dared to ask.

“Oh, every now and then,” Ruthie said. She rolled
her eyes; thén she looked straight at him and grinned.
“Why do'you ask?”

Gainsmill’s rip-roaring desire broke loose. “Oh, I just
wondered if you might like to go there with me some-

4

time,” he said, “like maybe right now.”

Ruthie i(%%led. “Oh, Jim, this is so sudden!” she
said. “But T'd love it!” Gainsmill’s eyes darted down yet
again. Below her breasts, he could see that her enfire
bulb, deep red and swollen to the size of a ripe plum,
was sticking out beneath the hem of her shorts. Her pe-
nis was at least as long as Gainsmill’s, much stouter
than his, and incredibly lovely.

“Let’s go, then!” he was just about to say—but an in-
truder stopped him.

“All ri‘g%qt, let’s go, babe,” the intruder said, grabbing
Ruthie. *You know that’s ggainst the law.” The intruder
was a big female police officer with a bicycle, accompa-
nied by a smaller male one with another bicycle.

Ruthie looked at the officer in shock. “But—but I'm a
male!” she protested. “It’s not against the law for me
to—to show my bare chest!” Notwithstanding her pro-
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test, she pulled her tube top back up over her breasts
at once.

“Bullshit,” said the big female. “Hey, Mike, have you
got your code book handy?”

_She turned away, looking toward the male officer be-
hind her. Swiftly Ruthie pressed her erect penis into
h1d1n%1betwecn her plump thighs, and tried to stand up
straight. It didn’t quite work; her spine was curvin
more than before, and her bl% butt was sticking ou
even more than before, but at Teast her penis was hid-
den. She crossed one leg tightly over the other to make
sure it would stay hidden.

“It’s right here,” said the male officer. “It says it’s
public indecency, a Class 3 misdemeanor, to reveal any
part of ‘the fernale breast'—not ‘the breast of a fe-
male—with less_than a _fully opaque covering of any

art of the nlgple. So, "if 'a male has female
reasts—which this male definitely does—and shows

them off in the nude, that counts.’

“Damn right it counts,” said the female officer,
“You're going tq jail, babe.” She handcuffed Ruthie and
started to call for a police vehicle to transport her.

“Wait!” the outraged Gainsmill cried oqut. “Ruthie
I'm an attorney. Hefe’s my business card.” He pulled
out hlst\,zyallet and gave hér a business card. “I’ll help
you out.

Ruthie looked doubtful. “Oh, thank you, Jim,” she
said, “but I'm not sure I can afford an attorney.”

“It’s on the house. I'll do it pro bono,” Gainsmill re-
lied at once. The firm encouraged the attorneys to do a
it of pro bono work now and then, and GainSmill had

been pretty slack about doing any, what with all the
billable hours he had to accumulate. This would be a
teI‘tI‘lfIC chance to do some, for an incredibly worthy cli-
ent.

“I'm a big Perry Mason fan,” Gainsmill told her truth-
fully. “Perry Mason made some of his money from rep-
resénting wealthy clients in civil matters, and some of
his clients in criminal cases paid him pretty well too, so
he could afford to handle 'some  criminal cases pro
bono. Well, so can 1.” Gainsmill failed to mention that,
unlike Perry Mason, he had zero experience represent-
ing defendants in criminal cases. He figured he could
beg for help from “the Qak>—R.B. Qakham, the only at-
torney at Farquhar, Hardart & Frick who handled
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criminal cases. After all, the charge was only a misde-
meanor; how hard could it be?

“Give me a call on my cell phone,” Gainsmill said.
“The number’s on the card. I'll' be glad to help.”

_“Oh, thank You so much, Jim!” Ruthie said, giving
h1rr11 a terrifically beautiful smile. “I'll call you as soon
as I can.

%k 3k 3k %k k

['ve got to see if Ed’s home, Jim Gainsmill thought.
Ed Pumphries was Gainsmill’s upstairs neighbor in the
same apartment building, and was often amenable to
mutyal blow jobs. Gainsmill needed relief, as soon as
possible, and"Pumphries was by far the best bet.

Gainsmill sent Pumphries a quick text message:
Hey Ed—interested?” He knew Pumphries wouldn’t
need to ask, “interested in what?” Within a minute or
so, he got a response: “Damn right! Come on up!”

[3

_ Gainsmill came on up. “Oh, man, you’re just in
time,” Pumphnes said, “I'm horny as hell—and pissed
as hell, too! I need reliefl” He kissed Gainsmil] on the
mouth, and his tongue went in deep. Gainsmill could
feel Pumphries’s massive eight-inch erection through
his pants.

“What are you pissed about?” Gainsmill asked. He
didn’t say “What are you pissed about now?” because it
would Suggest, insultingly but accurately, that
Pumphries was almost always pissed about soimething
or other. He did ask, though, because being pissed ac-
tually seemed_to make Pumphries hornier. Gainsmill
had read that Hitler actually underwent orgasms while

etting incredibly pissed during speech—makmg[ and

e had to wonder if Pumphries was a bit like Hitler in
that way—although Pumphries was much more harm-
less than Hitler, and he didn’t have orgasms until his
Eemg was deep in Gainsmill’s mouth, or at least his

and.

“God-damn Ozzie and Harr¥) again,” Pumphries said.
He pointed to a copﬁz of the Pacific Heights Informer,
showing photos of what appeared to be a gala same-sex
wedding of two men wearing identical tuxedos. “No-
body has any principles any more. In my day, we stood
up for progréssive principles against the reacfionary el-
ements in_society. We stood up_ for freedom from™ the
traditional slavery of marriage. Two totally free, equal,
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independent, manlg men could be proud of coming to-
gether for mutual blow jobs, hand jobs, or cock-rubs,
and then g01n§ their separate ways, with no idiotic crap
about everlas 1nfg love and commitment.” Pumphries’s
stout, bearded face twisted in_scorn. “Now that’s all
%gne down the drain. Everyone’s rushing to go back to

e ’50s, or the worst reactionary idiocy of the ’80s. Ev-
eryone’s_highest ideal in life is to gpe Ozzie and Har-
riet—or Ronald and Nancy Reagan!’

Pumphries was getting good and ?issed,, all right.
Gainsmill knew he would wan{ mutual blow jobs really
soon. “Well,” Gainsmill said, “at least you and [ don’t
want to ape Ronald and Nancy Reagan.” He hardly
knew what he was talking abouf, having been only
about two years old when Reagan’s last term as Presi-
dent ended. Ed Pumphries was from another genera-
tion, at least 20 years older than Jim Gainsmill, and he
actually remembered the Reagan years, having been
about high-school and college age back then.

“Hell, no,” Pumphries agreed. “You and I are about
the last of a dying breed. Don’t ever change, Jim.”

Gainsmill didn’t answer. He didnt have to.
Pumphries’s tongue was in his mouth again, and
Pumphries’s hands were on his lean, taut, totally
manly butt. He did to Pumphries exactly what
Pumphries was doing to him, knowing that—aside
from getting pissed—the exact symmetry of two totally
manly men’s sexy deeds was what got Pumphries
“hornier than hell” abogve all else. Pumphries didn’t ap-
?rpve of butt-fucking (to take one of a huge number of
hings he didn’t aIpprove of), because he thought it
“aped” a traditignal man-woman sex act, symptomatic
of the slavery of marriage.

.Soon the two totally independent, manly men were
lying down in the nude, and their penises were in each
othét’s mouths, Pumphries was becoming frantic as
Gainsmill licked and sucked his gigantic bulb, which
was almost all of his penis that would fit in Gainsmill’s
mouth. As for Gainsmill, he was thrusting as hard as
he could, aiming for an overwhelming orgasm in
Pumphries’s big mouth—but Pumphries would have
been pissed as hell if he could have known what
Gainsmill was thinking. Far from p%ymg any attention
to how . independent, equal, and manly he and
Pumphries were, Gainsmill’s racing heart was secretly
cRry%ﬁg g,ut with every thrust, “Ruthie! Oh, my God! Yes!

uthie!
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%k 3k 3k %k k

“Ruthie!” Gainsmill said with delight, answering the
%mne that evening. “Hey, it’s great to hear from you!
hat’s going on?”

“Oh, I got booked in at the jail, and I bonded out as
quick as I'could. Now I’'ve %ot a preliminary hearing to-
morrow morning at 8:00. Can you be there?”

“You bet.” Gainsmill would e-mail his supervisor at
the firm, Bob Ficcollo, and let him know he would be a
bit late because of some important pro bono work.

“Thank you so much. I'll be listed as Rutherford B.
Doolittle V1. That’s my legal name.”

“Funny, you don’t look like a Rutherford.”

Ruthie giggled. “I don’t act like one, either,” she as-
sured him, as if he needed any assurance. “I'm sure my
reat-great-great-grandfather, Rutherford B. Doolittle
, would be horrified at my scandalous conduct, Even
my dad, Rutherford B. Doolittle V, wouldn’t be too
pleased if he knew all.”

“Well, I'm pretty sure I’'d be pleased,” Gainsmill as-
sured her. “Tell_ me all at an early opportunity. Any-
thing you say will be totally confidential and protectéd
by the attorney-client privilege, you know.”

. “Ooh, 'm looking forward to it!” Ruthie’s words were
piercing Gainsmill’s heart like Cupid’s arrow. He had to
remind himself sternblg that an attorn,e%f1 could §et in
terrifically big trouble Tor having sex with a client.

“OK, then, see you tomorrow,” Gainsmill said, His
penis was erect again, even though he had ejaculated
in Ed Pumphries’s mouth not many hours ago. He tried
not to think too much about Ruthie’s totally femi-
nine-looking breasts and her stout, excitablé penis
w1t% its luscious-looking red bulb, but he didn’t suc-
ceed.

After the phone call ended, Jim Gainsmill tried to re-
turn to the Perry Mason novel he was reading, The Case
of the Deadly TOK. This was one he’d never read before,
even though he had read quite a few Perry Mason nov-
els, Agatha Christie mysteries, and other “old reliables”
to ke€p his brain from overheating while studying for
the bar exam, less than three years ago. He wondered
what Perry Mason would have done with Ruthie’s
case—“Thé Case of the Strapless Stripper,” he thought
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with a laugh, imitating the alliterative titles of many of
the Mason novels. Mason’s specialty was showing that
someone other than the obvious suspect had commit-
ted the crime, but that wouldn’t work here; Gainsmill
could hardly prove that someone else, perhaps a real
female, was the one whose bare breasts had been re-
vealed, There had to be some way to defend Ruthie suc-
cessfully, thougtl'll, and Jim Gainsmill was going to find
it—no matter what the cost!

%k 3k 3k %k k

Before 8:00 next morning, Gainsmill was in the
basement of the Seaview County Courthouse, search-
1n§ the long lists of the misdemeanor defendants by
whom he was surrgunded. All kinds of people were in
the crowded halls, from cute young Iglrls who probably

ot caught shoplifting, to repéllent ofd men who proba-

ly possessed child porn or did some other dls%ustmg
thing. Gainsmill found Ruthie’s name on the list for
Misdemeanor Courtroom 4, and made his way there
with the guidance of big overhead signs.

. The courtroom was_ as crowded as the hall, and get-
t1n%more so, Gainsmill had to scan a great many peo-

le from behind, but at last he spotted what lookéd like

uthie’s chin-length blond hair gn a person sitting in
the middle of one of the old pew-like benches for peol:[)le
attending the court proceedings. He made his wa;i1 )-
ward_the person as fast as he could. Sure enough, it
was Ruthie, wearing a pretty pink dress buttoned up
almost to her chin. Beneath it was a bra that made her
breasts look slightly blgggr than they really were—and
Gl?lnsmlll vividly remembered exactly how big they re-
ally were.

“Hea/ Ruthie,” Gainsmill called out. Ruthie looked
toward him and smiled. “Hi, Jim!” she said. “I'm so glad
you could come!”

“So am [,” said Gainsmill, trying but failing to avoid
thinking of “coming” in the sense of having an orgasm.
His penis was getting hard at the very sight of Ruthie,
even though her breasts were invisibl€ beneath the bra.
He hoped the bulge in his trousers wouldn’t become too
horribly obvious, but he feared it would.

He squeezed &:)ast the other people seated on the
same_bench and sat down next to Ruthie. It was so
crowded that his leg and his arm were pressed tightly
against hers. Almost at once his penis was fully erect.
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“All rise!” a man in a green Seaview Countsy police
uniform called out. “The Seaview County Superior
Court, Misdemeanor Division, is now _in session, the
Honorable Ralph M. Cigarro presiding!”

A big man with a big black moustache and a big
frown on his face, wearing a big black robe, swept into
the courtroom and sat at the bench in front. “Thank
you, you may be seated,” he said in a big, commanding

vo1ce3.7 “All right, let’s go.”

“People of the State of Pacificum versus Arthur X.
Friggbéame,” a short young man announced; then he
read off a forgettable case number. Gainsmill guessed
he must be the deputy prosecutor for this courtroom.

“Good morning, Your Honor, Inticus Futch on behalf
of the defendant,” said a man almost as big as the
judge, in a voice as deep and impressive as his. “We’ll
waive formal reading of the charges, enter a plea of not
gu}tl‘gy, and ask for a status date two or three weeks
out.

“Very well,” said the judge. “Get your status date
from trge clerk’s assistanJ[. N%Xt case.’y

Gainsmill watched the attorney go over to speak with
a young lady at one side of the courtroom, presumabl
the clerk’s dssistant. Hey, great, I can just do the same
as he did and get out of here, Gainsmill thought. He
was glad_the prehmmar;lz, hearings in Pacificum were
nothing like the big California ones in which Perry
Mason so often showed who the real guilty party was:

Gainsmill watched the proceedings for a couple of
minutes and breathed deeply, hoping his erection
would go down. He saw that attorneys were giving little
slips of paper, apparently with the names and numbers
of their cases, to the deputy prosecutor. When his erec-
tion was on its way down at last, he whispered to
Euth},e, “I"ll try to get'your case called and get you out of

ere.

He got up and squeezed past the people agfain, facing
forward so they wouldn’t see the remnant of the bulge
in his trousers, He grabbed a blank slip of paper, wrote
the name and number of Ruthie’s case on it, and
handed it to the deputy prosecutor when he could get
his attention. He saw that several other attorneys were
waiting ahead of him, and he tried to look like just an-
other one of them.

“People of the State of Pacificum versus Rutherford
B. Doolittle VI, case number 42-SU-MI-16249,” the
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deputy prosecutor called gut at last. Gainsmill stePped
up to face the judge while Ruthie squeezed past the
people and came forward.

“Good morning, Your Honor, James M. Gainsmill on
behalf of the defendant,” Gainsmill said. “We’ll waive
formal reading of the charges, enter a plea of not §u11ty,
and ask for a status date two or three weeks out.”

“Very well,” said the judge. “Get your status date
from trge clerk’s assistanJ[. N%Xt case.’y

Gainsmill breathed a silent sigh of relief as he went
to get the status date. Soon he and Ruthie were out in
the hallway.

“OK, now, we’ll get together soon and discuss your
options,” he told the expéctant Ruthie, not mentioning
that he'would have to get some idea what the options
were from the Oak before he could tell Ruthie about
them. “I’ll give you a call, OK?”

“Fine with me!” Ruthie said. “Just say when!”

“As soon _as possible,” Gainsmill assured her most
earnestly. He would see her again almost at once, if it
was up to him. It would have to be in his office, of
course—not only because that was the proper protes-
sional place to mmeet, but also because he would be far
too tempted to have sex with this incredibly attractive
client if they met anywhere else.

%k 3k 3k %k k

It was late in the afternoon before Jim Gainsmill got
a chance to talk with the Oak. “Hey, Oak,” he then said
at once, “have you got a minute to talk about a misde-
meanor case I’m handling pro bono?”

“Sure,” said the little balding man with big gray eyes
and a big white moustache. “What’s the case about,
and how did you get involved in it?”

“Well, it’s a public indecency case, and how I got in-
volved was, I saw this, uh, feminine-looking guy %ttm
arrested for, er, revealing his bare breasts in Gran
Stimson Park.” Gainsmill didn’t think he needed to go
into what happened before the arrest.

Oakham laughed. “This guy rri'l%st have had some-

thing out of the ordinary to reveal!
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“Well, yeah. One of the officers said he was a male
with female breasts.”

“Hmm, so they were just as good as real female
breasts for the purpose of arousing excessive interest
among male observers?

It was Gainsmill’s turn to laugh, but he feared he
was blushing too. “Well, yeah, I guess they were.” He
was _perfectly certain they were, but surely he didn’t
need to say So.

“Now, there’s an interesting case!” said Qakham. “I
gather your client doesn’t want to just plead guilty and
admit his breasts are the equivalent of female breasts.”

_“No, I'm pretty sure he doesn’t. I'm going to talk with
him soon ahout his options. I was hoping to ask you
about them.” [t seemed bizarre to talk about Ruthi¢ as
“him,” but Gainsmill guessed he would have to get used
to éc—a‘(ci least so long as the attorney-client relationship
endured.

“Well, in many misdemeanor cases,” Oakham leaned
back and said, “the parties can agree on a referral to
MDP, the Misdemeanor Diversion Program. What that
means is that the defendant Ipa s a fe€ to the prosecu-
tor’s office, stays out of trouble for a while, andthen the
case gets dismissed—or it doesn’t §1€t dismissed, if the
defendant doesn’t stay out of trouble.”

“So, basically, the defendant pays off the prosecutor
t% d}lqsréuss the charge?” Gainsmill asked, slightly
shocked.

“Basically, yes,” Oakham said, “plus, if the defen-
dant doesn’t stay out of trouble, the prosecutor keeps
the fee, but the charge doesn’t get dismissed. It’s not q

ood deal for defendants who aren’t likely to stay out of

rouble. For those who are, though, it’s a good deal be-
cause }[t’(si gften the only way to guarantee they won’t be
convicted.

“Well, I’ll tell my client about it,” Gainsmill said.
“What about Igettmg}the charge dismissed because my
client isn’t a female?”

“Hmm. Who’s the judge?”
“Judge Cigarro.”

“Ugh. Good luck getting him to dismiss any charge at
any time. 'm pretty sure he’d say the issue of whether
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your client is a male with female breasts is gne to be re-
solved at trial, not on a motion to dismiss.”

“How _about asking the prosecutor to dismiss the
charge?”

Oakham laughed %gain, but not because he seemed
1glenumely amused. “Zero out of one billion chances in
ell,” he'said, “You’d, have to talk to the misdemeanor
czarina, Harriet Forridan, about that. She lost her lat-
est husband to a so-calléd shemale, and she’s out to
punish every shemale she sees in retaliation—although
of course she doesn’t say that. She takes every case in-
volvm%a transgendered defendant herself,”and she
never dismisses them.”

. Gainsmill’s anger was rising. “What if I need to take
it to trial, then? Should I ask for a jury trial?” His knees
were shaking, since he had never hardled a jury trial in
his life. His days were spent largely in working on mo-
tions for summary judgment and other motions in civil
cases, and he was afraid he might feel like turning tail
and running if he got in front of a jury. He would stick it
out, though, if he had to—for Ruthie’s sake.

“Yes, you should,” Oakham said. “That would be
your best shot, if you can’t get Misdemeanor Diver-
sion—and frankly, Tl be m;glhty surprised if you can.
You don’t want a bench _trial i front of Cigarro, but
he’ll bend over backwards for the defendant in a jury
trial, because in trials he lives to avoid getting reversed
on appeal, and bending over backwards for the defense
is the best way to do that. In a bench trial, he knows
he’ll get upheld almost no matter what he does, but not
in a jury frial.”

“Well, OK,” Gainsmill said with great reluctance. “I
gllay be asking you some questions about jury trials,

en.

“Any time!” Oakham grinned. “It sounds like a great
case! I may come and see the trial myselfl”

%k 3k 3k %k k

“Well, Ruthie,” Jim Gainsmill said at their meeting in
his office the next day, “we don’t have a lot of gptions.
I'm pretty sure we can’t get the case dismissed before
trial, an %zou’re not guilty, so the laws of Pacificum
wouldn’t allow you to plead guilty even if you wanted to
say, 1’'m not guilty, but please lét me plead guilty any-
way.
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“l don’t,” Ruthie assured him. “There’s no need to
%allﬁ,p%bouf pleading guilty. So is there going to be a
rial?

“Well, %cs, unless I can get you into the Misde-
meanor Diversion Program. That’s a program that
guarantees you won’t be convicted if you 1!ust stay out
of trouble and pay a fee. If there’s a trial, there’s a risk

you might be convicted.”

Ruthie sighed. “I really don’t want to be convicted,”
she said. “Maybe you should give it a try.”

“All right, I will,” Gainsmill said.

This couldn’t be the end of the meeting already.
Ruthie was far too lovely. Her face was so fresh, clean,
and mnocent—lookm%, and what lay below—especially
her cream-colored blouse, through which her low-cut
bra could be discerned—was so delicately enticing,
that Gainsmill had to keep her here as long as reason-
ably possible.

“And now, uh, if you've got a few minutes, maybe yqu
could give me somé—um—background on this remark-
able case,” he ventured to say. “Like, uh, how did you
get to be who you are today?

Ruthie laughed. “Do you really want to know my
complete personal history?”

“Well, sure, um, [ mean, if you want to talk about it.”
Gainsmill’s eagerness to hear her talk about it must
have been obvious in his eyes and his posture, though
not in his burgeoning penis, which was concealed not
only by his trousers but by the desk that kept him and
Ruthié a proper distance apart.

“Oh, sure, I'd be glad to,” Ruthie said, leaning for-
ward onto her side of the desk as Gainsmill was doin
on his. Her breasts were on the desk. He dared noft,
must not, would not reach out and touch them.

“Well, I guess it all started when I was about 11 or
12,” Ruthie said. “I was_incredibly fascinated by girls
and, um, it made me really excited to see girls’ breasts.
Then I discovered my own breasts were growing bigger
than, you know, what a boy was supposed to have. I
J[ust couldn’t keep from touching them and, well, pre-

ending I was a girl.”

“l can understand that,” Gainsmill assured her
truthfully, his penis fully erect.
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“Before too long,” Ruthie went on, “I wanted to have a
boyfriend and lef him kiss my breasts. 1 was afraid to
do'it for a_long time because 1 didn’t know a boy I was
sure I could trust—but at last, in high school, I 1€t a bay
know my secret. He kissed my breasts and put his
hand, uh, between my legs.”

“Lucky guy,” Gainsmill exclaimed most sincerely.
His hard pénis was thr,obbm%hat the thought of doing
the same, and more, with Ruthie.

 “I guess so,” Ruthie said, “I thought I was in love with
him, but—well, before too long he got tired of me. Then
[ found out he’d told other boys about what we did, and
they started wanting to do it'too.”

“What an idiot,” Gainsmill said.

“Yes,” Ruthie agreed, “but so was I, for thinking he
wouldn’t tell—and I guess for thinking I was in love
with him too. I never did it with any of the other boys
who wanted_to, because I knew_they weren’t in love
with me, and [ wasn’t with them.”

‘What if you were in lgve with me, and I was in love
with you? Gainsmill couldn’t say it, of course, not now;
it would be wretchedly improper. Still, his heart was
beating so hard he had to force himself not to say the
words. Ever since he himself was 11 or 12, the thought
of being in love with a girl had haunted his heart. He
had beaten it off, beatén it away, with masturbation
and blow jobs and intercourse with women he didn’t
love—even if he falsely said he_did love them, to get
them to do it with him. Now, in the presence of this gt11r1
so lovely it seemed 1m?0331ble she could be a male, he
could beat it away no longer.

He came as close as he dared to saying the
words—too close, he feared. “Uh, so, did you ever find a
lgl. \' )D)gho was really in love with you, and you were with

ims

“No,” Ruthie admitted. “I kind, of gave up. When I
went to the U, I started wearmig,glrls’ clothes in public
and hoping some (%uy would fall'in love with me. A lot of
them onl¥1 wanted sex with me instead, and I guess |
decided that was the best [ was going to get. So, [ fig-
ured I might as well go to the Sex Act Center, where it
was_total ¥ anonymous, and give up all hope of finding

the love of my life.

Youve found him! It’s me! I'm right here in front of
you! Gainsmill’s heart was screaming. He strangled the
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words in his throat. He would say them, yes, as soon as
he could, but he couldn’t say them here and how.

Jim Gainsmill breathed deeply and looked awa
from Ruthie, He must save her, hi§ heart was demand-
ing—not only from going to jail, but from, despair of
finding the love of her life. He began to imagine that, no
matter how pissed Ed Pumphries might get about it, he
was actually going to ask Ruthie to marry him when he
was free tg ask. Feelings of tender loveé for her were
overwhelming him at the very thought. Ruthie might
even be the perfect wife for him, he fancied. After all
how was a bisexual like himself’ supposed to fulfill all
his needs in one marriage, if not by marrying a lovely,
totally feminine woman who was sécretly 'a male?

“Well, uh, thank you very much for telling me all
this, Ruthie,” Gainsmill said. “I have to say, uh, I hope
I'll still be seeing you after our attorney-client relation-
ship comes to an end.” Pre-coital fluid was spurting out
of his penis as he spoke, He tried to exércise rigid
self-control to keep from ejaculating in his trousers.

“Oh, so do I” Ruthie said with a big smile.
Gainsmill’s heart was hers, totally hers. He had to
marry her—but first he had to keep her out of jail, no
mattér what.

“Um, well,” Gainsmill said, “I guess it will come to an
end real}lg, soon if I can just iget you into the Misde-
meanor Diversion Program. I'll' set up an appointment
with the prosecutor as soon as possible and see about
doing that.”

“Thank you so much, Jim!” Ruthie said. Gainsmill
was _forced to imagine that her heart was beating as
hard for him as his was for her.

%k 3k 3k %k k

“Bullfuck!” cried the misdemeanor czarina, Harriet
Forridan, when Gainsmill proposed putting Ruthie in
the Misdemeanor Diversion Program. “Over my dead
fucking body!”

Gainsmill stared at her, almost in disbelief. Her
dark, angry eyes stared back at him from within_her
thin, heavily "lined, aging face, beneath her short
jet-black hair. Her language forced him to imagine her
engaging in sexual intércourse after death. He pressed
his lips together tightly so he wouldn’t laugh.
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“let me_ get this straight,” the czarina declaimed.
“This_fucking shemale shows off her tits, which look
identical to a female’s tits, and practically begs any
male who sees her, Fuck me! Fuck me right here'in the
park in front of everybody!l-—and you think I’'m going to
put her on MDP? Buddy, if you think that, your brain
needs a total fucking overhaul!”

Gainsmill sat silent, not convinced it was his own
brain that needed the overhaul. The czarina grabbed a
printed form, scribbled some words on it, and thrust it
at Gainsmill. “Here’s your plea deal, Take it or leave it.
It’s for 60 days executed. It’s a good deal, because the
max is 90. If you go to trial, I'll ask for 90, and I'll get it.”

Gainsmill, outraged, stared at her; then he looked
away. “My client,” he said slowly, “has already made it
clear that, uh, he is not interested in pleading guilty.”
Should he, he'wondered, rip the plea offer to shreds’in
front of the czarina’s eyes? He knew it would make her
even more pissed, and’yet he couldn’t resist. He ripped
it, again and again and again, and tossed, it in_ the
wastebasket. “I'll see you at the trial,” he said with as
mucﬂ suave coolness as he could muster, which wasn’t
much.

“You, sure as fuck will,” the czarina retorted, “and
your client is going to jail for 90 fucking days!”

%k 3k 3k %k k

Jim Gainsmill’s six-day work weeks turned into al-
most. seven-day weeks as the trial approached. For
Ruthie’s sake he worked harder than ever, in hope of
mastering the intricacies of opposing the czarina’s
pre-trial motions, selecting a dury, and trying a case,
with a bit of much-appreciated help from Oakham.

. Every Sunday afternoon, though, he squeezed out a
little titme to visit with Ruthie, in a Iizlace where they
would_ be sure not to have sex—the library, the state
historical museum, the capitol building. They walked
and talked, looked and laughed, not even touching
each other, with Ruthie always wearing decent femi-
nine attire, and Gainsmill grew ever more deeply in love

with her. Fantasies from (%den times—of the knight in
shining armor saving the damsel in distress, the West-
ern lawman conquering the badman who abducted the
innocent maiden for vicious purposes, and the
like—rose up in Gainsmill’s heart evergzhtlme. The fan-

tasies always ended in the same way: the good, strong
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man (Gainsmill) sought the lovely lady’s hand in mar-
riage, and the lovely lady (Ruthi€) ardently responded,
“Yes!” Every week after they parted, hougtlil,
Gainsmill’s desire for Ruthie waS so intense that he
had to seek relief in mutual blow jobs or hand jobs with
Ed Pumphries.

. So full of activity were Gainsmill’s days that he had

little time to think about the implications of a few ques-
tions from Fiona Flagtree, a reporter for the Pacific
Heights Informer, about the upcoming trial. He an-
swered the questions offhand in an unguarded mo-
ment, and thén almost forgot about them—until the re-
porter’s big article appeared.

“Bare-breast trial tests limits of law,” the headline
read, almost as if Ruthie’s bare breasts were to be on
display at the trial. From reading the article, a person
might'have thought this was one of the most significant
cases in the legal history of the State of Pacificum.

“It may seem incredible in this day and age,” the arti-
cle began, “but outrageous discrimination between
males and females may still be enshrined in the law of
Pacificum, to this very day. A little-noticed case, com-
ing to trial next Tuesday in the Seaview County Court-
house, Misdemeanor Courtroom 4, brings this unfair-
ness into unforgettable focus.

“Rutherford B. Doolittle VI, the defendant, is a male
with beautiful, feminine-]looking hreasts. He 1s charged
with revealing them totallgbare, in the midst of a thick
crowd of people in Grand Stimson Park.

“A female with identical-looking breasts, under the
law as it now exists, would unquestionably commit the
crime of public indecency t()iy doing exactly the same
thing. Yet Doolittle has ddred to plead not gluilty and go
to ‘%rlg}l, solely because of his privileged status as a
male.

Shock and anger, suffused Jim Gainsmill through
and through, especially when he read on: “Doolittle’s
attorney, James M. Gainsmill of the high-powered law
firm of Farquhar, Hardart & Frick, has admifted as
much. ‘My client,” Gainsmill says, ‘is a male. The law,
as it is written, applies to female breasts, not to male
breasts. All we are asking is that the law be enforced as
it is written, and not as it is not written.”

“This is an_outrage,’ retorts women’s-rights advo-
cate Carmen Oriflamime. ‘As a woman, I should have
every right to reveal my bare breasts in public just as a

malé can. This law is a relic of the Dark Agés, when
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women were confined in dungeons and burned at the
stake for daring to express their sexuality.’

“There is no qullestlon,’ says Chief of Police Gunnar
D. Robursson, ‘that the public-safety implications are
the same when female-looking breasts are revealed in
public, regardless of whether they technically belong to
a male or a female. In either cdse, there is the same
danger that putting the breasts up for public view will
lead to unsate or illegal consequences.

“Some people may imagine,’ says leading surgeon
Dr. Richard Oglestone, ‘that only fémales have female
breasts, and males do not. Medically, this is not cor-
rect. In the medical condition known as gynecomastia,
a name derived from the Greek words for woman’s
breasts, a male may actually develop female breasts.’

Gainsmill was horrified to find himself becoming al-
most convinced. Ruthie’s breasts were indeed so wom-
anly that anyone who did not see her penis, or hear her
not-quite-feiminine voice, surely could not tell the dif-
ference. Ong Gainsmill’s grim determination to keep
his beloved Ruthie out of jail, by any means necessary,
kept him from succumbing to the siren’s lure—the
seemingly obvious truth that Ruthie, though a male in
reality, had female breasts.

He did not have time to finish the article. The Oak
burst into his office holding a co%y of the Informer.
“Have you seen this?” he demanded to know, showing
Gainsmill the article.

“I’'m reading it right now,” said Gainsmill, who had
been reading it on the Informer’s website.

“That stinking, _ cheating cunt!” cried
Oakham—shocking Gainsmill as much as the article
had done, for the Oak rarely used such language. “This
is a new low for her! It’s not the first time shé’s done
something like this, though. She’s sneaked prejudicial
publicity into the Informer before, when she was goin
all out fo win a case that she was blowing way out o

roportion. Of course her pet reporter on the Informer,
Fiona Flagtree, p1a¥s along and pretends she_has no
idea where it came from—although how the hell would
she find out about a few little misdemeanor cases,
among thousands of others, if somebody on the inside
didn’t tell her?

“Harriet is gbviously hopinghshe can roll right over
you and you’ll never "know what hit you. Well, this
means war! You don’t mind if [ do a littlé more prg bono
work on your case to help you out, do you, Jim?”
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“Hey, no, I don’t mind at all! That would be terrific!”

“OK, then. Now, I don’t think Harriet will call this
Oriflamme female to say women should get to bare
their breasts in public, but I'm li)retty sure this article
means she’s actually going to call the'chief of police and
the Mogb Doc to sdy the same crap they’re quoted as
saying.

“Um, the Moob Doc?” asked Gainsmill.

Oakham’s eyes widened. “Yeah, you haven’t seen his
ads on TV?”

“No, I don’t watch commercial TV.”

“Well, 1 guess you're not missing a lot, but you’re
missing the Moob Doc’s ads. TheyTe prettﬁ hard-hit-
ting. They practically come right out and tell guys with
‘moobs,’ Short for ‘man-boobs;’ that they’re going to get
raped up the butt and things like that if they don’t get
surgery from the Moob Doc.”

“That’s sickening,” Gainsmill said, horrified at the
thought of Ruthie’s Tovely breasts being surgically mu-
tilated, “But hey, if he téstifies, I can impeach him for
bias, right? He’s got a strong financial motive for claim-
m% males can have female breasts, to embarrass them
into getting surgery.”

“Yeah, that’s right!” the Oak said approvingly.
‘(‘iY(gu,’ll;g catching on fast! Now let’s discuss this case in
etail!

%k 3k 3k %k k

“How abgut the art museum?” Jim Gainsmill asked
Ruthie on Sunday afternoon. From their past conver-
sations, he knew that Ruthie loved art and music, and
she was pretty well informed about them too. She was
obviously much more intelligent and educated than
your, average receptionist, Gainsmill imagined. She
was incredibly sweet and lovely and kind-hearted, too.
Gainsmill was gging to ask her to marry him for sure,
as soon as possible after the trial.

“Ooh, I think it would be more ¢Xcitin%;” Ruthie said,
“to look at some art books in the library. 1°d like to show
you some of my favorites.”

“OK, then,” said Gainsmill. “I’d love to see them.”
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He could hardly love to see pictures in art books
more than he loved to see Ruthie herself, Gainsmill
thought as they rode the trolley-bus down the steep hill
toward downtown. Today, unlike Bast Sundays, she
was wearing a white sleeveless top that showed some of
her feminine-looking cleavage, and a short pink skirt
that displayed generous portions of her plump, pretty
legs. Gainsmill’s leg was pressed  tightly against
Ruthie’s, just as it had been at the preliminary hearln%
and his penis was hard again, He had to force himself
to remember they must not have sex until after the
trial—shortly after, he fervently hoped.

At the library, Ruthie showed Gainsmill almost
nothing but pictures of beautiful bare-breasted women
in art books, starting with collections of paintings by
Renoir and Ingres. Then she showed him one hé had
never looked at before, Sister Wendy’s 1000 Master-
pieces.

“Some of my greatest inspirations are in here,” she
said. Expertb{ls e flipped through the pages, seeming
to know by heart the location of every picture of g
bare-breasted beauty. “Here’s one_that reminds me of
myselfin my younget %ears.” She showed him a picture
of'a near-nude girl with bare budding breasts, so youn
that it would unquestionably be illegal to get sexy wit
her, but not too young for "her to indulge in flagrant
temptation of men.

“I wish I could have seen you back then,” Gainsmill
told her most earnestly, “although [ probably would
have wanted to do something totally illegal.”

Ruthie laughed. “Ooh, you mean you would have
wanted to be my boyfriend?”

“You bet!”

. “Well malylbe it’s not too late.” Their legs were touch-
ing under the table. She touched her thigh with her
hand; then, for an incredible instant, she squeezed his
penis through his pants.

, my God! No, it’s too early!” Gainsmill cried.
“Don’t'do that again until after the triall”

“Well, all right, if you insist.” Ruthie removed her
hand and flipped through the book again. “Here’s one
of my very favorites,” she said, showing him a picture
called “Young Girl Defendlnig Herself Against Eros.” It
showed a dark-haired, smi 1%(; beauty with luscious
bare breasts, holding a nude Cupid at'arm’s length as
he prepared to stab her in the heart with an arrow. “Is-

[3
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n’t that the most bogus resistance you ever saw?”
Ruthie asked with a giggle. “Here’s this girl who’s prac-
tically in the nude, grinning at Cupid and really doin
nothing to keep him from stabbing her in thé heart!
Can you believe that?”

“That’s incredible, all right,” Gainsmill dutifully
said—but, in reality, he could well believe it. His own
resistance to having sex with his lovely client, he
feared, was just as bogus as the near-nude beauty’s re-
sistance to Cupid. If only he could get, awe%y with'it, he
feared, he wotld do it, without waiting for the trial.
Only his flimsy expectation that he would not get away
with it, and would get in terrifically big trouble kePt
him from seeking séx with Ruthie undérneath fthe li-
brary table right now.

4

“Here’s one of the sexiest,” Ruthie said, showing him
a_picture called “Perseus Rescuing Andromeda.” It
showed a nearly nude, red-haired young lady with very
small bare breasts, her nipples erect, [ookihg upward
toward an armored man on a flying horse, déscending
to kill a dragon with a sword. The picture unmistakably
suggested that the Koung lady was well prepared to
have intercourse with the man as soon as he could kill
the dragon and strip off his armor.

“That’s great,” Gainsmill said. He laughed. “That’s
you and me! I'm going to save you from the misde-
meanor dragon, and then—well, you know, we’ll see.”
We'll get married, he thought but'did not say.

He logked at the picture again. “Her breasts are
smaller than yours,” he said. “Let’s hope the police did-
n’t get any photos of yours, or we’ll have a tough time
arguing that it wasn’t against the law for you 1o show
yours, when it sure would have beén for this
Andromeda to show hers.”

“I don’t think they got any,” Ruthie said. “I pulled my
top back up quick."But I'ni not sure no one else got a
picture of me while it was down.”

“Well, if they did, we’ll deal with it—and we’ll still
Wln,’i[ Galnsmlﬁ assured her, hoping fervently that it
was true.

“Ooh, you’ll be my hero!” Ruthie gushed, putting her
hand on his shoulder for a brief, tender, unforgettable
moment. Gainsmill’s heart_almost burst with heroic
pride and manly love, just like in his fantasies.

She flipped through the pages again, “Isn’t this one
exciting?” 'she asked, showing him a picture of Cupid
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caressi.ngDVenus’s nude breast, ready to kiss her, and
}[)\_71th his big butt sticking way out, poised for sexy ac-
ion.

”

“Oh, Ruthie, it’s too exciting,” Gainmill protested.
His penis was protesting too, spurting pre-coital fluid
and ‘straining to escape the stern contines of his will.
“‘Maybe we shouldn’t’look at any more of these right
Nnow.

“Well, all right.” Ruthie sighed. “But let me just show
yo%i g[ne;, more of my favorites. This one doesn’t have any
nudity.

She turned to a picture called “The Stolen Kiss” by
Fragonard. It did nothing to relieve Gainsmill’s excite-
ment, to say the very least. It showed exactly what the
title implied, a man ‘stealing a_kiss from a woman who
seemed afraid they would be discovered.

“Um, is this one_ of your greatest inspirations tgo?”
Gainsmill asked. The bonds of his will were breaking.
He was going to steal a kiss too, right here in the li-
brary, if Ruthie gave him even the leéast bit of encour-
agement.

She gave him more than that: a big smile, and the
murmured words, “Try me and see.”

Gainsmill’s eﬁzes frantically darted back and forth,
trying to see whether anyone was looking. He had to
believe no one was. His lips met Ruthie’s, and her
tongue met his. Dee%ly their tongues delved into each
other’s mouths. He had to let her %o, he desperately
thought—and yet he could not bear to keelp from gomg
farther. He reached beneath her low neckline, presse

his fingers under the edge of her bra, and caressed her
erect nipple. Far from offering even the most bogus re-
sistance, she encouraged him by pressing his hang

xt))mth her own through her clothing, right there in the li-

rary.

The dam was breaking. Gainsmill’s will was power-
less. His mouth was stuck to Ruthie’s, and his hand to
her bare breast, by a force far stron§er than any fear.
Only the knowledge that he could not resist the urge to
ejaculate in his pants, that his Pants were already wet
with semen and were getting wetter by the second, kept
him from begging Ruthie for secret sex that very day
and hour, in defiance of the legal profession’s grim pro-
hibition.

“Oh, my God!” he gasped. “Uh—to be continued, af-
ter you’re’found not guilty!”
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%k 3k 3k %k k

The fateful day and hour had come. The courtroom
was packed, no doubt largely with people who had read
about the frial in the Informer—including the Oak.
Judge Cigarro had finished ul\II) a few short hearings be-
fore egmnm§ the éur trial. Now his voice boomed out
“The People of the State of Pacificum versus Rutherford
B. Doolittle VI, case number 42-SU-MI-16249. Are the
People ready for trial?”

“Yes, Your Honor,” said Harriet Forridan, her eyes
blazing with indignation.

“Is the Defendant ready for trial?”

“Yes, Your Honor,” said Jim_ Gainsmill. Ruthie rose
to stand beside him. A man’s dark gray suit and sub-
dued tie almgst completely disguised her feminine fig-
ure. Gainsmill’s ardor for his lady love, he knew, must
be equally well disguised by "~ professional propri-
ety—untilafter the trial.

“Very well,” said the judge. “Are the prospective ju-
rors present and accounted for?”

“Yes, Your Honor,” said a woman in a county police
uniform.

. “Very well.” The judge began to instruct the prospec-
tive jutors. Gainsmmill looked them over, keeping his

ile 'of juror questionnaires close at hand. He knew,
rom his discussions with QOakham, that the czarina
was going to want female jurors. They would either
think it unfair that they didn’t get to réveal their bare
breasts, like Carmen Oriflamme, or else they would

robably disapprove of revealing anything that even
ooked like bare female breasts, so ineither event they
would be hostile toward Ruthie. Gainsmill himself, on
the other hand, was going to want male jurors, who
would probably see nothing wrong with a’fellow male
§ett1ng nude above the waist—even, or especially, if the
ellow male had something very speécial to reveal. Both
Gainsmill and the czarina would have to struggle fran-
tically to come up with purportedly gender-neutral rea-
sonsfor selecting jurors of the gender they favored.

Gainsmill tried to pretend he was Perry Mason, with
all the impressive characteristics of Mason as famously
plaged by Raymond Burr, and all the daring of the wild
and crazy Mason portrayed by Warren William in the
1930s movies—as well as the suave coolness and in-
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vincibility of Mason in the books, who was not quite
like eitheér of the actors, though he was more like Wil-
liam than Burr. For the'love of Ruthie, he was going to
be invincible indeed—no matter what the misdemeanor
czarina threw in his way.

The time came to select the jury. The czarina started
trying to cheat right away. “Do any of you,” she asked
the first six prospective gurors, “think there is anything
wrong with the law that prohibits revealing bare
breasts in public?”

She had to be_ stopped, at once. “Objection, Your
Honor,” Gainsmill protested. “The jurors’ personal
opinions about_the wisdom or unwisdom of our laws
are irrelevant. What matters is simply whether the
can and will follow the existing law, in accordance wit
the court’s instructions.”

. “Sustained,” said Judge Cigarro, frowning at the cza-
rina.

. Gainsmill knew he wasn’t supposed to try to get the
jurors to agree with him at this stage, He confined him-
self to asking whether they would follow the existing
law whether they agreed with it or not, and whether
they would give the defendant the benefit of any, rea-
sonable doubt, and things of that kind. Only if a juror

ave some definite indication of questionablé or hostile

inking did he follow up with specific questions.

When _the time came for the first round of strikes,
Gainsmill successfully challen%ed a couple of female
jurors for cause. One of them, holding Oriflamme-like
views, had expressed hostility toward “shemales” as
unfair competitors, if they got to crowd out real females
from males’ attentions’ Dy showing off their bare
breasts with impunity. The other had maintained that
indecency was indecency, whether it was a male or a fe-
male who displayed female-looking breasts.

What was more, Gainsmill aggressively attacked the
czarina’s challenges to male jurors, forcing her to come
utp with supposedly gender-neutral reasons that were
often weak to the point _of silliness. Judge Cigarro did-
n’t buy most of them. When the first round was done,
three males and only one female were seated for the
six-person misdemeanor jury.

Two more prospective jurors were escorted up.
Gainsmill’s heart leaped for joy when he saw one of
them, a fat guy wearing a T-shirt that showed his
breasts were €vén higger than Ruthie’s. This guy would
be sure to sympathize with Ruthie, Gainsmill” hoped.
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He would go all out to try to keep the czarina from strik-
ing him.

She struck hard at first, and missed. After trying as
hard as she could, and failing, to elicit some indication
of actual bias from the fat man, she told the judge at
the bench, “I want the fat guy off for cause.”Look at
those tits. He’s sure to be biased in favor of another guy
with oversized tits.”

“Your Honor!” Gainsmill cried, bhut softly, so the ju-
rors supposedly couldn’t hear. “T object! That’s—that’s
just wrong! It can no more be presumed_ that a male
with the condition known as ‘gynecomastia’ will be bi-
ased in favor of another male with that condition, than
that a—a white person will be biased in favor of another
white person, or a female in favor of another female!”

“Defense counsel is correct,” said Judge Cigarro,
cutting off the czarina from saying any more. “I’ll over-
rule the challenge for cause.”

“All right, then I want him out on a peremptory,” the
czarina sisted.

Now_ Gainsmill had to think fast and be creative.
“Your Honor,” he said s,lowl%f, “this challenge arises
from gender discrimination. It could not be imagined
that a female, with breasts identical in appearance to
those of this praospective juror, would be Subject to a
challenge of any kind becduse of her breasts, This juror
is being challenged only because he is a male. If coun-
sel for the People disagrees, let her produce a gen-
der-neutral reason for a peremptory challenge, and
then let the court determine whether it is merely a pre-
text for discrimination.”

“He’s too fat,” the czarina said. “That’s gender-neu-
tral. Obesity has been shown to be correlated with
mental abnormalities and character disorders.”

“Pretext for discrimination,” Gainsmill shot back.
“There were twq fat females she didn’t strike.” It was
true. One was the female who had been selected, and
the other was the one with the Oriflamme-like views.
Gainsmill had made sure to get the czarina to say that
one was OK with her.

C“T’ll find that_the, &:)ropo,sed peremptory challenge is
discriminatory,” said the judge, “and disallow it.”

Harriet Forridan was pissed to the maximum, and

her face showed it. Gainsmill discreetly smiled. He had
won the first battle, the battle of jury selection. The
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other prospective juror was a female, a shy-looking,
mous¥ little one, but Gainsmill did not opipo,se her. She
actually seemed willing to give Ruthie a fair trial, and
that was all that would be needed.

%k 3k 3k %k k

“‘Ladies and gentlemen,” the misdemeanor czarina
said after the judge had sworn the jurors in and in-
structed them, “as Judge Cigarro hds instructed you,
the Constitution of the State of Pacificum makes you
the Judges of both the law and the facts in this case.
Thefacts, on the surface, are simple: the defendant is a
male, but was dressed as a female, and revealed his, or
her, bare breasts in public. Those breasts looked abso-
lutely identical to female breasts. The law unquestion-
ablg,prohlblts the display of bare female breasts in
gu lic. The question for you to answer, as judges, of

oth the law and the facts, is whether that law applies
to breasts identical in appearance to female breasts. In
other words, the question is whether a male ma}slz actu-
ally have female breasts, for purposes of the law
against the public display of bare female breasts.

“The People of the State of Pacificum maintain that
the answer to that question is yes, without a doubt. The
evidence will prove to you that the answer to that ques-
tion is yes, without a doubt. You will hear evidence
that, for public safety purposes, there is absolutely no
difference bhetween a female breast and an idénti-
cal-looking breast that happens to be possessed by a
male. You will hear medical evidence proving that a
male, mag actually have female breasts. You will be
convinced that the defendant is guilty, beyond a_rea-
sonable doubt, of public indecency, a Class 3 misde-
meanor.

The czarina sat down. Her fists were clenched. Jim
Gainsmill rose to speak.

4

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he said, “one of the most
fundamenta] principles of the law, which you are sworn
to applgz, is that of fair notice regarding what conduct is
permitted, and what conduct is prohibited. You have a
right to be told, ahead of time, what you can legally do
and what you cannot. The Constitutions of the United
States and of the State of Pacificum require that no ex
?ost facto law shall ever be passed. What this means is

hat, if you have not been fairly informed ahead of time
that a Certain act would be illegal, you cannot later be
punished for doing that act. What this means in the
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case 3f7011 are to decide today is that, if a male has not
been Tairly informed ahead of time that it would be ille-
igal to reveal his breasts, which he very reasonably be-
ieves are male breasts, then he cannot be punisheéd by
someone who comes a on%lafter the fact and says, ‘No,
your breasts look too much like female breasts, and we
say the¥1 are female breasts, so it was illegal for you to
reveal them.”

. “Objection!” the czarina cried out. “Misleading the
jury! This is totally irrelevant!”

“Overruled,” said Judge Cigarro. “Counsel is stating
a valid theory of defense.”

“We do not_agree,” Gainsmill went on, “that the de-
fendant does have female breasts in reality, even if ob-
servers may have thought they resembled female
breasts in appearance.” Exercising self-control as rigid
as that_of Raymond Burr playing Perry Mason,
Gainsmill almost succeeded in, excluding from his
mind the very thought that he himself had been such
an observer, by means of touch as well as sight, and
had been grlpged to the core by the extreme resem-
blance. “And that brings up another of the fundamen-
tal principles of law, ladies and gentlemen—aone sq fun-
damental that we might take it for granted, if not for all
the jokes about lying lawyers and legal fictions. That
fundamental principle is that the law is about reality,
and not about mere appearance,” He hoped the czarina
would object again, so she would look even more fool-
ish, but she did not.

“But even if fantasy were to come true, and the de-
fendant were somehow found to have genuine female
breasts,” he concluded, “the evidence will show that
the defendant, as a male, never received fair notice that
he did have female breasts, or that any male could have
female breasts. He thought he was 31mp11y doing some-
thmIg that it is perfectly I%al for every male to do, under
the [aw as it now exists. He did not Knowingly or inten-
tionally display any bare female breasts. Thérefore, la-
dies and gentlemen, you must find the defendant not

guilty.

%k 3k 3k %k k

“l received a report of a female revealing her bare
breasts in Grand Stimson Park,” said the big female of-
ficer who _had arrested Ruthie, Officer Clintella Jones.
“l proceeded to the area of the reported offense with my
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bike patrol partner, Officer Mike Frogmorton. I ob-
served what appeared to be a blond-haired female in a
white tube top and pink shorts. The tube top_ was
pulled down so that her bare breasts were fully visible.”

“From looking at that person’s breasts,” the czarina
%skedt, ‘;C,lld you have any doubt that they were female
reasts:

“None.”

“Did you discover that this person with female
breasts was, in reality, a male?”

“Yes. I observed that the person had a penis, the end
of which was sticking out below the hem of the person’s
shorts, which were extremely short. After I turned my
back for a second tq sPeak with Officer Frogmorton,
however, [ observed that the person had hidden the pe-
nis between the person’s legs.”

“If not for the penis, could you have told from looking
that the person was not a feimale?”

“Absolutely not.”
“Do you see that person in the courtroom?”

“Yes. It’s the blond-haired person sitting at the de-
fense table.”

“Let the record reflect that the witness has identified
the defendant.”

“All right,” said the judge.

“Did all this happen here in the City of Pacific
Heights, County of Seaview, State of Pacificum?”

“Yes, it did.”
“Thank you. No further questions.”

“Any questions, Mr. Gainsmill?” asked Judge
Cigarro.

Gainsmill tried to think what Perry Mason would
have done. He (Probab% would have smiled, with total

confidence, and said, “No questions.” Gainsmill did.
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%k 3k 3k %k k

The czarina’s questioning of Officer Frogmorton was
much more unéxpected. “Officer Frogmorton,” she
asked after a few questigns about his gbservations at
the scene and his identification of the defendant, “are
you a homosexual or bisexual?”

“No!” the short male officer exclaimed. “I'm a hetero-
sexuall”

“Have you ever acquired an erection from looking at
what you knew to be a male’s bare chest?”

“Never.”

“Have you ever acq%l”ired an erection from looing at a
female’s bare breasts:

“Yes, certainly.”
The czarina moved in for what she evidently believed

to be the kill. “Did you acquire an erection,” she asked,
“from looking at the defendant’s breasts?’

“Yes, I did.”
“Thank you. No further questions.”

Gainsmill thought fast. “Officer Frogmorton,” he
asked, “have %zou ever gotten an erectign from looking
at a picture of a female’s bare breasts?”

“Objection, irrelevant,” the czarina protested.

4

“Your Honor,” Gainsmill said smoothly, just as Ma-
son would have done, “if yqu’ll allow me a’little latitude,
the relevance will quickly become apparent.”

“Oh, all right,” said Judge Cigarro. “Overruled.”

“You bet!” said Officer Frogmorton after Gainsmill
repeated_the question. “I have to admit I'm a re%ular
reader of Pumphouse magazine—and, uh, not only for
the articles.”

“From a painting or a sculpture showing a female’s
breasts, if it was a good enough imitation of the real

'p 2

thing, could you also get an eréction?
“Well, sure.”
“But in realit3(, a gainting or a sculpture, or a photo-
graph of a female’s bare breasts is not the same’as the
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actual bare breasts of a female. Isn’ that right? They
just look like the real thing, but they’re not?

“Unfortunately, that’s right,” the officer agreed.

“And the same could be true of the defendant’s
breasts, couldn’t it? The% just look like female breasts,
but in reality they’re not:

The officer hesitated for a second, but then plunged
ahead. “No way,” he insisted. “Those were real female
breasts, even though he was a male.”

“How do you know?”

“I already told you, I am not a homosexual or bisex-
ual. This was ng painting or sculpture, it was a real
erson with real bare bréasts—and they were female
t,reas';t,s, because only female breasts give me erec-
ions!

“Is that all?”
“Yeah, that’s all.”
“All right. No further questions.”

%k 3k 3k %k k

. “For public-safety purpases,” said the chief of po-
lice—whom the czarina had called tg _testify, “as
Oakham had predicted—“there is no difference be-
tween the public display of a bare female breast and an
identical-looking bréast that happens to be possessed
v a male. Both have exactly the same tendench to lead
to unsafe or illegal consequénces, in the form of disrup-
tion and distraction of traffic, sexual assaults, and
much more.”

“Why is that?”

“Well, because both have the same tendency to
arouse erections in men. And when men get erections,
their behavior often becomes erratic, sometimes ex-
tremely so. That is why, in the eyes of the law, a male
must be considered to have female breasts if his
breasts have the same tendency to arouse erections in
men as do the actual breasts of a female.”

“Do they both have the samg”tendency to produce

harmful effects upon family life:
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“Absolutely. If anything, the tendency is greater
when the poSsessor of the breasts is a male. You see,
married men often fear that sexual involvement with
another woman will lead the other woman tg make un-
wanted emotional demands upon them. That fear is
lessened in the case of involvement with a so-called
‘sh(frr;,ale’ who, in reality, is a male, but looks like a fe-
male.

‘' gbject. and move to strike that answer,”
Gainsmill'said with a smile. “The witness has not been
qualified as an expert on sexual psychology.”

“Sustained, answer will be stricken,” said Judge
Cigarro.

“No further questions,” said the czarina.

“Chief Robursson,” Gainsmill said, “as the chief of
police, you’re requiréd to have a pretfy fair knowledge

of the law, aren’t you?”
“Yes, I am,” said the chief.

“Where in the law, if anywhere, does it say that a
male must be considered to have female breasts if his
breasts have the same tendency to arouse erections in
men as do the actual breasts of a female?”

“It doesn’t need to say so. It’s a matter of plain com-
mon sense. Some things are too obvious to need to be
said in the law.”

“So it doesn’t say that anywhere.”
“Objection, asked and answered,” said the czarina.

" “Sustained,” said the judge after a moment’s hesita-
ion.

“Then the law has no standards by which a male
could evaluate his own breasts and say, ‘OK, these are
male breasts, it’s OK to reveal them in public,’ or ‘cops
thege are female breasts, I've got to keep them covered

up.

“It’s not a matter of evaluating his own breasts. If he
really wanted to know, he could conduct a survey, or
something like that. Send out pictures of his bare

breasts on the Internet, and see if heterosexual men re-
ported that they got erections from looking at them.”

“So, all on his own, he could never know.”
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“Objection, asked and answered,” said the czarina
again.

“Sustained,” the judge repeated.

" “Thank you, chief,” said Gainsmill. “No further ques-
ions.

%k 3k 3k %k k

“Dr. Oglestone,” Gainsmill said after the ¢czarina put
on her show with the Moob Doc, “you testified that, in
the condition known as gynecomastia, a male actually
has female breasts.”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

"Now, correct me if I'm Wronﬁ—but I'm thinking you
surely didn’t mean a person who otherwise is malé all
over, with male DNA and everything, would have fe-
malg”DNA in his breasts. You didn’t mean that, did
your

The big doctor smiled. “No, it’s not a matter of female
DNA. Medically, what matters is diagnosis and freat-
ment. The diagnosis ordinarily arises when a male pa-
tient complains of having female breasts. The treat-
ment ordinarily consists of surgery to turn the female
breasts into male breasts. In principle, it’s the same as
turning a male into a female, or a female into a male, bz
means of surgery and hormone treatment—althoug
it’s a much simpler procedure.”

“So, if a male doesn’t complain about having female
breasts, there’s no diagnosis that he does have them?”

“No, there would still be a potential for such a diag-
nosis if he did have them, but there would be no actual
diagnosis.”

“And without an actual diagnosis, you would have
no medical bagsis for saying that a certain male had fe-
male breasts?”

“That’s correct.”

“You have not diagnosed the defendant as having fe-
male breasts?”

“No, because the defendant has made no complaint
to me that he did have them.”
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Gainsmill grinned, but 1promptly erased the grin. He
knew, what the jury would never know, that the cza-
rina had filed a pretrial motion to compel Ruthie to
submit to a diagnosis of her breasts—but Gainsmill
had successfully opposed the motion, and the czarina
had been orderéd not to mention the matter at trial.

“You have not seen the defendant’s breasts?”
“No, I certainly have not.”

“So, to the best of your knowledge, there is no medi-
%al bat131,§ for saying the defendant does have female
reasts.

“In the absence of a diagnosis, that is correct.”

Gainsmill wondered whether he should try to im-
peach the doctor’s credibility by asking how much
money he made from mutilating men’s lovely fe-
male-looking breasts (although he wouldn’t use those
exact words]—but he decided against it. The doctor had
said everything Gainsmill needed him to say. He re-
membered some sound advice from a famous trial law-
yer he had seen in law school: ask needed questions,
get needed answers, and “then stop. Stop. STOP!!!”

Gainsmill stopped. “No further questions,” he said.

%k 3k 3k %k k

“The People rest, Your Honor,” said the czarina.

“Does the defense have any evidence?” the judge
asked.

“Yes, Your Honor. The defense will call Rutherford B.
Doolittle VI.”

Ruthie, still in her male disguise, arose and went tg
the witness stand. Gainsmill had thoroughly discussed
the question of whether Ruthie should t€stify, with her
and with Oakham. She had no prior convictions that
could be used for impeachment, and Oakham thought
she would make a sympathetic witness in the eyes of
any jurors who weren’t loathers of so-called sherales.
The czarina would undoubtedly try to rip her to shreds
on cross-examination—but that might just backfire,
and blow up in the czarina’s face.

“Sir,” Gainsmill called her with a perfectly straight
face, “Please state your name for the record.
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“Rutherford B. Doolittle VI.”

“Are you a resident of the City of Pacific Heights,
County ‘of Seaview, State of Pacificum?”

“Yes, I am.”
“What is your occupation?”
“I'm a receptionist.”

. Gainsmill did not ask her where she was a reception-
ist. “On Sunday, July 20, 2014, were you in Grand
Stimson Park on the Capitoline Hill in Pacific Heights?”

“Yes, I was.”

Gainsmill swallowed hard. The memory must not be
allowed to give him an erection now, or'to fuddle his
mind. He tried to conjure up Raymond Burr as Perry
Mason, who presumably never got erections during tri-
als. “How were you dressed?” he asked in a bland, fone-
less, totally professional voice.

“Well, | was wearing a ladies’ tube top and shorts.”

“Is that your normal attire when you go for a walk in
the park?”

“Yes, that kind of thing.”

“You are a male, but you are accustomed to wear
women’s clothes in public?

”Yes.”

Gainsmill swallowed again. “Did there come a time,”
he asked, trying to keep his voice perfectly steady,
“when you pulled down the top edge of your tube top,
so as to—er—reveal your bare breasts?”

“Yes.”
“Were you aware that your breasts might be mis-
taken for—for female breasts?”

“Yes, [ was.” Ruthie was blushing, and she too was
having a hard time keeping her voice steady.

“Now, Mr. Doaolittle,” Gainsmill asked, in a tone ap-
Froachmg that of grim _severity, “what was your reason
or doing such a thing?”

“It was just a joke!” Ruthie said. “I just thought it
would be fun. And—well, I saw a nice-looking man

Page - 35



STRAPLESS STRIPPER BY DULCI DAILY

%o?lging at me, and I just thought I'd give him an eye-
ul.

Gainsmill clenched his teeth, but kept his lips
pressed tliglht SO the%I wouldn’t show. No oné must sus-
pect that he himself was that nice-looking man.

“Did you know it was against the law to display the
bare female breast in public?” he asked when he could
bring himself to unclench his teeth.

“Well, of course.”

[3

{ Q”id it occur to you that you might be breaking that
aw?:

“No, of course not! I do know I'm really a male, not a
female. [ was just pretending, just like when I wore the
ladies’ clothes.”

“What was your reaction when you were accused of
breaking the lTaw?”

“Well, I couldn’t believe it. I was totally shocked.”
“Did you utter any protest?”

“Objection, Your Honor!” cried the czarina. “The
question calls for a, self-serving out-of-court statement
which is inadmissible under the hearsay rule, even i
offered by the defendant while testifying.”

Gainsmill was prepared for this. “Your Honor,” he
said, “the defendant’s protest would be admissible as
an excited utterance. The defendant was under the
stress of a very shocking event, that of being accused of
a crime for ené?gmg in conduct he believed 1o be totally
lawful, and there was no opportunity for reflective
tl:tlo%lght ?gch as could haveé preceded a fabricated
statement.

“I'll overrule the objection,” said Judge Cigarro.
“Did you utter any protest?” Gainsmill asked again.

“Yes, I said, ‘But I'm a male! It’s not against the law
for me to show my bare chest!”

“And yet you were arrested anyway?”
“Yes, I was.”
“Thank you, Mr. Doolittle. No further questions.”
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. The czarina argse tg bhegin the planned shred-rip-
ping. “So, Mr. Doolittle,” she said with a vicious empha-

sis on_ “Mr.,” “to you, this was all just a joke. Is that
right?”

“Well, yes, it was.”

- “You saw some nice-looking man, you thought you’d

§1lve him a njce big eyeful of your beautiful breasts, and

en when he predictably 2ot attracted to you, you’d

laugh and say, ‘Ha, ha, the joke’s on you! I'mno female,

I'm a male!’ I's that the idea?” Gainsinill thought of ob-

%ctmg,tbut he couldn’t figure out the right objéection on
e spot.

“Well, not necessarily,” Ruthie said, with some reluc-
tance.

_“Oh, so maybe %ou wouldn’t ,sag the joke was on
him? Maybe you’d be pleased to find you were excitin
him by showing off your lovely bréasts?” Gainsmi
droppéd the ball'again, failing to think of an objection.

“l don’t know,” Ruthie said. Then, daringly, she
added, “Maybe I would.”

. “And you knew no heterosexual male would get ex-
cited from_seeing some other male’s bare flat chest,
didn’t you?”

“I—yes, I suppose I did.”

. “And you knew a heterosexual male would get ex-
c1te(%” from seeing your fine, womanly breasts, didn’t
yous:

“Well, I wasn’t sure.”

The czarina actually snorted out loud. “Have you
ever shown your bare breasts to a male before?” she'de-
manded to know.

. To this, at least, Gainsmill did know the right objec-
tion. “Objection, Your Honor!” he said. “Evidence of the
witness’s prior sexual conduct, if any, is inadmissible.
Sexual conduct, in the context of the charged offense,
would include the display of—of bare breasts that ap-
peared to be female.”

“Sustained,” said the judge.

_“Your Honor!” the czarina protested. “This is admis-
sible to show the defendant’s knowledge that he could
easily arquse a male to sexual excitement by displaying
his bare breasts!”
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“I've sustained the objection,” said the judge.

The czarina was silent for a moment. “You know,”
she then said, “that you are capable of inducing a_het-
erosexual male to bécome sexually aroused, simply by
revealing your bare breasts?”

“Same objection, Your Honor,” Gainsmill said at
once. “This i§ simply the same question as the previous
one, in slightly disguised form.

“Sustained.”

The czarina seemed pissed to the maximum. She did
not give up. “Did that nice-lgoking man whg was look-
1n§ at you,” she inquired, “become sexually aroused
when you showed him your bare, luscious breasts?”

“Objection, Your Honor!” Gainsmill cried, This was
stabbing far too close to home. He had to think of an
objection, even_if there wasn’t a very good one, “The
guestlon is irrelevant,” he said, “to the issue of the de-
endant’s knowledge’ regarding whether his breasts

”

were male or femalé breasts.

“But it’s totally relevant,” the czarina shot back, “to
the issue of whether the defendant’s breasts were male
or female breasts!”

Jud(%e Cigarro frowned. “I’ll gverrule the objection,”
he said after a moment’s thought.

“Did that man,” the czarina asked again, “become
%exuatll%”aroused when you showed him your bare
reasts:

Ruthie was blushing hotly now. “Well, yes, I believe
he did,” she admitted.

“How did he display his sexual arousal?”

“Well, uh—he asked me to go to the Pacificum Gay,
Lesbian, and Bisexual Sex Act Center with him.”

“Thank you. No further questions.”

“If any member of the jury has a question for the wit-
ness,” Judge Cigarro said, “please write the question
Qtntyour notepad and hand it to the bailiff, who will give
it to me.

. Only one of the jurors, a big, totally masculine-look-
ing man, had a question. Gainsmill and the czarina ap-
proached the bench as the judge read the question in
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silence. Then he showed it to them. It read, “Can we see
the defendant’s bare breasts?”

“l say—I mean, the People say yes, Your Honor,” the
czarind said at once. “The jury needs to get a full and
fair idea of what we’re talking about here.”

Gainsmill could think of éz)lenty, of objections to this,
but he wasn’t sure it would be wise to raise them. He
would have protested Vlligoro,usly if the czarina had de-
manded a Ju% view of Ruthie’s breasts, but it was dif-

ferent when the request came from a juror.

2

“Your Honor,” he said, “may I have a minute to con-
sult with the defendant abouf this?”

“Certainly,” said the judge.

. Gainsmill walked back to the defense table. “What,
r1§%ht here in front of everybody?” Ruthie asked when he
told her about the question.

“No, it would have to be in the judge’s chambers.”
“But still, that would be awfully embarrassing!”

“Yes,” Gainsmill agreed, “but we don’t want the 1!ury
to think we've got anything to hide. If I objected, they
could easily think I was trying to cover up—uh—*

“To cover up my breasts?” Ruthie giggled.

“Well,, Pzes. Thety could easily, uh, draw an adverse in-
ference if I objected.”

Ruthie sighed. “Well, all right, Jim,” she said, “if you
say so.”

Gainsmill went back to the bench. “Your Honor,” he
said, “the defendant consents to an in camera jury view
of h—his bare breasts.”

“Very well,” said Judge Cig%arro. Raising his voice, he
said, “the bailiff will escort the jury and the court re-
porter to my chambers. The court will be in recess.”

The judge rose and left the courtroom. Gainsmill, the
czaring, the bailiff, the court reporter, and the jury fol-
lowed_him into_his chambers near the courtoom. “All
right,” Gainsmill said to Ruthie when they had assem-
bled, “just remove all your clothing above the waist and
let them see.”

Ruthie complied, turning her back toward the little
assembly. Then she turned around. Gainsmill tried not
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to look, lest he get another erection, but he didn’t suc-
ceed. Ruthie’s breasts were as lovely, and her nipples
as erect, as when Gainsmill had seen them in the park.
Soon Gainsmill’s penis was fully erect. He felt sure the
other men in the room were gefting erections too.

. “Er—does counsel for either party have an%z ques-
tions for the witness, in view of this résponse to the jury
question?” asked the judge.

“Yes,” said the czarina. “How could you possibly sa%z,
with a’straight face, that you thought it 'was legal o
show off thede beaufies in public?”

_“I thought so because 1 was a male,” Ruthie replied
simply, “and so I believed that, legally, my breasts were

ly,
male %reasts, not female breasts.

The czarina sngrted. Gainsmill said he didn’t have
any questions, and the defense rested. Everyone re-en-
tered the courtroom, and the judge announced that
closing arguments would begin:

%k 3k 3k %k k

There was nothing new in the closing arguments;
they were just a rehash of the opening statements, ex-
cept the czarina was even more vicious. The judge §ave
his final instructions to the jury, and the jurors retired
to deliberate.

Oakham came up to Gainsmill and said, “Jim, that
was terrific! Why don’t we grab a cup of coffee and'a do-
nut while we wait for the jury to come back?”

“Fine with me,” said Gainsmill. “Is it OK if Ruthie co-
mes too?”

“You bet. Let’s go.”

They went out of the courtroom, up to the main floor,
and out of the courthouse. “Jim,” said the Oak, “your
talent is being wasted in motions practice. You’re anat-
ural trial lawyer. I sure as hell didn’t do as well as you
did in my first jury trial. I'm going to recommend to’the
firm that you get some trial experience ASAP. Then, in a
few years, maybe you can take my spot as a partner
when I retire.”

“Hey, that sounds really interesting,” said Gainsmill,

with visions of being a real-life Perry Mason dancing in
his head. They crossed the street, éntered The Decen-
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cies restaurant, and got coffee and donuts. Then
Gainsmill listened to Oakham talking about white-col-
lar defense, drug defense, getting bad boys and girls
from rich familiés out of trouble, and more, while
Ruthie looked on and asked an occasional question.

They had not yet finished their coffee and donuts
when Gainsmill’s’cell phone rang. “Oh, really?” he said.
“OK, we’ll be right over.”

“The jury is back already,” he said to Oakham and
Ruthie.

. “Hey, that didn’t take too long,” said the Oak. “That’s
either'a really good sign, or a really bad sign.”

They walked back fast to the courthouse, descended
to the basement, and entered Misdemeangr Courtroom
4. The czarina was there already. Gainsmill notified the
judge that he was there too.

“Very well,” said the J}lllddge. “Ladies and gentlemen of
the jury, have you reached a verdict?”

“We have,” said the big man who had asked to see
Ruthie’s bare breasts. He evidently had been chosen as
the foreman.

“What is your verdict?”

“We find the defendant, Rutherford B. Doolittle VI,
not guilty of public indecency, a Class 3 misdemeanor.”

Excited talking broke out at once in the packed
courtroom. Ruthie’s_ face displayed a  broad grin.
“Thank you_ so much, Jim!” she exclaimed, primly
shaking his hand.

“My pleasure,” said Gainsmill. The thought of far
greater pleasure to come—to come really soon—was
rolling into him like a rip tide.

“Terrific job, Jim,” said Oakham, %rip&)in his hand
and shaking it hard. “I knew you could do it.”

Harriet Forridan did not shake Gainsmill’s hand. In-
stead she simply said, “Don’t bother trying to get an
plea deals for_your cfients from me from now on. It
won’t happen.”

Gainsmill smiled coolly. “Don’t sorry, [ won’t!” he as-
sured her.

Ruthie stood up and handed Jim a card—the same
business card he had given her when she was arrested
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in the park. On the back she had written, “See you after
work in my apartment—515 Randwick, # 2, just above
the park?

Oh, my God! Jim Gainsmill thought, This is it! She
really wants to! We’re going to do it! His penis rose to
full érection almost at once.

He grinned and_ nodded_ “Yes.” They shook hands
again.  Then Ruthie walked out—quite ?roperl%z,

ainsmill thought. It would never do for an attgrney to
appear to be going to have sex with a former client 1m-
mediately after the attorney-client relationship ended
even if He really was going to. He contented himsel
with watching her big, swaymg% hips, discernible even
through her boring  men’s trousers, disappearing
through the courtroom door.

%k 3k 3k %k k

Gainsmill tried to keep cool and calm as he walked
up the stairs to Ruthie’s second-floor apartment, but
he utterly failed. His hand shook with excitement as he
knocked on the door, Ruthie opened it a crack, smiled,
undid the chain, and let him in.

She was wearing nothing but a short, sheer spa-
hetti-strap negligee. Gainsmill could plainly see that
er pom;ciy nipples were hard already.” Her penis was

concealed between her legs. “Oh, Jim, I'm so glad you
could come,” she told hini.

“So am 1,” he said. He wasted no time. The marriage
proposal could wait. He clasped her waist, drew him
close to him, and_kissed her on the mouth. Almost at
once his hands descended to her big, womanly but-
tocks, Their tongues were penetrating each other’s

mouths as deeply as possible.

. Gainsmill touched her breast. She pressed his hand
tightly against it with her own.

[3

h, my God, Jim, I'm so hot,” Ruthie murmured.
“Let’s go into the bedroom.”

Gainsmill eagerly complied. Ruthie let her penis out
of hiding and entered the bedroom before him. Then
she sat down on the edge of the bed and Bressed her pe-
nis—or her big clitoris—back down into hiding between
her legs. Gainsmill sat next to her, kissed her on the
mouth again, and slipped his hand between her legs to
stroke hér clitoris. She clutched his hand tightly be-
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I'm home! Gainsmill thought, keeping his still-erect,
condom-sheathed, semen-drenched penis fully in-
serted into Ruthie’s vagina. This is where 1 belong—for
life! An almost—forggtten fragment of poetry from some
largely forgettable English class wafted into his mind:
“Home is the hunter™—how did_ it go? “Home is_the
?ﬁll%,lll'},ome from the sea, and the hunter home from

e hill.

“Wow, Ruthie, you’re, the greatest,” Gainsmill
praised her. “I méan it, I'll always love you.” He could

'p 2

wait no longer to ask: “Will you marry me-

_Ruthie took a deep breath and squeezed his penis
with her vagina. “Oh, Jim,” she said, clutching him
tightly, “at a time like this, it’s so terrlblg tempting!
But—I'm afraid [ just don’t think it would be right.”

“What?” Gainsmill could not have heard her cor-
rectlIy and yet he feared he had. “What do you mean—it
wouldn’t be right?”

. Ruthie sighed. “Oh, dear,” she said. “I do love you,
Jim—but I've got to admit [ love my freedom more. If we
were married, | wouldn’t want to ¢cheat on ﬁou or reject
you—but I'd be cheating on you if I did this with an-
other guy, and I’'d be rejecting you if I decided I didn’t
want sexX any more. I'v€ got o be free tg do either of
those things—to do it with another guy if | want, or to
have no sex with anyone for a week, a month, a year, or
more. Do you undetrstand?”

No! Gainsmill’s heart was screaming—but his mind
could not agree. He did understand, and could not pre-
tend to himself that he didn’t. Ruthie was thinking like
Ed Pumphries, except for the hot air abgut “progressive

rinciples”—and except that Ed would never abstain
rom blow jobs for a yéar or more.

1‘;88, um—you don’t believe in marriage?” Gainsmill
asked.

“For people who haye children, or hope to have them,
[ do,” Ruthie responded. “For them, [ think divorce is
the most loathsome thing. My parents were divorced,
and [ know what I'm talking about.”

.Gainsmill listened in silence, trying to keep his dwin-
dl1n§ penis inside Ruthie’s vagina as long as possible.
“But as for me,” she said, “well, I obviously can’t have
babies myself, and I—Ive never been able€ to have an
erection for a woman, only for a man. So I really don’t

see what would be the point of getting married.
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Gainsmill knew what seemed to be the point, or
Pomts, for many same-sex married couples: tax bene-
its and other legal advantages, plus the hope of recog-
nition that their sex relationships were just as good as
traditional marriage. These benefits, he had to admit,
had never tempted him to marriage before, and he
couldn’t uréﬁ them upon Ruthie as good reasons for
marriage either. Still, his heart begged him to believe
there must be some point to marrying this loveliest of
ladies who was really a male.

“But __what about—love, and commitment?”
Gainsmill ventured to ask. What about faithfulness?
his heart begged him to add. Faithfulness to sex part-
ners had, neéver before been one of Jim Gainsmill’s
strong points, but his fantasies of marrying Ruthie had
inspired him to hope for it. “Um—what about faithful-
ness?” he dutifully added.

“Faithfulness to a dear friend,” Ruthie said, “would
be one of the most wonderful things in my life, if only I
could have it.” Gainsmill’s penis, now limp, slipped out
of Ruthie, leaving the used condom half on his penis
and half still inside her rectum—no longer her vagina,
for the magic of the moment had vanishéd. Ruthie was
1st111 clasping him tightly with her hands, arms, and
egs.

“But not marriage,” Gainsmill said. He was still
deeply disappointed, and yet he was not sure he would-
n’t get over his disappointment surprisingly soon. An-
other fragment of poetry from a largely forgotten Eng-
lish class bubbled up from his memory: “He who binds
to himself a joy / Doth the wing? life destroy.” Had he
narrowly escaped from something that would have
turned out to be a disaster? He did not know, but he
could not be sure he had not.

“No, not marriage,” Ruthie confirmed. “But I do hope
you’ll still want to be my friend, Jim.”

Gainsmill sighed deeply. “Yes, I do,” he said. “Faith-
fulness to a dear friend it is, then.” He smiled.
“Um—maybe we could go to the art museum together
sometime.”

“T’'d love to.”

He feared he was treading on thin ice, and yet he had
to ask: “Um—and maybe we’ll both feel like ‘doing this
again sometime, at the same time?”

Ruthie laughed and clutched him even more tightly.
“Oh, I certainly hope so!” she exclaimed.
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Gainsmill thought of asking her if it might be in less
than a year, or even a month, but he figured he’d better
not. There would_ be time enough when it hap-
pened—and it would surely happen, if Jim Gainsmill
got his wish.

%k 3k 3k %k k

“See you sometime soon,” Gainsmill said when they
parted. He caressed Ruthie’s face and kissed her softly
on the lips, with no tongue insertion. Then the door
was shut, and Gainsmill descended to the street.

. The sky was gray, as usual in Pacific Heights—un-
like the rare, brilliant day when Ruthie had first en-
tered Jim Gainsmill’s life."He would keep her in his life
always now, he hoped, even if she decided she didn’t
wanf sex for a year or more. Marriage or no marriage,
11:161 xivould be a faithful friend for her, even if not a faith-
ul lover.

His phone made noijse. The ringtone indicated that a
text message had arrived. It was from Ed Pumphries,
predictably asking, “Hey Jim—interested?”

“Sorry Ed. Not in mood right now.” The words sprang
to mind, and Gainsmill had used them before, but he
wondered if they were really the rlg%ht ones. Would he
ever be in the mood for mutual blow jobs with Ed
Pumphries again?

“Don’t ever change, Jim.” Pumphries’s words re-
turned to haunt him. He had totally defied them. He
had changed greatly; he had fallen in love with a
so-called shemale; "he had_ “aped” the traditional
man-woman sex act with Ruthie. Pumphries would be
totally pissed if he knew, but he didn’t need to
know—or did he?

“Sorry Ed. I've changed. In love with shemale. No
more blow jobs.” The words would be so easy to send,
but would Gainsmill regret them after sending them?

He did not know; he just could not be sure. The
bridge between his old life and his new life was not
quite ready to be burned, although he foresaw that it
might well have to burn someday. If Ruthie was read
to stay away from sex for a year or more, and he himself
was not, he might return to Pumphries after all from
time to time. He did not know; he just could not be
sure.
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“Sorry Ed. Just had sex with shemale. Not in mood
for blow or hand job right now. Maybe some other
time.” Yes, those were the right words. Pumphries
would be pissed about the “shemale” part, but
Gainsmill couldn’t and wouldn’t try to conceal it. He
sighed in sadness, still sorry he was unable to say,
“Sorry Ed. Getting married to shemale, will be faithful.
No more blow or hand jobs.”

Jim Gainsmill sent the message with the right
words. Then he put his phone away and turned toward
home. Yes, he was still single, and he sighed again at
the thought—not for the last time, he was sure. Still, he
hoped and imagined, his new life would be more bliss-
ful than the gld, more full of laughter and loving-kind-
ness—more like the married life he could not have.

##
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A GIRLFRIEND AT LAST

Another day, another dollar, Bill Rabian thought as
1];)16 te?f‘%ered is lonely cubicle—and then another
eatoffl

.He gazed_at the walls of his little cubicle, covered
with more than 100 pictures of nude, small-breasted
beauties. That was one good thing about working in the
male-dominated world of a computer programmer, Bill
thought: no feminist fanatics would be peeved about
the lovely sex gbjects in his imaginary harem. His little
three-inCh cock 'was hard in his pants almost at once
when he looked at them. No on€ would care if it was
hard all day, as long as he kept coding. Glances at the
beauties would keep him going through the long hours
of coding, until at last he escaped and went home for
the highpoint of his lonely day.

. He quickly selected a beauty for tonight’s beatoff ses-
sion. It must be Serena, he thought, one of his very fa-
vorites. All his beauties had names, bestowed by him,
ust_as if they were his real girlfriends, In reality, he

ried not to rtémember, he had never had a girlfriend in
his life. At almost 35 years of age, he had done it with
girls more than 6,000 times in anta%y, but never once
ih reality. No girl had ever even looked at him twice, ex-
cept to verify that he was indeed as short and ugly as he
looked at fitst glance.

He gazed upon Serena and pretended she loved him.
he was a bright-looking, fresh-faced, bespectacled
brown-haired beauty, looRing to be about 25 years old
or so—except for hér tiny breasts, which looked like
those of a girl no more than 11 or 12. Bill couldn’t stand
sickoes who aptua11I37 wanted sex with girls that §lzoung,
but it drove him wild with desire to_see mature ladies
even grannies, whose breasts looked like they were still
at that magical budding stage.

“Oh, God, Serena,” Bill murmured, “do we have to
wait until tonight?” Bill’s brain was roaring with mighty
fantasies of ardent lovemaking with Seréna, and his
cock was already starting to drip. He had to cut this out
tat once, he figuted, or he would ejaculate in his pants

or sure.

He heard a soft sound from somebody behind him, at
the entrance to the cubicle. He stiffened at the thought
that it was probably one of the guys silently laughing at
him for being so “crazed about” imagindry beauties,
knowing he would probably never get areal girlfriend in
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his life. Still, he guessed he should turn around and
see who it was.

He turned away from Serena and looked toward the
opening of the cubicle. His heart, already pounding
hard, took a double leap at what he saw thére. It was a
girl, a real girl, or someone who looked a whole lot like a
girl, though she wore guys’ clothes, The girl—if it was a

irl—was plump, blue-eyed, and bespectacled like

erena, with bréasts like "hers but slightly bigger. The

irl’s hair was like Serena’s hair too, brown and wavy
down_ to her shoulders, Incredibly, the %11*1 was smiling,
just like Serena—smiling straight at Bill.

“Uh, hi,” said the girl—and she sounded like she
wasn’t a_ girl after all; though Bill was powerless  to
shake off the strong impression that she was. Her voice
was soft, but distinctly a male voice. Bill was shocked.
His eyes darted down to the girl’s pants. Sure enough,
they were bulging, and the girl’s clitoris looked bigger
than Bill’s little penis.

“I'm_Dean Ringgold,” said the girl with the male
voice, hefore the speechless Bill could regain his own
voice. “I just graduated from the U and got hired here.
My cubicle’s the next one over. I just thought I'd, uh,

»

say hi.

“Uh, hi,” said Bill. “I'm Bill. Uh, welcome aboard.,”
This gy Dean is gay for sure, Bill was thinking. He did-
n’t want to be atfracted to a gay guy, and yet he could
hardly believe how g1r11sh]13/ attractive Dean was—espe-
cially'when he looked at Dean’s breasts, and he could
halj(%lly rip. his eyes away from them. He knows I'm
of%hng his breasts, Bill thought. I've got to stop, or he’ll
ttmk I'm gay too! So he thought—and yet he couldn’t
stop.

“Thanks!” said Dean. He looked to the cubicle walls.
“Wow, you must be a pretty girl-crazy guy!” he ex-
claimed. “Look at all these pictures!”

“I do look at them,” Bill affirmed. “Pretty often, too.
Yeah, I'm girl-crazy, all right.” He put too much empha-
sis on “I'm.” He wondered if he dared to ask, “What
about you?” The worst that could happen, he guessed,
was that Dean would _say, “Hell, no, I'm gay all the
W“a}y ” or something like that. Then Bill would say,
“Well, 'm not,” and they would go their separate ways,
and that would be the end of that.

He asked. Dean opened his big blue eyes wide, mak-

ing his pink, hairless face look €éven maore like a girl’s
face than it already did, what with his full, deep pink
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ligs and all. Dean could actually pass for a, }i)retty %rl
above the waist if you didn’t logktoo close, Bill thought.
He didn’t look too close, or at least he tried not to.

“Welll” Dean said, giving a sharp, nervous-sounding
lauggl. “Um—yeah, I’'m prétty girl-crazy too, in my own
way!

What’s your own way? Bill almost blurted out, but
stopped himself. Dean looked embarrassed enough al-
ready. He was actually blushing. Not only that, but his
nipples were sticking out, plainly visible through his
tight T-shirt.

Bill stared at Dean’s breasts for way too long. Yes,
Dean had real breasts, chubby little ‘'ones a lot like
those of some of Bill’s nude beauties, and his T-shirt
showed their exact size and shape. He ripped his eyes
away at once, though, when he saw that Dean had
caught him lookln% ill feared he knew the answer to
his question _already: Dean was crazy about being a
girlish gay. Dean, unlike any real girl, was going to
%Va'glt sex with him. Bill wasn’t going to do it—or was

e’

“Uh, how’s that?” The words were out of Bill’s mouth
before 'he could stop them. He had to know, and Dean’s
hot blush tgld him ' how eager Dean was to tell. Bill was
sweating with embarrassment at having been caught
ogling a guy’s breasts, and yet he couldn’t force himself
to keep from looking at them again. Oh my, God, Bill
i[:)hO},lght, it’s just as €xciting as s€eing a real girl with no

ral

“Well, you see,” Dean said. He hesitated. He drew
closer to Bill. Bill could have reached out and touched
Dean’s breasts, if he hadn’t forced himself not to. His
three-inch cock was at least as hard as it ever got from
looking at pictures of nude female beauties.

“Can you keep a secret?” Dean said, in a voice barely
. 3
above a WhlSpCI’.

“Sure I can,” Bill said. His heart and his three-incher
were throbbing hard in unison.

“I'm—I'm crazy about being a girl,” said Dean. “In se-
cret, I call myself Dee Anne.’

“Wow!” Attraction and revulsion were fighting each
other to the death in Bill’s hot heart. He wasn’t gay, and
he didn’t want sex with a gay—but Dean, or Dee ‘Anne,
was such a lovely girl, even if she did have a male voice
and a bulge in her pants!
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“Hey, that’s a cute name—Dee Anne,” Bill said. He
wasn’t gay, but he figured he could play along, and be
friends Wwith Dee Anne. She had confided in him, after
all; he didn’t have the heart to let her down. “And, uh,
you’re a pretty cute girl, too!”

“Oh, do ﬁou really think so?” Dee Anne laughed.
“I'll—uh—TI'll have to let you see me wearing girls’
clothes sometime!”

C“Wow, [ can hardly, wait,” said Bill. “Uh—us
girl-crazy guys need to stick together, you know what I
mean?” He dared to look Dee Anne in the face, and even
to grin at him. After he said the words, he realized she
might think he meant “have gay sex” when he said
“stick together.” He even started to imagine himself
sticking together with her in that sense, though he
tried to forCe himself not to.

. Dee Anne gave Bill a big smile, looking more like a
girl than ever. Bill couldn’ helg casting another light-
ning-fast glance at her pants. They were still bulging,
all right. “*Yeah, I think I know what you mean,” Dee
Anne responded.

%k 3k 3k %k k

. Dee Anne tried hard to be cool and calm as she ar-
rived home from work. She had been thinking about
Bill all day. She had always had a soft spot in hér heart
for wimpy-looking little guys like Bill—and he sure had
a cute grin, although his swarthy, sharp-featured face
wasn’t what mgst girls would call handsome. And when
he told her, “Us’ girl-crazy guys need to stick to-
gether”—could he have 1ma§é1ncd Dee Anne’s response,
vivid fantasies of herself and Bill “sticking together” in
the most literal sense?

This had to stop, Dee Anne insisted_to herself. She
was a good girl, and she would never do such a thing
with a guy unless they were married. She hardly even
knew Bill'yet, and shé didn’t dare hope he might ever
marry her. But still, she had been swept away by fanta-
sies of marrying a good man ever_since she discovered
her secret girlishness at the a%c of 10. She could hard(liy
pretend that fantasies about Bill, in their turn, would-
n’t sweep her away—this very night!

Shedding her everyday identity as Dean, Dee Annge

stripped off her bormdg men’s clothes, crowned herself
with a pure white good-girl headband, and began to put
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on much lovelier cl_othingh.First came a_lacy little bra
and a generous pair of white panties; she slipped her
big clitoris into hiding between her legs before putting
them on. Then came a half-slip and one_of her trea-
sured “heirlooms,” a peasant blouse just like girls used
to wear in the ‘50s. It didnt show her cleavage, of
course, for, ?Qod girls didn’t wear blouses cuf that
low—but still'it delicately suggested that, if she were to
bend over in just the right way, a man m1%ht catch a
limpse of something unusuall loveI%. Her bra was cut
ow enough that, if a man were to see her in it, he would
see a good deal of her cleavage—but of course that
would not happen! Flnallly1 there was a knee-length
flowered skirt, long enough to make it clear that Dee
Anne was a good girl Egrown up, but short enou%h to
give men a fair chance 1o see her plump but pretty legs

Bad thoughts were tormenting Dee Anne, thoughts
of stripping and letting Bill see her nude like the beau-
ties in his Cubicle, but she steadfastly refused to give in
to them. Though she was born in the bad, sexy ‘90s,
Dee Anne loved to play the old-fashioned §ood §1rl from
days long gone by, the ‘50s and early ©0s, when (she
fancied) a good girl could still get réspect from bo¥s,
withouf being constantly bombarded with demands lor
sex. She would let Bill see her, though, she de-
cided—only not nude, nor even bending over to give
him a glimpse of her breasts, She had to let Bill know
she was not like those females on his walls, who got
nude to be seen by every man in the universe.

Dee Anne had a seven-inch tablet, unheard-of in the
old da%s,, but ver?z useful for portraying herself as an
old-fashioned girl. She was going to_take pictures of
herself for Bill, showing her secret girlish self. She was
terribly tempted to take one of herself in the nude, but

she resisted.

She took several pictures of herself. None of them
showed her cleavage, though she was sweating from
the effort of resisting the temptation to show it. Then
she put on a thin pink sweater—not too tight, she
hoped, but at least as tight as a good girl would ever
wear—and took several pictures of herself that showed
off her breasts to good advantage. Finally she took the
plunge, stripped again, and put on her one-piece swim-
suit. It wasn’t quite decent-looking, for Dee Anne’s legs
were short and her waist was long, so the neckline of
the swimsuit was pulled down quite low, revealing far
too much of her cleavage. By now, though, she was too
excited to care. She took picture after picture of herself
showing off her pretty figure—which looked even pret-
tier than it really was, since the cups of the swimsuit
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were tgo big for her and had to be stuffed with hankies
to fill them up.

Her heart pounding hard at the thought of letting
Bill see her secret girl-self, Dee Anne then tried to relax
with a romance nével. It wasn’t a hot one, of course,
but Dee Anne herself was dreadfull g hot and bothered.
iShle (‘irled to cool down, really she did, but she utterly
aile

At last she knew she must seek relief. Good girls
surely d1dn’t do it, but she couldn’t help . herself he
strl]:t))pe agam lay down on her back 1r1

her breasts, keeping her knees up er t}llé
together, and her big chtorls idden beneath them
mouth was open, her s were pumping, her thlghs
were clenching in rapl m, her clitoris was grow-
1r1g ever hotter and harder throbb1n even harder than
er eart At last she thrust one between her
gb s while keeping the other on her reast Gasping
for reath she clutched her forearm w1th her th1ghs
bucked her hips up and down with all her m
pressed her hidden clitoris as far down as it woul o
and rubbed 1t frantically until it gushed. “Oh, yes! Bi
love gou she whisperéd at the ¢climax, while pretend—
ing Bill was thrusting into her and ejaculating.
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“Dee Anne, I love you,” Bill whispered. Dee Anne was
fully female in his fantasy—or so he thought. She %ave
him a bi lovely smrle f]hlSt as she had done in rea 1ty
He was 1ssmg er on the mouth, kissing her nipple
feeling the heat and moisture of her wonian Iy op enmg
between her legs, and rubbing her hard litt e clitoris.
He was almost réady to enter er—but now _he imag-
ined that her c11tor1s was owm% bigger, far bigger
than a girl’s clitoris should be, until it was at least as
long as his own three-inch cock.

He couldn’t back off now. He mounted her dog st
stroking her gigantic clitoris with one hand and er
breastsone b one with the other. At least her tight, hot
vagina was u womanly. Her hips were bucking hard
and Bill was p ungmg her straining hard to kee his
three- 1r1cher 11’181 ¢, but succeeding masterfu %71 oon
they ascended together to orgasm in fantasy, while Bill
alone ejaculated 1r1 reality.

“Oh, God, Dee Anne, you’re sqg_great,” Bill mur-
mured. “You’re the only one for me!”
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Do I really dare? Dee Anne wondered. It had seemed
so easy and so exciting to take the pictures last n%%h,t
but this m,ornm%{she was gripped with fear. What if Bill
not only didn’t like the pictutres, but told hateful bigots
about them? Magnum Supreme was a huge company
and Dee Anne was sure some hateful blgots worked
here. What if bigots beat her up, or worse:

She stared at the walls of Bill’s cubicle, in which Bill
had not yef arrived. What if Bill treated her, or tried to
treat her, like one of these nude beautles—%ood only
for fleeting excitement, nothing more? He wouldn’t suc-
ceed, of course; Dee Anne was a good girl, never to be
degraded like that. But did she Feally want to risk a

amtiul scgne with a sex-crazed little loser, never to be a
rue lovers

She started to turn away, but found herself face to
face with Bill. Her tablet was in her hand. She could
show him the pictures right now, and see how he re-
sponded, at least. Maybe Re would be kind to her, after
all—or even more than kind!

. “Oh, hi, Bill,” she almost gasped. “I was, uh, wonder-
ing if you’d like to see some pictures that show, um,
how girl-crazy 1 am.” She was _getting too close to him,
almost whispering in his ear, fearing he could hear the
pounding of her heart.

“Hey, sure,” Bill said. “Right now?”

[3

, yes. They’re on my tablet.” She showed him the
tablet, although no pictures were visible yet.

“Wow, yeah, let’s see!” Dee Anne took a deep breath,
%rled to let it out silently, and showed him the first pic-
ure.

'77
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_ Bill’s eyes bulged when he saw the pictures of Dean
in zc%lrls’.clothes doing a terrific J[ob of looking like a
retty girl. He forced himself not to look at the real
ean, only at the pictures. When he got to the ones of
Dean in the tight pink sweater and the ones in the
bathing suit, he was sweating, and his three-incher
was engorged.
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Bill felt as if he was choking. Dean, in_the pictures,
looked like an incredibly desirable girl—but in reality
he was a %ay guy, and Bill didn’t want sex with a gay
guy. Still, hé wasn’t going to reject Dean just for show-
ihg him fhe pictures. That would make Bill no better
than all the God-damned girls who rejected or ignored
him J'US'[ because they thought he was a weak little
wimp!

He decided fo play along. Dean was a nice guy, after
all. Maybe at least they could be friends, he thoug[ht,
though he was starting to tremble irrationally at the
thought of being friends with a beautiful, effeminate

gay guy.

“Wow, Dee Anne, these are great,” Bill said. “You
look like a terrifically cute girl!”

“Ooh, thank you so much!” Dee Anne’s smile grew
even bigger and brighter. Bill had to gaze upon her
breasts agaln through her T-shirt, although he knew
she would see him gazing. Sure enou%h, er nlpprles
were erect. Oh, God, she wants me! Bill thought. The
only girl who’s_ever really wanted me, and she’s a gay
guy! What am I going to do?

Bill’s lonely heart could not resist. He wasn’t going to
butt-fuck a 1gay g[uy, no matter what—but at [east he
C(t)lilldtplay along. [t'would be worth it, to get a girlfriend
at last.

“Well, what are we waiting for?” Bill said. “How about

a date—Dee Anner-
“Oh, yes! Thank you so much for asking!”

“What about tonight after work—and after you
change into some of those clothes you were wearing in
the pictures?”

“I"d love to! Would you like to go out for dinner and
dancing at Oldio-Goodig? It’s one of my favorite places,
and not very expensive!”

“Sure thing. See you right after work.”

3 3k 3k K 3k ok 3k

. This is for real, Bill had to force himself to think. This
is really happening. Dee Anne was really getting into
his car, dressed in girls’ clothes. She was wearing a full
knee-length skirt and that tight pink sweater that had
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almost driven Bill wild even when he only saw it in a
picture. Dee Anne was wearing a bra underneath it,
with a liftle bit of padding that made her breasts look
slightly bigger and hid her nipples, but Bill was sure
her nipples were hard inside the bra. She must know
his manhood was hard inside his pants, too, although
she didn’t know it was only three inches long.

“Uh, wow, you look great,” Bill truthfully told Dee
Anne.

“Ooh, thank you!” she responded. “I feel great, too! |
haven’t been on a date with ‘a guy for a long time, and
the ones I have been on were, Uh, not so great.”

“Oh, that’s too bad. Um, what was wrong with
them—if you don’t mind me asking?”

Dee Anne sighed. “All the men wanted was_sex,” she

said, “and I wasn’t going to give it to them. I’'m a good

irl, you know. I've got moral standards, and I'm going
o stick with them.’

Bill stared at her, and had to force himself again to
remember that this was real. Dee Anne wasn’t going to
Push him to have gay sex! Maybe he could actually re-

! 1'and have fun with her, just as if she was a real good
girl!

“Hey, that’s great,” he said. “Not too many girls these
days are like that, I guess—I mean, not that T've really
ot any way of knowing for sure. Girls have never been
_egg,mé. me_for sex—except, you know, in my fanta-
sies.” Bill felt a strange new sénsation of starting to be
ashamed of his fantasies, of wishing Dee Anne didn’t
know about them, even of wishing he didn’t have them.

“I was afraid you were going to try to treaf me like one
of the women ¢On your wall,” Dee Anne admitted. “I'm
really glad you’re not.”

“Hell, no, I'm not!” Bill insisted. “I’'m going to be a
gentleman, for a change, and treat you like a lady!”

3 3k 3k K 3k ok 3k

He did treat her like a lady, although it wasn’t easy
when he felt her ea%erly letting him press her breasts
against his chest. Almost as soon as the§i entered the

dio-Goodio Restaurant and Dance Hdll, Dee Anne
asked him if he liked to dance. “I could give it a try,” he
said. “I did learn a few dance steps once upon a time.”
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“A slow waltz, like this?” she asked him, as the band
began to play one.

“Yeah, I think I could handle that. Just watch your
feet, OK?”

“Fair enough!” Then she was in his arms at once,
making no effort to hold her breasts aloof. Her big butt,
though, she did hold back. Bill wondered if she had an
erection and was trying to keep him from finding out.

_ Helooked to her face, trying to forget about what was
inside her skirt, and what was inside his pants. She
was smiling at him as if she liked him a whole lot., His
heart was thawing to her. If this kept up, he wouldn’t
even care whether she was really a gay guy.

“Hey, this is great,” Bill said. “I've got to hand it to

you, you make a great girl.

“Ooh, thank you!” Dee Anne responded. “I'm so glad
you think so!”

Bill gul;:)ed. Did he dare say more—or did he dare not
say more? Was this his only chance to get a girlfriend, a
beautiful one, who wasn’t shy about letting him know
she liked him a whole lot? If it was, how could he ever
forgive himself if he passed up the chance?

“Yeah,” he said, “and I think you’d make a great girl-
friend, too, if you 'don’t mind my saying so.”

Dee Anne’s eyes shone with delight. “I don’t mind at
alll” she assuréd him., Now her breasts were pressed
even tighter against Bill’s chest.

“Well, then,” he said, “what are we waiting for?” He
raised his face to hers, making it obvious that he
wanted to kiss her. She was ready for him. Her full lips
met his thin ones, and their tongues briefly touched.
She even forgot to hold her butt aloof, and for a mo-
ment his pants touched her skirt, Sure enough, she
had an erection, although she pulled it away at once
when the short kiss endéd.

“Oh, dear!” Dee Anne exclaimed. “That’s quite
enou%{ﬁ of that for now! I really don’t think it would be
ladylike, or gentlemanly, to keép on like this in public!”

How about in private? he wondered. How far would a
good girl go—and how gay would she turn out to be? Of
course he didn’t ask her—but he was going to find out.
He held her tight and they danced on, toward a future
Biil would never have dreamed of yesferday.
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“You don’t_really want a girl like the gnes on your
wall, do you?” Dee’Anne askéed Bill while they were eat-
ing dinner. Urgently she hoped he didn’t, but still she
felt lingering fear that he did.

. “Hell, no,” Bill assured her. “I only want a girl exactly
like you!” Dee Anne’s heart leaped for %0%7. “Those pic-
tures are nothing hut narcotics—just totally legal, to-

tally free narcotics.”

Dee Anne laughed, although she guessed it wasn’t
real(liy funny that Bill had needed narcotics. “Did you
need narcotics because you were lonely?” she asked
him directly.

[3

You guessed it.,” Bill swallowed hard. “Damn
lonely,” he had to admit.

. “Well, I hope you won’t be any more.” Was she fling-
ing herself at him, as a good "girl wouldn’t_do? She
feared she was, and yet now she hardly cared.

His eyes met hers, and did not look away. He seemed
to be affaid of something, and yet struggling to conquer
{1}113 fﬁalr. “,11\{0”, [ sure hop€ not, He said, "and—and [ don’t

ink I will.

. You never will again, if | have anything to sag about
it! Dee Anne’s heart cried out. Of course she didn’t say
it—that would be flinging herself far harder than any
igood girl would ever dg—but she could feel her eyes si-
ently telling Bill exactly how she felt. Soon they would
dance together again, and her whole body—yes, her
whole body—would dare to tell him too.
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»

“Hey, there’s another slow waltz,” Bill spon said,
showing his eagerness. “Shall we go at it again?”

“Oh, yes! This is one of my favorites!”

They argse and came together to dance. This time
Dee Anne did not hold back her butt. Bill could feel her
erection pressing tightly a%amst him, and he knew she
could fee€l his too, despite its small size. He never could
have imagined that it might be this exciting tg feel a gay
guy’s erection—but Dee Anne was far from being just
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any gay guy, and this was far from being just another
dance.

“Let me call you sweetheart, I'm in love with you,” the
old-fashioned crooner in front of the band was singing.
Dee Anne looked Bill straight in the face and gave him
the blg%gst, sweetest smile he had ever seen, even from
her. IS Dee Anne really in love with me—alread%? Bill
wondered. And—could I even be in love with her*

Bill had always ima%ined it would be stupid to fall in
love at first sight, as if love required no more thought
than beating off after gettm%an instant erection from
viewing a picture of a nude beauty. He struggled with
the thought that this wasn’t really at first sight, be-
cause he was getting to know Dee Anne. Still; he fig-
ured he needed to get to know her better.

“Um, I'm glad you’re the kind of girl who wouldn’t,
uh, go all the way with a guy unless you were, you
know, married,” Bill told her truthfully. “I always used
to wish I could get a girlfriend like that—until I'kind of
gave up hope and got on the narcotics.”

“Oh, did you really? I'm so glad!” She really meant it,
Bill could see. “I'm “afraid not too many guys are like
that. You’re,reallg SPCCJal, Billl” Her eyes wete glowmg.
She wasn’t just bullshitting, like too many people di
about being special. She actually admiréd him—an
his heart was in her hands.

Oh, my God, I'm fallin% in love with her fast! Bill felt
alarmed at the thought. I’'m going to ask her to marry
me if this keeps up! And then what? Gay sex? He sure
wasn’t going to butt-fuck her, but then he couldn’t very
well 1ma%1ne her wanting to be butt-fucked. But what if
she wanted him to give her a blow job?

If T loved her, Bill thought slowly and reluctantly, I'd

%robably even give her a blow job, if she wanted one.

ut would she want one? Did he dare ask her that? Or
could he bear not to ask her?

“Wow, Dee Anne,” he ventured to say, “thanks!
You’re mighty special too! Hey, you know, if you don’t
mind me saying so, this soon "and all, I might even
think about” asking you to marry me sometime—I
mean, if we agreed on everything we’d need to agree
on.” He was hét and sweaty. Dee Anne was blushing,
but radiant.

“Oh, I don’t mind at all,” she said, seemingly trying to

make light of it."Tell me what you’d like me to agree
with you about, and I'll see if | can do it!" She laughed.

Page - 59



STRAPLESS STRIPPER BY DULCI DAILY

He had to ask. “Well, uh,” he said, “you know, if we
were married, one thing we’d need to agree on would
be, uh, how we were going to, you know, do it.”

“Yes.” She seemed unable to say more, Her breath
was coming hard, and Bill could actually feel her erec-
tion throbbing through her skirt.

“Well, uh,” Bill said, “if you, could do it with me an
way you wanted, would you mind telling e what you’

want? [ mean, just whisper it in my ears:

. Dee Anne took a dee][:), trembling breath before she
did whisper in his ear. “I'd want to do it like a woman,”
she told him, “with my—my %zqu—know—what hidden be-
tween my le%s, and you pu tln% gours right next to it
between my legs. I've'”dreamed of doing that ever since I
was 10 years old, when I first found out how exciting it
was to pretend to be a girl. I could never have been a
normal boy after I discovered my secret girlish self.”

She looked around, as if to see whether she would be
detected. No one was watchmgl. Most of the couples at
Oldio-Goodio were old themse€lves, and paying atten-
tion mainly to each other. Suddenly she backed away
from Bill and did a deep bend with her hand between
her legs. When she straightened up and resumed danc-
ing with him, her steps were a bif more awkward, but
her erection was hidden between her legs. She pressed
VCIX{ close to him, to let him feel her girlish, suddenly
cockless delta through her skirt and his pants.

“I can’t keep this up for long,” she said, “but I wanted
to let you know. You don’t think I'm too weird for want-
ing to do it that way, do you?”

Bill laughed. “Hell, no!” he exclaimed. “Dee Anne,
you’re great! You're the girl for me!” He was gone. Hé
xlzlvante er. He was actually going to ask her to marry

im.

“You know,” he said, “I really think I’'m going to ask
you to marry me.”

“That would be wonderful,” she whispered in his ear.
“I'm sure we could make it work. Of course, if it ever
didn’t, you know , . . ” She didn’t have to say what they
both knew, that it would be eas%/ to dump their mar-
riage in _the trash and move on. “But I'm sure we could.
I know I’'d do everything I could to make it work.”

“So would I,” Bill assured her, and he really meant it.

No nude beauties, he resolved, would ever again
narcoticize his soul.
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“So, uh, what are we waiting for?” Bill said. “Dee
Anne, will you marry me?”

“Oh,_ Bill, this is so sudden!” she laughed. “But so
lovely!'Yes! Yes, I willl”

Now she didn’t even look around to see if anyone was
watching. She kissed him full on the mouth, this_time
with more than a_ brief touch of the tongue, and she
pressed her delta hard against his little manhood. She
didn’t even ({)ull back when Bill dropped his hands to
her round, delectable, womanly butt.

“Oh, God, that’s enough of that for now!” Bill
roaned, afraid he was going to ejaculate in his pants if
is went on. “Until then!”

“Until soon, I hope! Shall we go to the Big White Cha-
pel in the Road?”

“Whatever you likel How about tomorrow after
work?”

“Yes! Please! I'm ready! I've even got my wedding
gown ready to go—a whit€ one, of course, because I'm a
virgin.

“Of course!” Bill laughed. “How _long have you been
expecting this to happén, anyway?”

“Well, I've had fantasies about getting married for a
long time. In fact, ['ve probably fantasized at least as
much about getting married as you have about, you
know, the girls on your wall!l”

_ “No more fantasies for me,” Bill firmly declared. “This
is the real thing!”

3 3k 3k K 3k ok 3k

It was the real thing indeed, if the state of Bill’s cubi-
cle walls the next morning was any indication. They
were almost bare, with no nude beauties anygvhere in
sight. Bill must have come here quite early, Dee Anne
thought, to get the job done before she arrived.

“Well, that’s an improvement!” she congratulated
llg)l.lnil. “I’'m 'l;lonored to be—uh—the only girl in your cu-
icle now!

“Not as hgonored as you will be,” Bill declared, “when

[ put up a picture of our wedding.”
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“Oh, Billl T can hardly wait!” She looked around to
see if anyone was looking; then she .hu%ged him tight
and kissed him on the mouth, right in the cubicle.

3 3k 3k K 3k ok 3k

.The Big White Chapel in the Road, the well-known
high-speed wedding chapel on Queen’s Bluff, wel-
comed the young lovers that very evening. In recent
years it had toned down and mainstreamed its image;
no longer were the clients and guests greeted by the in-
famous statue of dogs copula ng, bearing th¢ slogan
“Why Don’t We Do It'in the Road?” Still, it Continued to
lead” the way in innovation for the wedding industry
and the very first same-sex marriages in the State of
Pacificum had been performed therée.

Bill and Dee Anne walked together, hand in hand,
through the wide doors below the %01 en script letters
spelling out “Big White Chapel in the Road.” Dee Anne
was wearing a_ white wedding gown, sure enough,
though hardly the most virginal-looking one ever seen.
Her shoulders were bare, and her neckline was cut
deep to show maximum cleavage. Bill figured she must
be wearing a strapless push-up bra. He tried not to get
too excited too soon at the thought that soon he would
be removing it and baring her breasts.

“Hi, welcome to the Big White Chapel in the Road,” a
smart-looking young woman greeted them. “Would you
like traditional, contemporary, or ultra-extreme?”

“Traditional,” Dee Anne said at once.

“OK, we’ll have it arranged by the time you’re ready.”
She pushed some keys on a computer. “Default
Pr@—nup, or custom? Default is you each keep every-
hing you had, plus everything I3170u each earn or buy
with what you earn, and ‘split w

: d “sp] at you both go in on,
according to your contribution.”

“Um, default, I guess,” said Bill.

“OK, here’s the default agreement.” The youn
woman produced three COEICS of a legal agreement.
“You each get one, and we keep one. In case the mar-
riage doesn't work out, we’ve got lawyers right here on
our staff who can help you through the formalities, or
You can choose your own lawyers.” Bill and Dee Anne
ooked at the agreement and Signed it.
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“Now, who’s paying the fees for the marriage license
and the Weddln% Service,” the young woman asked, “or
is it half and half?”

“Half and half,” Dee Anne said, and Bill nodded ap-
proval.

“Credit, debit, cash, or check?”
“Debit,” Bill said, and Dee Anne echoed him.

“OK,. just fill out the registration forms and then
make the payment.” They fifled out simple forms, pro-
guced their debit cards, and conducted the transac-
ion.

“OK, that’s all there is to it. Just go down to the end
of the hall, where you’ll see the list of music selections;
ush the buttonS for the ones you want. Then go
hrough those double doors, and you'’ll see the sanctu-
ary for the traditional wedding ceremony. Stop by this
desk on your way out to get your copies of the matriage
}[1ceglse and certificate, and to get your wedding pho-
0S.

“You can pick the music,” said Bill, who didn’t know
much about music. Dee Anne picked Purcell’s Trumpet
Voluntary for the processional, and Handel’s Water
Music for the recessional. Then they went throuigh the
double doors, and the processional began to play on
cue.

At the end of the aisle beyond the doors, in the other-
wise empty room, stood a man in a blue robe. He waited
for the processional to get done and for Bill and Dee
Anne to get near him; then he began to speak at once.
“DearI%, eloved,” said the man, although he didn’t
know Bill or Dee Anne, “we are gathered today, on this
solemn_occasion, to join two tperso,ns together in mar-
riage.” He looked at & paper to verify thé two persons’
names. “Bill, do you take Dee Ann€ to be your lawful
wedded spouse, to love, honor, and cherish, so long as
your marriage shall endure?”

“l do,” said Bill.

“Dee Anne, do %ou take Bill to be %our lawful wedded
spouse, to_love, honor, and cherish, so long as your
marriage shall endure?”

“l do,” said Dee Anne.

‘I now pronounce you lawfully married spouses. You
may kiss your spouse.
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Bill and Dee Anne kissed, lon% and deeply. Bill’s
hands were on Dee Anne’s butt before the Kiss was
done. Dee Anne’s erection wasn’t hidden between her
legs, and she discreetly rubbed it against Bill when he
pressed her butt. The'man in the robe didn’t seem to
care.

“Go in peace, and may your marriage be filled with
happiness,” said the man in the robe. At once the re-
cessional began to play; Bill figured the man must have
touched it off with a wireless device. Bill and Dee Anne
walked back through the aisle, hand in hand, and
through the double doors.

They quickly got their license and certificate, and sat
for the dp otographer. When they saw the pictures, Bill
ordered a framed 8x10 of the best one, which showed
them looking straight at each other with bl% smiles on
their faces, and gave a pretty fair view of Dee Anne’s
cleavage too. It was a bit pricey, but Bill was too far
gone to care. It took only a few minutes to print their
?mtures; the photographer explained that he was us1,n§

he latest ultra-high-resolution_digital camera, whic
actually rivaled old-fashioned 35-niillimeter film in im-
age quality.

. “This is going u%on my cubicle wall tomorrow morn-
ing,” Bill assured Dee Anne.

“Oh, Bill, I'm so honored!” Dee Anne said. “And
you’re so brave, to put it up without being afraid of
what hateful bigots might say!”

. “Anything for you, m¥ love,” said Bill. “Let bigots boil
in outtrage; our Tove will still endure.”

“Enjoy your marriage,” said the smart-looking young
woman when they were leaving.

“We will,” Bill assured her. “Oh, God, will we ever!”
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“Let’s go to my place,” Dee Anne said as soon as they
left the chapel.

“Great idea,” said Bill, whose slightly slovenly apart-
men‘gb w,(()iuld not have been a good place to welcome his
new bride.

Dee Anne drove, not far, for she had an apartment
on Queen’s Boulevard facing downtown. glance
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around the apartment told Bill he had made the right
choice, for Dee Anne’s apartment was neat, clean, and
femlnlne—lookln%, with pink and floral prints all over.
He had not long to look, though. Dee Anne herself must
hold his attention now.

_He looked at her; he held her face in his hands; he
kissed her deeply on the mouth. While the kiss went
on, he was alreddy pulling the bodice of her weddin

own down, revedling her strapless bra. She claspe

im_tightly, and more t1g%ht}€7 still when he unhooked
her bra and strlgped it off, Almost at once his lips de-
scended to her breasts, kissing first one erect nipple
and then the other, while she gave soft moans of plea-
sure and closely caressed every part of him she could
reach. His hands were on her big, ,womanlly butt, clasp-
ing it tight, pressing her big erection firmly against his
olns.

“Let’s do it in the shower,” Dee Anne begged. “That
was where 1 first dreamed of doing it with a boy, and
}fge,‘gended [ was doing it with a boy, when I was only

. “Wow, I bet you were one of the sexiest 10-year-olds
in the history of the universe!” Bill exclaimed.

“I was awfully sexy, even then,” Dee Anne admitted.
“Actually I wasalmost 11 when I had my first orgasm,
but after that | pretended I was ,domg% it'with a boy al-
most every night—never with a girl. It took me years be-
fore I decided to be a good girl and trz to save myself for
marrigge in my fantasies, although I've never really
done it with a boy or a man before.

“Well, what are we waiting for?” said Bill. “Let’s hit
the shower!”

Bill stripped off all his clothes, and Dee Anne her
%gwn, at top speed. Soon they were nude in the shower,
e water was verg, warm, and Dee Anne was pushmg
her erection into hiding between_ her legs. Bill grippe
her butt and kissed her, making her pump her hips for
E;m loving the feel of her girlish cockless delta against
is loins.

“Oh, Bill, soa? me up quick and come into me!” Dee
Anne pleaded, clutching him hard. “I’'m ready!”

Bill rubbed soap ontgo a wet washcloth, lathering it
up well. Dee Anne tpulled his hand, with the soapy
washcloth, down between her legs. Bill could feel her
hidden erection. He reached way down to rub, it alon
its entire length and to feel the big, hot, beautiful bul
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at the end, making Dee Anne shiver with pleasure and
grip him even harder. Never again would Bill think it
wouldn’t be exciting to touch a gay guy’s cock—at least
if the gay guy was Dee Anne.

“Bill, please! Now! Come into me!” Dee Anne was
gasping for breath. She grabbed his three-inch erection
and pressed it into the hot, tl%ht, wet, spapy opening
between her own erection and her thigh. Then her hips
were bucking hard, but her thighs were clasping Bill’s
little cock even harder. Bill préssed her back against
the shower wall, gr,1t1:>ped her'lovely feminine buttocks,
and plunged her with all his might, He felt Dee Anne’s
orgasm coming on, but not before his own, for the rapid
rhythm of her clenching thighs and her great quaking
buttocks was catapulting him into the mightiest or-
gasm he had ever known, far greater than any 1ma,<f7 -
nary one with any bare-breasted beauty on his walls,
Bill'thrust his coCk as deep into Dee Anne as it _could
g0, again and again, spurting sperm with every thrust,
until he could Sspurt no more. When he knew she too
was starting to spurt, he reached around and down be-
neath her fast-moving buttocks and clasped her back-
\ﬁzar(é—facmg bulb, feeling her semen gushing into his

and.

“Oh, God, Dee Anne!” Bill gasped. “I love gou! You’re
the greatest! I could never have imagined!” He had
stopped spurting at last, but he was still in her, He
would stay in her unti] he could stay no more. He kept
his hand beneath her buttocks to caress her bulb. Her
erection was still big and hard, she was squeezing out
the last of her spurts, and her bulb was getting ever
more %ooey with her semen, protected from the shower
by Bill’s hand.

“No, Bill,” Dee Anne murmured when she could

speak. “I'm not the greatest. You are!”

3 3k 3k K 3k ok 3k

Bill and Dee Anne didn’t arrive at work together next
morning, for she had to change her clothes for work.
When she arrived, she saw that Bill had already put up
the framed wedding picture on his otherwise bare
walls. She hoped Bill would like her new work clothes,
and she was pretty sure he would.

He did. “Wow!” he said. “That’s a big improvement! |

hope nobod¥ §.1VCS. you too hard a time! Good thing the
laws against discrimination here are tough!”
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“I'm glad you like my new professional aftire,” Dee
Anne said with a little lTaugh. She was wearing a tight
pink top with a low engugh neckline to show some
cleavage, made more noticeable by her slightly padded
Bush—up bra. Her skirt was short but not tight, with a

right-colored floral print design. “I figured that, if you
were going to put u% our wedding, picture, I should
make it pretty clear that I was the girl in the picture.”

“Well, you succeeded,” Bill affirmed. Without even
lqokmgharound to see 1f anyone was watching, Bill
kissed her on the mouth and caressed her butt; “Oh,
God, Dee Anne!” Bill murmured in her ear. “You're the
only 'glrl for me! We’re going to live happily ever after for
sure!

##
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HOMO ON THE HOME FRONT

[ had mﬁ dad to thank, though he didn’t know back
then. It all started when I was 12, when a bad_ boy
called me a “queer” at school. I was a good boy then
and pretty naive; I didn’t know what a qUieer was, and |
sure wasi’t going to ask that bad boy. I just told him I
wasn’t one (without knowing what onhe was).

At home I asked my dad, “Hey, Dad, what’s a queer?”

My dad frowned, but answered the question. “A
%ueer, he said, “is a homosexual—a ‘homo’ for short.
hat’s a boy who acts like a girl, wears girls’ clothes
and kisses boys. Where did you hear that word? Af

school?”

“Yeah. A guy was calling another guy one.” I didn’t
think I needed to say the other §uy was me. [ was al-
ready zc%(jttlng an erection at the fascinating thought of
actinig like a_girl and wearing girls’ clothes, Even kiss-
ing baoys, I fancied, might not be so bad if they were

ood, Kind, handsome boys who wanted me to play girl-
riend for them.

“You’ll hear all kinds of foul language at school,
‘[Sﬁmn} ;> my dad said. “A lot of it doesn’t mean any-
ing.

“OK, Dad, thanks for telling me,” 1 said. I quickly
vanished into my room and shut the door. I didn’t haye
any §1rls’ clothes, but I had paper_and pencils, and 1
could draw pictures of myself in girls’ clothes. Before
1on§, in my imagination and m%Plc,tu,res, [ was lookin
just 'like a pretty girl in a tight-fitting dress. Then
stripped off my dress and my slip to reveal myself in my
}oant;es and my t1r1§t71 brassiere. I imagined a boy was
ooking at me, and then kissing me; then he pulled my
pantieS down’ and stripped off my brassiere to see me
naked. I even pretended I had a vulva, which was what
girls had instead of wieners, All the while [ was rubbing
my little wiener raw through my pants.

At last my wiener couldn’t stand it any more. It
started squirming and squirting something wet and
%g,oey into my pants. I didn’t know what it was or why

is was happening; it had never happened to me be-
fore, even in a dream. I was afraid it was a sign of the
sickness, of being a queer, a homosexual. If it was,
though, it was the most exciting sickness I could have
imagined.
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I'm a homo for sure, I was thinking before too long. |
was drawing many more girlish pictures of myself, and
w1sh1n% [ had some real girls’ clothes to wear. I won-
dered 1t any boys at school would want_to kiss me, if
they knew 1 wasS a homosexual. [ wanted to kiss a bo
for real, and even to touch his wiener and let him touc
mine. | was afraid to try to do it, though, because I now
knew boys could get beaten up for be€ing queers.

When I was 14, [ became even more sure that I was a
homaosexual. I still hadn’t kissed a bqgy, but I learned
that homosexuals couldn’t be drafted into the Army.
This was 1940, and the peacetime draft had just
started; nobody knew how long it would stay a peace-
‘]%me draft, since the war was already going full blast in

urope.

“When you %et older, Sammy,” my dad told me, “try

to stay out of the Army, if there’s any possible way.” My

gag[i (kila%in’t stayed out’'in the First World War, and he
ated it.

“You bet, Dad,” I said. “I sure will.” I didn’t_tell him
that being a homosexual would be my way of staying
out. [ was pretty sure Dad wouldn’t like it if I was a ho-
mosexual, even if it did keep me out of the Army.

%k 3k 3k %k k

By the time I was 16 [ was well known as a queer,
even though I’d still never kissed a boy. I looked like
people’s idea of a (}ueer, being short and chubby, with
embarrassingly plump girlish breasts and a girl-
ish-looking face. I didn’t go out with girls, not that any
of them would have wanted to go out with me anyw%y.
Guys sometimes pinched my butt, trying to see if I
wanted to go queer with thém, but [ 'never dared to
show any interest because 1 was afraid I’d get beaten
up. The only time I ever actually got hit for being a
queer, though, was one time in the Spring of my junior
year, a few months after I turned 17.

There was a lonelﬁstretch through a wooded area on
the way home from Rutland Ridge High. One daly1 a blz%
strong guy named Eric Ruggruck followed me throug
there. I'was afraid, but I knew I couldn’t outrun him,
much less outfight him.
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“He¥ kid,” he said to me when we reached the mid-
dle of the woods. “I hear you’re a queer. Is that true?”

[ knew he wouldn’t believe me if I said [ wasn’t, and |
wasn’t going to lie. If he beat me,uip, he would beat me
up regardless. “What’s it to you if I am?” I said.

Before I knew it, he had punched me in the stomach
and I was l%zlrg flat on my_ back, unable to breathe.
“That’s what, God damn it,” he said. “My brother’s in
the Army, and he’s Probabfy going to_get killed—while

ou queers get to stay at home and laugh! I ought to

ick the shit'out of you! You fucking asshole, why don’t
you grow up and be a man?” He spat in my face and
walked away.

I lay there, looking up into the gray sky and trying to
breathe. “God damn'it,” I whispered, echoing Eric. “It’ll
serve you right if you get killed in the war, too—and I'm
sure as hell not going to!”

This was seripus. America was in the war, and there
was no telling when it would end. Americans were actu-
ally getting killed. It was time for all-out queer action, if
[ meant to survive.

[ already knew there was a lot more to being a homo-
sexual than kissing boys, but now | wanted to know as
much as pgssible. T went down to the biggest and most
notorious filth shop on Harbor Avenue, Harhor Nights
Books and Novelties. There I found a book called Those
Homo Moves, which [ was sure must be legally ob-
scene. It had photos of every conceivable homosexual
act, with descriptions of how to perform each act in the
most  effective” way. With my earnm%s from my
part-time job bagging groceries, | bought the book and
some rubbers.

At home, I devoured the book. I just had to try what
the book called the “marriage act,”in which a feminine
homosexual lay on her backK'with her knees up just like
a woman having intercourse with a man, and a mascu-
line homosexual entered her rectum as if it were her
vulva. The book assured me that, with a good pre-lubri-
cated rubber, it could be done almost as easily and
painlessly as heterosexual intercourse.

.1 got naked hugige,d myself, and pretended 1 was
kissing a nice boy. Lying on my back—on the floor, so
my bed wouldn’t’ creak—I put a rubber on my middle
finger and caressed mly butthole as if it weré a girl’s
vulva. Then, gingerly, I started to put my finger in. It
hurt at first, but1 pérsisted, pulling it back a bit, then
pushing it in farther. Before too long it was in as far as
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it could go, and I fancied I was really feeling like a girl
belr%g fucked by a bo%z. [ pumped my hips and thrust
my finger in and out, faster and faster, until [ was ejac-
ulating and my rectum was quivering like a girl’s vulva
In intercourse.

“Oh, God,” I murmured to myself when it was over.
“This is the real thing! I've got to do this for real!”

%k 3k 3k %k k

Doing it for real was easier said than done. Of course
[ couldn’t do it with any glu s at school, or I’d get beaten
up for sure. I had to look like a %\1]171, too, or else it would-
n’t be the real thing. At Harbor Nights { gradually accu-
mulated a feminine wardrobe, complete with a short,
curly blonde wig, panties, falsies, a tight pink sweater
a short skirt, bobby socks, and loafers. It wasn’t until
after I turned 18 in'my senior year, though, in the early
spring of 1944, that I finally struck homo pay dirt.

[ was prowling the book aisles at Harbor Nights one
Saturday night, in full feminine regalia, looking at the
sexiest bogks I could find and hoping a guy would ng-
tice me, when one finally did. Hé was skinny and al-
most as short as I was, and he wore a sailor’s uniform. [
knew they didn’t want homosexuals in the armed
forces because they said it would ruin the men’s mo-
rale—but I couldn’t see that it would do any harm at all
for a sailor on shore leave to get sexy with"a homo.

“Hey, babe,” the sailor said, walking riﬁht up to me.
“I’m,ylookmg for a fast girl. Would you happen to be
oner:

Would I be here looking at sexy books if  wasn’t? I al-
most said it, but I wasn’t sure of my voice. What if this
sailor wanted a real .%1r1, not a homa? I decided 1 had to
try to get him as excited as possible before he found out
[ wasn't a real girl.

“Dges this answer your question?” I murmured in a
soft falsetto voice, hoping 1 sounded convmcmgh,l
turned to face him, pressed. my_ falsies against his
chest, gripped his butt, and kiss€d him on, the mouth,
thrusting my, tongue eeF in, while keeping my own
Putt back so he wouldn’t feel my little three-inch erec-

ion.

. “Wow, does it ever!” he exclaimed. “What are we wait-
ing for?
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We weren’t waiting for anything. Harbor Nights had
private rooms for sex. He paid for a room and we went
in. I struggled to unbutton his pants before he could
get my falsies off and find out my breasts weren’t nearly
as big as they seemed.

“God damn, you’re the fastest girl I've ever seen!” he
cried out in admiration when I had succeeded in get-
ting his pants off and putting a rubber on This
wiener—which wasn’t much bigger than mine, only
about four inches, and as skinny as the rest of him tqo.
That was good, I thought; it would make it easier for
him fo get it into my vulva, which | was pretty sure was
much tighter thana real girl’s vulva.

“Let’s leave our tops on,” I begged, stripping off m3i
skirt and panties. “If’s faster, and_ sexier, that way.”
pulled him down with me onto the cheap mattress,
raised my le%,s, and opened my vulva for him, hoping he
wouldn’trealize too soon that'it was really my rectum.

It hurt more than doing it with my finger, but he suc-
cessfully pressed his wiener into my vulva, and I was
getting “even mare_excited than “when I had fin-
ger-fucked myself. “Wow, you’re tight!” he said. “You’re

really tight, and hot!

I clenched him with my thighs as he plunged me,
slowly at first, then fastér and faster, thrusting his
wienér into my ultra-tight vulva as far as it could go. I
knew he could feel my wiener now, but he was too ex-
cited to care. At last he was thrusting as fast and hard

as he could, and I too was going wild in orgasm.

“Oh, babe!” he moaned, with his wiener still in my
vulva. “You're the greatest!”

&«

“Thope,” I dared to say, “you’re not disappointed that
I'm, you know, a homo, and not a real girl.”

He laughed. “Hell, no!” he said., “That’s perfect! I
knew that from the start! That’s what [ wanted! That
means I'm a homo too! With any luck, if Iyou’ll help me
out, I should be able to get disqualified from combat!”

I felt a cold shock. I started trying to squeeze his
wiener out of my vulva, but I didn’t succeed. “Uh, what
do you mean, help you out?” I asked.

“You know, tell the docs you’re 4 homosexual, and

you did it with me, and I'm one too.

MPI eyes opened wide in horror. I wondered what
would happen if every able-bodied man could get out of
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fighting in the war just by doing it with a hgmosexual.

e would lose the war, that was what. That wasn’t
what I wanted at all. I wanted us to win the war with no
help from me, except what little I could give here on the
home front—not to lose it with the help of a lot of men
VVlh'O, unlike me, were just pretending to be homosexu-
als!

His wiener was out of my vulva now, and it would
stay out forever. “Just because you did it once with
me,” I informed him, “doesn’t mean you’re a homosex-
ual. Me, I'm a real homosexual. | started wanting to do
it with guys when I was only 12. I've been wanting it for
years, ['ve had a reputation as a queer for years. ['ve
even been beaten up for being a queer, You’te nothing
but a pretender. You can fuck me and pretend you’re
fucking a girl, so what! It’s no different to you than
fucﬁ;’mg a real girl! That doesn’t make you a homosex-
ual!

“What the hell are you talking about?” he snarled.
“Are you trying to get me killed, or what? Of course I'm
a God-danmin homosexual! Haven’t you got enough de-
cency to help me out?”

“No,” T told him truthfully.

“Well, I ought to kick the shit out of you,” he said, “I
ought to ri at sexy sweater and those fake tits off of
¥ou, and shove you out in the street for everyone to see!

ou little hypocrite! You think it’s fine and dandy for
you to stay away from the God-damn war, but you
won*t lift a finger to help anyone else get out of it You're
n,othmg% but a piece of shit!” He spat in my face. Then he
{1pped he rubber off his wiener and thréw it in my face
00.

Ilay there in silence while he grabbed his pants and
still nude below the waist, went off to take a shower.
lay there for a long time, until 1 was pretty sure he
would be done with "his shower and out of hére. I tried
not to cry like a girl, but I didn’t succeed.

At long last T dried my eyes, got up, and went to the
shower room, still wearing my wig, my falsies, and my
sweater, but nude below the waist. I had to walk along
the ed%e of the open shower area to get to a locker
where T could stow my clothes. The only person in the
shower room, except for me, was a_big, strong-looking,
white-haired Negro who was lathering up his immense,
erect wiener, at least nine inches long.

The Negro looked at me, and I logked at him. He
grinned at me at once. I tried to smile, but I felt too
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much fear, I knew the Negro was going to want sex with
me, and his wiener sure wasn’t going to fit in my vulva
as the sailor’s wiener had.

1 stri%){ed off my sweater and my falsies, hut kept my

ig on. I’ knew the Negro was staring at me all the while,
but I tried not to look at him. I walked into the shower
area, keeping my eyes down, until I got to the shower-
head right néxt to the one the Negro was under. I lath-
ered up my wiener and vulva, and cleaned them off
well. Then, at last, I looked up at the Negro.

_ “Hi there, sweetie,” he said. “You’re_looking mighty
fine tonight. You know, you look a lot like Shirley Tem-
ple in the movies—except Shirley Temple’s getting al-
most grown up now, but so are you. You ever see the
movies where Shirley Temple dances with Bill Robin-
son, known as Bojarigles?”

“Uh, yes, I've seen them,” I said. When | was youn-
ger, my dad used to take me to every new Shirley Tem-
ple movie that came out. | remembered bits and pieces
of them, including the dances with Bojangles. The
memories that stayed with me longest, though, were
from Young People, the last Shirley Temple movie we
saw. That, 1 would always remember, was the one
where Shirley Temple had breasts. They were very
small, even sialler than mine, but they wére unforget-
table. Since then, [ had often imagined myself as a ho-
mosexual version of Shirley Temple.

I could see what the Negro was thinking: he wanted
to dance with me like Bojangles dancing with Shirley
Temple, except our dance, unlike theirs, would be a
sexual one—a homosexual one. I was getting excited at
the thought; I had an erection again, although I had
only recently ejaculated with the sailor.

Sure enough, he said so. “I was thinking,” he said,
“maybe you _and me could do a little dance too, like
Shirley and Bojangles. Is it OK if I call you Shirley?”

“Uh, sure,” I said. “Should I call you Bojangles, too?”

“You bet! he laughed. "Our dance will be a little dif-
ferent than theirs, though, Shirley. Ill stand behind
you and guide you through the moves."

[ had to think fast. I remembered a section in Those
Homo Maoves where it said, “for those who want rear en-
try, but the manly one is too big tg fit into the womanly
one, here’s the next best thing.” It described how a
womanl}slz, homosexual could squeeze a manly one’s
“cock” (his wiener) between her thighs and rub it with
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her hand, while he stood behind her and rubbed her
breasts.

. That was what I had to do, I knew, and I had to do it
right now. As soon as Bojangles stood behind me, I
reached between my legs f%1*1pped his massive wiener,
and pulled it forward. Then the Negro clasPed my
breasts and we hegan to dance, while he softly sang,
“Me and my shadow, strolling down the avenue . . . .

Pretty soon Bojangles stopped . singing. He was
thrusting hard now, while I was quickly twitching my
butt like Shirley Temple’s little butt when she danced
with the original Bojangles. My little wiener was rub-
bing hard against his big one, faster and faster, and
then we weré moaning together in orgasm.

“Oh, baby,” Bojangles moaned when the orgasm was
over. “Oh, Shirley, sweetie, you’re the greatest! We've
got to do fhis again!”

“Yes, soon,” I agreed.

. “Hey, Shirl,elyl, tell me about yourself,” he murmured
in my ear, with’ his hands still on my breasts and his
wiener still between my legs. “Are yotl still in school?”

“Yes. I'm graduating this spring.”
“Ooh, have to watch out for the draft then?”

“Well, 'm—I'm hoping to get out of it for being a ho-
mosexual.”

“Hey, that’s a mighty fine idea! You know, I’'m way
too old for the draft now, but that’s how I got out of it in
the first war. Nowadays I’'m a music teacher at Crispus
Attucks High, down in the District. Have to keep these
night-time activities pretty discreet, but I'm pretty sure
I'm not the only one. Yol know what they say about
artists and musicians.” He gave my breasts a little
squeeze.

“Uh, yes, [ do,” I said, pressing my hands against his.
“I'm anartist myself.”

True, my art consisted only of homosexual portraits
of myself, but I figured that still counted.

“You sure are,” he agreed, “in more ways than one!”
When we finished showering, Bojangles said, “You
know, if you were to draw some pictures of you and me

together, and show them to the draft board, they’d be
sure to classify you as a homosexual. There’s nothing
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like a sissy little white boy doing it with a big old black
man to make them think that [ittle sissy is a_far-gone
homosexual for sure. You know what I mean?”

“Uh, yes, I think I do,” I said.

“Just make sure, if you draw any obscene ones, you
don’t show them to thé draft board, or they’ll bust your
retty little white ass for possession of obscenity.” He
aughed. “You make some that show you and me with
clothes on, but you in pretty girls’ clothes like what you
were wearing, and show you kissing me, and me putt-
ing my big black hands on your sissy butt, and that
kind of thing—but don’t show too much! That sound
like a good idea to you?”

“Yes, a great ideal” I agreed.

%k 3k 3k %k k

Bojanl\%les and I agreed that we would meet again at
Harbor Nights, as spon as possible after school was out
for the day, three days from now. [ kissed him on the
mouth before we left. The very next day, after school, I
drew the pictures. One showéd me and Bojangles wifth
our arms around each other; 1 was wearing my tight
sweater and my skirt, and he wore nondescript men’s
clothes. Then there was one that showed me kissing
him on the mouth, while his big black hands were grip-
ping my butt and pulling my skirt up, showing my legs
way above the knées.

“Shirley, that’s perfect,” Bojangles told me when I

met him again at Harbor Nights and showed him_ the

ictures. “That draft board won’t have any way to deny
hat you’re a homosexual when they see those!”

He embraced me, clutched my butt, and kissed me
on the mouth. “You know what, though,” he said when
the kiss was over, “there’s just one more thing to make

ou even more of a confirmed homosexual. You know
ow two people can get married in front of a ship’s cap-
tain when there’s no preacher around?”

“Uh, yes.”

“Well, the owner of this store, Captain Jack
McGuckins, is an old ship’s captain, and he’s been
known to perform marriage ceremonies for homosexu-
als, which the preachers won’t do. There’s no mess with
divorce if they don’t stay together, like there is with a
regular marriage, but it’s a fine céremony that makes

Page - 78



RELUCTANT PRESS

your life more beautiful, and there’s no question that
ou’re a real homosexual if you've, ﬁ(l)ne through a certi-
ied private marriage cerenmiony with another homosex-
ual—like me, for example.” Hé looked me in the eyes. I
didn’t look away. My heart was pounding harder than it

had ever done before.

“I'm a real homosexual, all right,” I said. “Let’s do it.”
We kissed again.

Hand in hand, we went to the store office to find Cap-
tain Jack, “Hey, Captain Jack,” Bojangles said, “this
E@tre}’ls ng},yrley, my bride-to-be. How about getting us

itched:

Captain Jack, a short, stout, incredibly red-faced
man wearing a sea captain’s hat, stood up at once. “I'm
always ready to perform the duties of a captain in mat-
rimonial matters,” he said, “for an appropriate fee, of
course. And would your lovely lady like to appear in a
rented bridal gown?”

“I'm sure she would. Shirley, this is all on me. It’s my
pleasure.”

Captain Jack took my measurements and brought
out a sleeveless, strapless white bridal gown, together
with a low-cut, padded strapless brassiere. I stépped
into a dressing room and put them on. They fit me per-
fectly and made my breasts look big.

“All right, then,” said Captain Jack. “Do ,¥ou,
Bojangles, take Shirley to be your lawful wedded wite?”

“I do,” Bojangles loudly proclaimed.

“Do you, Shirley, take Bojangles to be your lawful
wedded husband?

“l do,” 1 said more softly.

“l now pronounce %zou man and wife,” said Captain
Jack. “You may kiss the bride.”

Bo'ang%es embraced me and kissed me deeply on the
mouth while clutching my butt. My tongue darted into
his mouth a%am and again. Sure er,loug , I was wear-
ing girls’ clothes and kissing a man, justas my dad had
said homosexuals did.

“And now you may enter the bridal suite,” Captain

Jack told us. He led"us down a dimly lighted hallway
and opened the door of a little room, containing noth-
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ing but a big bed that left little space for people to walk
around it.

“Shirley, m317 love,” Bojangles said, “this is what I've
dreamed “of all my’ life. Rap1d1?z he strl}?lped off ,mlz
bridal gown, and stripped himself nude. I ' had to thin
fast and remember what to do from reading Those
Homo Moves, I figured it had to be what the book called
the “modified marriage act,” for those who couldn’t do
the unmodified marriage act because the manly man’s
cock was too big.

[ lay down on my back on the bed, raised my knees,
and welcomed him. Instead of letting him put his gi-
gantic wiener in my t1n§t71vulva, which would never have
worked, I shgped my hand in between our tummies
and pressed his wienier against me. Then I bucked my
hipsjust like a woman receiving a man, while he gave
me mighty thrusts just like a man plunging into a
woman, until my hand was covered with his hot gush
and my little wiéner was gushing right next to his big
one.

“Oh, baby, honey, Shirley, my love, you’re the great-
est,” Bojangles murmured.

I could not speak. I was tryinglto envision my future
as a homosexual. I did not think'T could tell myparents
[ was married to a Negro man more than twice my agle'
they would never understand. At least, though, I"could
let tThem see me wearing %{13, clothes. That would be
enough to let them know. Then they, tog, could help me
convince the draft board: “Yes, I'm a'real homosexual!”

%k 3k 3k %k k

My parents were eating dinner when I got home. I
was wearing my wig and my regular girls’ clothes, with
the tight sweater, falsies, skirt, loafers, and all. T tried
to be as nonchalant as possible, as if it were perfectly
normal for me to dress this way in my parents’ pres-
ence. Myddad just stared when he saw me, but my mom
screamed.

“Sam, why are you—what’s the meaning of this?” my
dad sternly demanded to know.

“The meaning,” I said, my heart pounding wildly, “is
that I'm a homosexual.”

My mom screamed again. “No! Anything but that!”
she cried out. She fled from the dining room. Soon I
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heard  the unmistakable sound of Mom retching into
the toilet.

My dad still stared in silence. At last he asked me,
“Sam, is this because of the draft?”

“Well, um, yeah, kind of,” I admitted. I hesitated, but
decided’I had to tell all. “But I really am a homosexual.
['ve—gone all the way with men.”

Dad frowned. He stayed silent for quite a while.
Then, at last, he said something I never would have ex-
pected to hear from him. “You know, Sam,” he said,

I've never told your mother this—but I was a homosex-
ual too, in my younger years. | wore women’s clothes
and—I went all'the way with men. I never used it to gef
out of the draft, because [ was afraid I'd be hranded as
a homosexual for life—but I know how it is.”

It was my turn to stare in silence. “But I outgrew it,”
Dad assureéd me. “There’s no reasgn why you can’t out-
grow it too—alfter the war is over.”

[ didn’t think [ was Igoing to outgrow it, but I didn’t
tell Dad that. After all; [ couldn’t say 1 was perfectly
sure [ wouldn’t outgrow it.

“Tll tell your mother it’s just because of the draft,”
Dad said. “She _still won’t_like it, but at least she’ll un-
derstand. She’ll hope you’ll get over it after the war.” He
sighed. “You know, it would break your mother’s heart
if she thought she was never going to have ang 1grand—
children. Don’t tell her she’ll never have any, 2”7

“Uh—OK, Dad, I won't.”
“Good.” He shook my hand. “Uh—have you given

'p 2

yourself a girl’s name:
“Um, yeah. It’s Shirley.”

“All right,” he said, speaking softlg to be sure Mom
wouldn’t hear. “Just between you and me, we'll call you
Shirley, for as long as you like. But try to keep from
making it too hard on your mom, all right? Don’t rub it
in. This is going to be hard enough for her as it is.”

“OK, Dad,” I said. “I'll try to make it easy for her, if I
can.

. “Good. Now, maybe you should go to your hedroom
right away and change'into your PJ$. Yoll won’t wear a
girl’s nighitie or anything in front of her, will you?”

“Uh, no, not in front of her.”
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“OK—“Shirley.” My dad started to smile, but quickly
turned his face away. “Good girl,” he said, while not
looking at me.

“Thanks, Dad,” I said, my eyes wide in wonder. I
started to turn toward my room, but I turned back. I
had to tell him: “Thanks for everything.”

##
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YOUNG GOODWIFE GREENE

“Hast thou ever played the woman?”

Those words! Those words that fixed my doom on
earth! Was I predestined to hear them—and™to respond
to them as I did?

From an early age it seemed to me that [ was indeed
predestined to” play the woman, though my father
would not have said so, Tailors were often suspected of
heresy in New England, and my father richly deserved
the suspicion, for he denied predestination. Only in
strictest confidence, to be sure, did he say so to those of
his own mind, for heresy meant certain death to the
unrepentant. He did not speak of his heresy even to my
mother, for she did believe in predestination, and she
wogl(li, l'ilave been sore troubled had she known of his
unbelief.

In me, though, he did confide, as soon as he could be
quite sure of my loyalty. My father and maother were
both dear to me, and I would never betray their confi-
dence.  was of a'serious mind, eager to know the truth
and 1 listened to them both speak of the Almighty and
of predestination. My father thought it blaspheiny to
charge the Almighty with making men unfree to deter-
mine their eternal destiny; my mother spoke of His un-
fathomable will, without which nothing could be.

At last I found what 1 thought to be true, though it
would have seemed strange and unheard-of to both my
mother and my father. Like my father, I could not
charge the Almlgh‘([iy with dooming men and women _to
sin and be damned; like my mother, [ must recognize
the Almighty as the source of all blessings, even of all
our good deeds, Must it not be true, then, that the Al-
mighty Predestm,ed all that was good, but naught that
was sinful and vile?

But what of my womanliness, my secret womanli-
ness, that %rlppe me so strongly and tendcrl¥ from an
early age? Tono one at home could [ admit it, for my fa-
ther would have thought it sin as surel%as my mother,
Sometimes I myself feared it might be sin, when I
¥earned so deeply to play the woman for a man, for any

rustworthy man, and unite with him in the flesh—and
yet it seemed so good and right to me that I could not
acknowledge it as sin. [ knew only that, if my womanli-
ness were sin, it was not predestined; buf if predes-
tined, it was not sin.
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By the time [ was nineteen years of age I was well
skilled in the tailor’s trade, miaking both men’s and
women’s clothing. No one need know, I thought, that I
had made women’s clothing for myself. I was loath to
leave my family, but I knew I must not grieve them b
playing the woinan in thejir sight. I told them [ would se€t
out for the town of Providence (where heresy and sin
were said to be rampant, though'l did not say'so), to_ try
to make my fortuné. They were sad to see me go, but
they wished me God’s speed, and prayed [ would return
home safely.

Was it predestined, then, that I should stop in the
town of Tauntsbury for the night on my way to Provi-
dence? Had the Almighty a hand in bringing me to the
little inn where I met my destiny?

As soon as I entered the inn, the young innkeeper set
ctyes on me, and he did not take thém away. [ wondered
if he could somehow see my womanlin€ss; I fancied
perhaps he could. Though I wore men’s clothing, I had
women’s attire in my traveling bahg; even without it, I
looked as much like a woman as I dared. My blond hair
was as long as ever seen on any man; my blue eyes, I
fancied, had a soft and tender look, shining with prom-
ise of womanly delight. My slender form swayed with

leasure in the young man’s gaze, and at once [ began
o wonder if I could tfust him with my secret.

“Good evening, goodman,” he said, though he looked
as if he thought that “eoodman” was not thé right word.
“l am Goodman Reed. Thou art right welcome in my lit-
tle inn, and I have every hope that thou wilt be satisfied
with your sojourn here.”

“l am glad.” I felt my flesh rising. In his eyes, brown
and burning, [ seemeéd to see his flesh rising too. I
hoped he was trustworthy, I felt myself fully ready to
play the woman for a man. IfI felt he€ could bé trustéd, I
might even lie with him this very night.

“I will help thee to th
“Shall I know thy names

“l am Elijah Greene.” I did not yet tell him my secret
name, “Eliza.”

room,” said Goodman Reed.

£

“A warm welcome to thee, Goodman Greene! A warm
welcome indeed!
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We entered the little room where 1 was to stay. My
heart was racing at the thought that he ml%ht see my
women’s dress. 1 thought 1 might even make sure he
did see it—but he forestalled me, Softl}tz but unmistak-
ably, he said the fateful words: “Hast thou ever played
the woman?”

Mine eyes were as wide as ever they had been, when
young Goodman Reed first said thos€ words to me. M
soul and body trembled as one in fear, and yet in secret
delight. 1 was a faithful Christian tq all %pc?earances,
and Iyet [ knew full well I had not the fear of God to keep
ﬁqe drom playing the woman, the wife, for Goodman

eed.

.“O what have I done,” 1 coyly beﬁged him_to tell me
with my heart in my mouth, “that thou shouldst think 1
might éver have p,la?zed the woman—or mgght someday
play the woman, if I never have?” My hidden member,
overcome with fiery heat, was very far from playing the
woman now—but my heart was not.

“I seem, I ween, to see thy womanliness in thine eyes,
and in thy lips,” said Goodman Reed, with his dark
eyes fixed upon me and holding me fast. “The Almighty
hath %Nen me the gift of prophéecy about such things as
this. T see that thou wilt look upon me with kindness,
and with tender love. Thy heart will seem to me as
warm, and thine eyes as welcoming, as those of an
woman in my dreams. Thy face is a woman’s face, soft
and smooth, with full red lips quite unbecoming in a
man. And thy touch—thy tender, loving touch—will be
as womanly a touch, I wéen, as ever man has given to a
man.

[ sighed, knowing how womanly my sigh would seem
to him. [ was fully carried away with desire, heedless_ of
what might befall. “Yea, 1 have played the woman,” 1
whispered in his ear, “though neveryet the wife. I have
worn women'’s dress, and [ cannot think it to_be tru,l%z
damnable abomination as we have been taught. I will
play the wife for thee, if thou wilt have me—though it be
death for both of us, if ever our secret be known to the
prying eyes of men. So womanly is my heart in-
deed—and so great, sg everlasting, will be" my love for
thee.” The gift of prophecy was arising in meé as well.
}[)i/lhel‘gher it be true propheécy or false, I did not stop to

ink.

“And mine for thee.” Young Goodman Reed_ em-

braced me, and his lips met mine. M%z heart was aflame
with desire for full union with him, that very night.
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“Hast thou thy woman’s dress?” he begged to know.

4

“l have.” Without a further word, I opened m’ly ba
and retrieved it all, down to the undergarments. Then
shamelessly stripped off my men’s attire in the sight of
Goodman Reed, giving him _a brief glimpse of m%,o,ng,
hard, burning member before I slipped. it into hidin
between my thighs in true womanly style. If it be true
that clothes make the woman, I was then transformed
into a woman in the goodman’s sight.

“Thou art all beautiful, my sister, mcy] spouse,” he
uoted from the Scriptures, “no longer Goodman, hut
oodwife Greene. Thy two breasts shall be to mé like

two gazelles, as in thé sacred Book.”

“Thou_hast a little sister, and she has no breasts,” |
admitted. It was my one defect in womanliness. “But
she has the heart of a woman, great enough to give thee
%11 th(;f fullness of joy that a husband can receive from

is wife.

“Thou shalt then be my wife this very night, youn%
Goodwife Greene,” said Gobodman Reed, ¥in the s dght 0

God and all the heavenly court, though the dim, defiled
eyes of man shall not s€e.” He embraced me again and
Kissed me full on the mouth. This kiss was longer, and
his tongue ventured deep within. By the time it énded, I
hardly cared to think whether our newfound_love be
truly pure and holy in the sight of God, or whether it be
damnable sin.

LI will lock up the inn for the night,” he said. “Then I
will quickly return, and we shall consummate our mar-
riage.

3 3k 3k K 3k ok 3k

He did return quickly, and we wasted little time be-
fore the consummation. “Young, loveaz] Goodwife
Greene!” he cried when he returned. “What is thy
woman’s name?”

“It is Eliza,” I told him.

_“Loveliest of names! So like Elijah, and yet so utterly
distinct! Oh, yes, my Eliza, my dearest, my wife, love of
my lifel” With all his manly ardor he enfolded me in his
arms and kissed me deeply, strongly, sweetly.

Soon [ was on the bed, letting him know my naked-
ness, with my member hidden between my legs as be-
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fitted a goodman playing the woman. Then our legs
were entwined, his stout member pressed between my
long, slender one and my thigh. I fancied him going in
unto me and knowing me fully as a wife. His thrusts
were like unto the thrusts of a bull, his grip upon me
like unto _the grlg,of a lion. His issue came upon me
with full force, while mine own issue secretly betrayed
my manhood beneath his thigh.

“Oh, my love,” he groaned most deeply. “Thou hast
most fully known my manhood, and I thy womanhood!
Has not this been predestined since before the begin-
ning of time? If this be sin, shall God Himself, who hath
predestined it, be charged with sin?”

“If this be not sin,” I groped for t,houg,lslts, “shall God
be charged with lying, by saying it is sin? Or shall mere
men be chal(*ig)ed with usurping the right to speak in the
name of God?”

“l know not,” he admitted. “I know only that, if this
be sin, then I am predestined to sin—and’if this be not
laid to God’s charge, to whose charge can it be laid?”

“I know not,” I said in my turn. I was silent. I feared it
was blasphemous to lay sin to God’s charge—and yet,
here in New England under the godly rule of the elect;
mﬁght 1;[ not be deemed blasphemy to deny this blas-
phemy-

3 3k 3k K 3k ok 3k

_“Shalt thou indeed leave me so soon, my beloved, my
wife?” Goodman Reed asked me next morning as I pre-
pared to depart according to plan.

“I have thought to go to Providence, to make my for-
tune,” I said.

“But may not thz Providence be here, more surely
%haé’l n the town that bears that name? What is thy
rade’

“l am a tailor.”

“Why, this is Providence indeed! We have need of a
tailor, Here, since the death of old Goodman Warrick left
us without one! Eliza, my love, wilt not thou stay and

'p 2

supply our need:
[ needed little coaxing. “I will,” I said, “and gladly.”
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[ set up my shop as a tailor in old Goodman
Warrick’s place, and soon I had business in plenty. By
day, to all appearance, I was a man skilled in the tai-
lor’s art; by night, I was transformed again and again
into_the loving wife of Goodman Reed. Was it not in-
dee%, [ vypondered, no less than Providence that had led
me here?

3 3k 3k K 3k ok 3k

Had mine own heart governed the world, I would
have kept up my life in the same way for years to
come—but prying eyes and wagging tongues soon_ togk
deadly aim at’our love. Why, the gossips wondered, did

oung Goodman Greene, who had no wife, still stay at
he inn of Goodman Reed, who had none either? Too
S?OSn’d not'gar behind my back, the hissing started: “Sin
of Sodom!

“Wilt not thou fly with me to Providence?” 1 begged
Goodman Reed one evening. “There we are not known,
and heresy is said to be rampant. Might not we live
there in peace, far from the constant whispering of the
sin of Sodom?”

“That I cannot, my love,” my secret husband said.
“This was my father’s inn, and I could hardly sell it,
even if there were a buyer. I could not go to Providence,
where | am not known, and start m}si,h € anew. But thou
canst live apart, and so still the whispering tongues.”

“But what of our—our married life?” 1 protested.
“Thou wouldst have need to come to my house, or I to
return to the inn; then eyes would see, and tongues
would wag, as ill as they do now!”

2

“M%z love, it is the only way.” Was Goodman Reed,

even then, plotting his separation from me, and my de-

struction? Were his protestations of love, in truth,

naught but a cloak for lust and sin? I knew not. [ knew

only that I must do Goodman Reed’s bidding, as a good

%v,l(g%would be submissive to her husband and do his
idding.

3 3k 3k K 3k ok 3k

. Goodman Reed’s inn, I thought, was secure against
invaders—but my_path to and from the inn was not,
when I had movéd into the little home behind my tai-
lor’s shop. Men and women spied and saw how often I
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made my way to and from the inn_for our brief trysts of
wedded “bliss, as 1 still thought it then. The worst of
them, Jack Ragsdale—a stout young goodman in
name, badman in truth—seemed fo have no better oc-
cupation for his evenings than to walk behind me hiss-
ing, “Young Goodwife Greene, | know thy sin, the sin of
tSod('),gn! Thou durst not deny it, for thou knowest it is
rue!

“Thou dost me grave wroné,l”, [ protested, “to accuse
me of sin, when naught but thine own depraved mind
hath created the appéearance of sin.”

He glared at me with malice unconcealed. “I shall
have proof!” he proclaimed. “Thou canst not conceal
thy tgl'l”ﬂt from the Almighty, nor from His faithful ser-
vants!

Better occupation than this had he none, but a
worse one he soon found. I knew not how he concealed
himself from the eyes of Goodman Reed to enter in, but
so he did. One evening just after our marital union was
complete, when we were lyln%lnaked together, Good-
man Ragsdale burst out “of hiding and proclaimed,
“Your sin is known, and you are in my power! I have
caught you in the act—and here is proof!” He snatched
up my woman'’s dress and started to flee with it. Good-
man Reed leaBt up and tried to fight, but he was weak-
ened from the issue of his seed, and Goodman
Ragsdale stunned him with a single blow of his fist.

hen he was gone, holding my woman’s dress, and we
were in terror—or at least [ was in terror.

“We must flyl” I cried. “We must fly to Providence this
very night, for it is death to us to rémain here!”

“Nay, my goodwife, we cannot fly,” he flatly said. “We
must sfay hére and ride out the storm.” Was he think-
ing, even then, of saving himself by damning me? I
knew not. I knew only that, if I were'to fly, [ must tear
myself away from Goodman Reed—and that I could not
beéar to do, at least not yet.

3 3k 3k K 3k ok 3k

The full extent of his malice Goodman Ragsdale
made known to me next day, in the tailor’s shop, when
none but we were present. “Lie with me, Goodwife
Greene,” he whispered, “or it will go ill with thee! If thou
do not, thy secret will be kngwn—and thou knowest
well it would be death to theel!”
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My horror was unbounded. I saw that Goodman
Ragsdale was no sincere hater of sin, but a loathsome
hypocrite and scoundrel to the core. “I will not lie with
thee, though it be death to me,” I cried. “And it will be
no death to me, but to thee! Thou it is who seekest to lie
with a man as with a woman!”

“Nay, thou it is who liest, and with a man! Durst
thou deny that this woman’s dress is thine own”—he
held it up before mine eyes—"and that thou hast played
the woman with Goodiman Reed, as I have seen with
mine own eyes?"

[ was silent. I dared not deny the truth, and yet I
dared not affirm it.

“Thy silence proclaims the truth!” he cried. “Think
not to deny it! Nay, I will drag thee to the constable, and
we will go'to Goodman Reed and have the truth!”

He did drag me, for he was stronger than 1. “Consta-
ble Gardner!” he cried at the door of the constable’s
house. “The sin of Sodom has been committed by
Goodman Reed and Goodman Greene—who wears this
woman’s dress, to play the wife, for secret trysts in
Goodman Reed’s house! I have caught them in the act,
and seen it with mine own eyes!” He showed my dress
to the tall, lean, sharp-eyed ctonstable.

“The sin of Sodom cannqt be endured, lest we suffer
destruction as did Sodom,” the constable declared. “It
is as I feared. I have received information concernin
these secret trysts. We will go to Goodman Reed an

have the truth.”

The constable and Goodman Ragsdale grasBed my
arms and dragged me to Goodman Keed’s inn. “Open in
the name of the law!” the constable shouted, pounding
on the door. Goodman Reed did open, his eyes wide
with incomprehension at first, and then with terror.

“Thy sin is known! Goodwife Greene hath bhetrayed
thee to the constable!” Goodman Ragsdale cried with
glee, knowing full well it was a lie.

Goodman Reed’s eyes darted hither and yon like
sparks escaping from a fire. Did not he know, of my
faithful heart, a heart that would never betraﬁz him? He
must have known—and yet, I found to my horror, he
had not the courage to stand with me and declare the
lie a lie. “Goodman Greene,” he said instead, “is a
witch, and hath bewitched me! I repent in dust and
ashes! Show mercy to me, [ beg thee—and let the wrath
of God fall upon the witch alone!”
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After that, I had hardly the will to live longer on
earth. Only my love of truth kept me going forward.
When the magistrates, Goodman Brainfree and Good-
man Goodman, came fo try to make me confess, I tried
to stand in the’truth, no matter what might befall.

“Goodman Greene, we_ have received information
that thou hast sinned,” said Goodman Braintree. “Wilt
thou confess thy sin, and repent in dust and ashes?”

“All men have sinned, and come short of the glory of
God,” I quoted Scripture.

The tall, lean Goodman Braintree drew_ himself u
and tried to %IVC a look like the look of God from the Ign -
lar of fire that cast the Egyptians into a Eanlc at the Red
Sea. “True,” he said, “but not all men have committed
the sins of sodomy and witchcraft! Come now, say what
thou hast done, and mercy will be shown thee.”

“l have sinned with Goodman Reed,” I admitted, “but
I have not bewitched him. He it was who first beseéched
me to play the woman with him. I know nothing of
witchcraft.”

“Why, if thou knowest nothing of witchcraft,” said
the short, stout Goodman Goodman, “how canst thou
know what it is, that thou mayest know thou hast not
committed it? See, here we have caught you in a plain

1' ”

iel

”

. “Nay, it is no lie,” I protested. “I know that witchcraft
is comimerce with 8atan, but I know nothing of it by ex-
perience.”

“Another plain lie!” retorted Goodman Goodman.
“Why, thou hast admitted thy sin of sodomy! All sin is
commerce with Satan! How canst thou” say thou
knowest nothing of it by experience?”

Even Goodman Braintree, I weened, was put off by
the depth of Goodman Gogdman’s illogic. “See here,”
he said to me, “let us speak of the sin thou hast con-
fessed, the sin of sopdomy. Goodman Reed, thou sayest,
did first propose this sin to_thee, beseeching thee to
?lay the woman. And how did he induce thee? Wast

hou reluctant to play the woman for him?
“No,” I admitted, saying no more than the truth.
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“Did_he excite thee, within the secret depths of thy
being, by the very suggestion that thou shouldst play
the woman for him?”

“Yes,” | admitted. I hardly dared imagine that Good-
man Braintree himself might be excited, within the se-
cret depths of his own being, by the same suggestion.

“And were not those_secret depths of thy being cre-
ated by Almighty God?”

[ stared at him. “Yes,” I had to acknowledge.

“Then dost thou confess that it is Almighty God Him-
self who hath predestined and foreordained thy sin for
all eternity?”

Now it was my turn to stare. He was tgying fo make
me confess to heresy, or else to charge Almighty God
with sin. “I do not,” T said, though I feared it would
mean my death. “If predestined, it would not have been
sin; if sin, it was not predestined.”

“Why, this is plain_and obstinate heresy!” cried
Goodman Goodman. “None but a witch, or one be-
witched, could say so!”

“We have heard enouygh,” said Goodman Braintree
not saying from whom he had heard enough. “We will
bring this matter before the grand jury.”

That they did. The grand f]ury returned an indict-
ment_for sodomy, witChcraft, and heresy. Soon the
sheriff summoned me to my trial.

“Gentlemen of the 'ugy ” said the white-haired J ud%e
Rackwright, who looked like the Ancient of Days witR-
out the beard, “I must charge you to attend most care-
fully to the evidence in this case, and to the charges,
which are of extreme gravity. This man, Elijah Greene,
is charged with three of the foulest crimées ever con-
ceived by the mind of sinful man: sodomy, witchcraft,
and heresy. If true, these charges mean that Goodman
Greene has lain with a man in the manner of a woman;
that he has had commerce with Satan, and used the
power of Satan to abuse, afflict, and mislead a man;
and that he has obstinately denied the truth revealed
by Almighty God. Your duty is to determine whether
these charges are true.”

~ The Crown’s Attorney, Goodman Farrick, called the
first witness, Goodman Ragsdale. He strutted like a
cock as he came before the jury and took the oath. With
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little prompting from Goodman Farrick, he began to tell
his tale.

“Ever since Goodman Greene came to Tauntsbury, a
stran%le,r among us,” he said, “I have held him in suSpi-
cion. His trade of a'tailor was against him; before long I
learned that his destination had been Providence, that
hot-bed of heresy and sin. Yet he, who had nqg wife,
stayed here instead, at the inn of Goodman Reed, who
also had no wife. Was not all this enough to raise suspi-
cion in any honest man?”

4

_ “Goodman,” said Goodman Farrick without answer-
ing, “\Agpk,;at didst thou to confirm or disconfirm thy sus-
picion?

“Only by bringir(lig to li§ht what was hidden in dark-
ness, [ knew,” said” Goodman Ragsdale, “could I con-
firm it. I entered the bedchamber of Goodman Reed and
secreted myself out of sight. That night I heard the
sounds of  sodomy: protessions of sinful love ex-
changed, with mgans and groans of passion, growing
ever Iduder until the unmistakable moment of ethission
of seed. 1 then revealed myself to the sodomites, pro-
claiming that their sin was known.”

. “Didst thqu obtain proof that Goodman Greene was
indeed a sodomite?”

“I did. It was his woman’s dress.”

“Is this, then, the dress?” Goodman Farrick held up
my dress for all to see.

“It is. To be sure, Goodman_Greene did not wear it
during the act of sodomy; but [ am confident that you
will find it a fine fit.”

“Your Honor,” said Goodman Farrick, “Let the bailiff
be commanded to strip Goodman Greene in private,
and to put this dress upon him, that the jury may see

the fit.”

“Bailiff, so shall. _you, do,” commanded Judge
Rackwright. The bailiff stripped me and put the dreSs
upon me in private; then he brought me out to show me
to the jury.

“See now, is it not a fine fit?” cried Goodman
Ragsdale.

“Your Honor,” said Goodman Farrick, “command
that the prisgner continue to wear this dress through-
out the trial.”
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J udg}ei Rackwright frowned. “This I am not sure that I
can rightly command,” he said. “The man shall not
wear that which pertaineth to the woman; it is abomi-
nation.” He appeared thoughtful. “And yet,” he said at
last, “if the man hath chosen this abomination, there
can be nog sin in revealing what he hath chosen. Yes, I
command it: the prisoner shall wear this dress
throughout the trial.”

So it was that, when Goodman Reed came forth to
testify, he saw me in my woman’s dress, which I had
stri %?d off for him_so many times. “Googdman Reed,”
said Goodman Farrick, “say truly what thou knowest:
hath this man in woman'’s clothing bewitched thee?”

“Yes,” said Goodman Reed at once. “From the first
moment of our meeting, Goodman Greene’s eyes, his
lips, and his whole bearing proclaimed him the kind of
man who would play the woman. Never before had I
thought of such a thing, but he bewitched me into fas-
cination. My fleshly weakness, I confess, soon betrayed
me into sin, and I have repented in dust and ashes.”

“His witchcraft, then, worked upon thee to conceive
an abomination, which never before had entered thy
rr_und?yntll he bewitched thee with womanly preten-
sionss:

“Yes. The abomination took me fully by surprise.
Never before had I desired aught but the natural use of
the woman.”

“And thy flesh rose up, then, only at the witch’s insti-
gation, without any prompting of nature?”

“It did. I knew, indeed, that it was contrary to nature
but Satan entered into me through the witch, an
made it seem right and good.”

“And did the witchcraft befuddle thy mind, leading
thee to think and speak the most arrant nonsense?”

“It did. My mind was so foully befuddled that I even
spake to Goodman Greene as’if we were married to
each other—yes, [ even called him my wife! May Al-
mighty God have mercy on me for my Sin!”

Goodman Reed was weeping. Judge Rackwright
commanded the bailiff to lead him away.

”

“Now, as to the charge of heresy,” said Goodman
Farrick, “the only witness needed, I ween, will be_the
prisoner himself; who will condemn himself out of his
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own mouth. If he do_not, Goodman Braintree and
Goodman Goodman will testify to his admissions.”

“Then let the prisoner speak of this,” said the judge.

“Goodman Greene,” said Goodman Farrick, “dost
thou confess, or dost thou deny, that thy sin of sodomy
with Goodman Reed was predéstined by Almighty God
from before the beginning of time?”

I knew my answer would be death to me, but I no
longer cared for aught but the truth. “I deny,” I said,
“that this or any sin is predestined by Almig t?z God,
Now that the words were out, I must say more: “I hold it
to be blagli)hemy to ,char%e God with belng[ the cause of
%nydmtnh (jEs”smgs, indeed, he doth predestine, but sins

e doth not.

“We have heard enogugh,” said Judge Rackwrig)ht.
“Prisoner, dost thou still confess thy sin of sodomy?”

“Ido, and of that sin I repent in dust and ashes. | had
vainly imagined that Goadman Reed sincerely loved
me, as if I were his wife indeed. I now know that he
loved me not, and took foul advantage of me before
casting me off.”

The judge glared at me. “But, had he not cast thee
off,” hé said, “thou wouldst have committed sodomy
with him still, to this very day.”

I could not deny it, and denial would do me no good
now. “I would,” I admitted.

“This _is nqg true repentance,” the judge protested.
‘,‘%}IDQW, what of thy sin of witchcraft? Dost thou still deny
it?

“l do. Goodman Reed it was, not I, who first spake of
playing the woman. If bewitched, he was bewitched
only by his own desire, not by me. I know no witchcraft,
nor wish to know any.”

“That will do. We shall see if this can be believed.”

That  was the_ close of the evidence. Judge
Rackwright turned to summing up the case for the
J[ury. “Gentlemen of the jury,” he said, “you have heard
he prisoner’s confession to the foul and unnatural sin
of sodomy, and the prisoner’s feigned repentance of
that sin, ‘while yet he confessed that he would have
committed it to this verﬁz day had not Goodman Reed

cast him off. As to this c argg, there can be no doubt of
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your verdict.” I glanced at the jurors, who seemed to
agree that there could be no doubt.

“As to the final charge, the char%e of here(s)y,” said
the judge, “there can be equalgz little doubt. One who
denies that the Alml%htgz preordains only some men to
eternal blessedness, but others—indeed, the great bulk
of men—to sin and eternal damnation, denies that the
A1m1ght36 is, indeed Almighty. You have seen the pris-
oner’s obstinacy in uttering this denial, which is ob-
noxious not only to our holy faith, but even to the bare
rudiments of human reason. You know your duty as to
this charge, and I am confident that you will do'it.”

Judge Rackwright paused in silence for a moment
before going on. “Now, as to the charge of witchcraft,”
he said, “the matter may seem doubtful to you at first
glance. It may seem that, as the prisoner. said, Good-
man Reed was bewitched only by his own desire, not by
the prisoner. But what of Goodman Reed’s, evidently
sincere protestation that he had no such desire, at any
time, until Goodman Greene bewitched him? I ask you,
when a man hath never desired sodomy, and then of a
sudden doth_desire it, doth it not appear that Satan
through witchcraft, must be the author of his desire? i
should rather think it a clear indication of witchcraft
when a man is led into a sin_that he hath never before
desired, a sin that he knoweth to be contrary to nature
a sin that befuddleth his mind so thoroughly that, until
the influence of the witchcraft ceaseth, he even
confuseth sodomy with holy matrimony! If so it seem to
you_as well, you will find the prisoner guilty of witch-
craft, in addition to his other crimes; but if you believe
his fanciful account of Goodman Reed desiring sodomy
of his own accord, you will acquit him of this charge.

After such a summing-up, there could be no doubt of
the %ury’s verdict. [ was found guilty on all charges, and
sentenced to be hanged from a tree until I was dead. It
was, | supposed, a more merciful death than burning
at the stake or such like, but still I feared it.

Knowing now that I would die soon without a doubt
I tried to make my peace with the Almighty. “O God o
heaven and earth,” I prayed, “thou knowest my sin,
and thou knowest that I have not sinned in every wa
these men say [ have. Have mercy on me, forgive ime all
mlsé sins, and cast me not out o th,%l presence into the
lake of fire and the bottomless pit, where the worm
dieth not and the fire is not quenched!”

The very next day, I was led forth to the tree where I
was to be hanged, still wearing my woman’s dress as a
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hered to see the great event. I did not listen fo the
speeches, trying to fix my mind on God and the future
life alone. Then' 1 was asked if I had anything to say be-
fore the sentence was carried out.

sig[n of my shame. Almost everyone in Tauntsburgf was
ga 0
S

Having nothing left to lose in this world, I tried to say
all that was on_my mind. “I thank God,” I said, “for
putting it into the mind of Goodman Reed to cast me
off. I was a fool to imagine that he had any true love for
me, and [ repent in dust and ashes of my Sin with him.”
ﬁ few peoplé in the crowd applauded and cried, “Hear,

ear.

“But I do not repent,” I said, “of the womanliness
that led me to make and wear this dress, for it was God
himself who made me wor,nanlg, and God cannot be
charged with sin. | have rejoiced within to hear myself
called ‘Goodwife Greene,” though he who called nie so
was unworthy to bear the name of a husband; and I
trust I shall réjoice again.” Now more than a few people
cried out in outrage, and Goodman Ragsdale shouted,
“Thou shalt see how ﬁreatly thou wilt rejoice in the lake
of fire, wherein are all sodomites and blasphemers who
have died as thou shalt die!”

“As for heresy and witchcraft,” I said, ignoring him, I
am guilty of none such, and I know that God will acquit
me of theése charges, though men have condemned me,
[ trust in_his mercy, and not in the judgment of men.”
In truth, [ was trembling within at the prospect of going
so soon to face my Maker, but I did not say so.

“Then thou shalt go before him now,” said Gpodman
Braintree, “and_thou shalt see what mercy he hath for
such as thou! Hangman, do thy duty!”

The hangman did his dutIy speedily. I felt the noose
around my neck; I felt myself falling; 1 felt the shock of
the rope arresting my fall. Then I was dead, so far as

men could make me dead.

3 3k 3k K 3k ok 3k

Now I am cliniging, for dear life, to the face of a sheer
cliff. Straight befow me are the lake of fire and the bot-
tomless pit—toward which | must never look back, lest
[ be consumed, I cannot tell why [ have not fallen into
them, for surely mine own strength is not enough to
hold me up. A Voice, almost unheard, whispers {o me
that I have come through the lake of fire, T have as-
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cended out of the bottomless pit—but this I can scarce
believe.

Above me is the blue and cloudless sky. The air is far
fresher than any I knew on earth, seeming to fill me
with freshness to the core. I see that the cliffside seems
covered with grassy earth, unlike any other cliffside I
ever heard of. Walking toward me from afar—yes, walk-
ing uprl%ht, though straight down the side of the cliff,
as surely no,  oné ever walked before—is a woman
clothed in white.

I watch her as she approaches, and she fills my vi-
sion. Her hair is long and dark, her skin golden brown,
her eyes almost black, but shining with inward light.
My paltry womanliness fades into nothing in compari-
son to hers—and yet she does not think so, to judge
from her words.

“Goodwife Greene?” she addresses me. Her voice_ is
low and, rich, with the hint of a foreign tongue; she
surely did not learn to speak English in’ New England.

“Yes—yes, that is 1,” I stammer.

”

“l have come to lead you upward,” she says. “My
name is Esther. I was never a queen, but I was named
after the famous queen who saved her people, our peo-
ple. I have come for you because you and 1 have much
1n common.

The woman, Esther, sits down beside me on the
cliffside. The first hint of a thought arises in my mind:
Perhaps it is not a cliffside after all, but simple, solid,
evel ground.

“I, too, played the fool and the harlot for a man,” she
tells me at once, without reserve. “He told me he would
?ut away his wife and marry me, and I believed him. In

ruth, he wanted only to have his way with me, and
then to put me away. We were caught, as you and
Goodman Reed were caught, when [ was letling him
have his way to the fullest.” He had friends in high
laces, and they let him escape—but me they did not
et escape. [ was to be stoned to death, as an example to
all women who might wish to play the harlot.”

Mine eyes and ears_are wide open to her. “And were
%zlou %‘g,oned to death?” I ask. “Is that how you came to be
ere’

“No,” she says. “A man saved me. He told the men
who caught me that the one among them who had not
sinned should cast the first stone.
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I thought mine ea/es and ears could open no wider,
but they could, and now they do. I have read of this
woman, but the thought of meeting her has never be-
fore entered my mind.

“The men who caught me,” the woman says, “were
not willing to confess that they too had sinned, and
some of them even picked up stones. But then they saw
that this man was writing words in the dirt on the
ground—and, when they saw_the words, their faces
changed. Their eyes and mouths opened wide at first;
then some of them closed their eyes, clenched. their
fists, and even gnashed their teeth, | could tell that
they hated the man who was writing, and yet they
feared him too.”

“What was he writing?”

“I do not know. I can only think it was something
that showed he knew their sins, so they could never
pretend in his presence that they had not sinned. They
would not confess their sins in words, but in their ac-
tions they did, for they went away in silence, and none
of them cast a stone.’

The memory of the bottomless pit and the lake of fire
has begun to fade. I dare to raise myself up on my
arms, the better tg see the woman. “Lét us arise,” she
says in response. “We will go upward.”

. More daring still, I look behind me. The bottomless
pit and the lake of fire are now nowhere to be seen, The
cliff is no longer a cliff, but a gently sloping hillside.

“We will go upward,” T agree. 1 stand, as she now
stands. She takes m%z hand in_hers, almost as if we
were lovers. | see that [ am clothed in white as she is
looking quite the same as she does. She begins to lead
me upward and I follow, not yet seeing where we are to
1glo—and yet, I ween, I know where we are going, and

ave always known.

H##
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