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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 thethick crowds in Grand Stimson Park, not far from hisapartment on the Capitoline Hill below the PacificumState Capitol. It was Sunday, the only day of the weekfor Gainsmill to get some much-needed rest and relax-ation after a hard six-day week�s work as an associateat the high-powered law firm of Farquhar, Hardart &Frick. The weather was perfect, a rarity of rarities, andeveryone in Greater Pacific Heights seemed to have thesame idea of crowding into Grand Stimson Park to en-joy the day.
Gainsmill could hardly ride without bumping intosomeone, but that was all right with him. It only gavehim greater opportunity to indulge in bisexual viewingpleasure. He ogled the girls and guys alike, imaginingwhat it would be like to have sex with either or both.
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An especially lovely girl with curly chin-lengthblonde hair caught Gainsmill�s sharp eye at a distancefrom behind. She was pink-skinned and buxom-look-ing, with bare shoulders above a tight, white straplesstube top. Her waist was not slender, but her hips werebig, and swayed delightfully in her hot pinkshorts�very short indeed, revealing her entire thighs,which were plump but enticingly well-formed.Gainsmill had to imagine that sex with her would bemost delectable indeed.
Gainsmill kept his eyes fixed on the girl, gainingslowly on her until he was close beside her. His slenderfive-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 likewhat she saw. Jim Gainsmill knew he was a ruggedlyhandsome, strong-looking, intensely masculine guy,though his skin had too much of the pallor of the of-fice-bound life. He smiled at the girl, and she smiledback at him.
Then the girl did something that Jim Gainsmill hadnever before seen even the most daring, sex-crazed girldo in public. While looking straight at him, still smiling,she reached up to the top of her strapless tube top andpulled it down�stripping her breasts fully nude, forshe was not wearing a bra. Her breasts were quitesmall for a buxom girl�s breasts, but perfectly formed.Her deep pink, pointy nipples were good-sized and fullyerect. 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 name?�
�Ruthie Doolittle,� the girl said�but Gainsmill wasnot sure her voice was a girl�s voice. His eyes darteddown to her shorts, and then stayed there. Sureenough, the girl had a penis, one that was growing lon-ger even as Gainsmill gazed, and her shorts were tooshort to keep her big, beautiful bulb from peeking outbeneath the hem.
Wow! Let�s do it right here, right now! If it hadn�tbeen unsafe and illegal, Jim Gainsmill would have saidit, and done it. As it was, he knew he had to restrainhimself within the limits of more or less polite conver-sation. He strained to think of something more or lesspolite to say.
�Hey, Ruthie, it�s great to meet you,� he said. �Um, doyou work around here 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. Shegrinned, as if she knew how this information would af-fect Jim Gainsmill. It did. His eyes bulged, andpre-coital fluid began to ooze out of his penis. ThePacificum 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,�Gainsmill said. �I�ll bet you meet a lot of interestingpeople.�
�Oh, I meet some really disgusting weirdoes,� Ruthiesaid with a giggle, �but I meet some very nice peopletoo.� She was inching closer to Gainsmill, as if shethought he seemed to be a very nice person indeed. Heglanced down again. Her bare breasts were very closeto him now. He could reach out and touch them withboth hands, if only he dared.
Gainsmill forced his eyes to return to her face. It wasa pretty, very girlish-looking face, with big blue eyes,round cheeks, and full, deep pink lips. Gainsmill nowthought her the loveliest girl he had ever seen. �Uh, doyou ever, um, make use of the facilities there yourself?�he dared to ask.
�Oh, every now and then,� Ruthie said. She rolledher eyes; then she looked straight at him and grinned.�Why do you ask?�
Gainsmill�s rip-roaring desire broke loose. �Oh, I justwondered if you might like to go there with me some-time,� he said, �like maybe right now.�
Ruthie giggled. �Oh, Jim, this is so sudden!� shesaid. �But I�d love it!� Gainsmill�s eyes darted down yetagain. Below her breasts, he could see that her entirebulb, 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 stouterthan his, and incredibly lovely.
�Let�s go, then!� he was just about to say�but an in-truder stopped him.
�All right, let�s go, babe,� the intruder said, grabbingRuthie. �You know that�s against the law.� The intruderwas 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 amale!� she protested. �It�s not against the law for meto�to show my bare chest!� Notwithstanding her pro-
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test, she pulled her tube top back up over her breastsat once.
�Bullshit,� said the big female. �Hey, Mike, have yougot your code book handy?�
She turned away, looking toward the male officer be-hind her. Swiftly Ruthie pressed her erect penis intohiding between her plump thighs, and tried to stand upstraight. It didn�t quite work; her spine was curvingmore than before, and her big butt was sticking outeven more than before, but at least her penis was hid-den. She crossed one leg tightly over the other to makesure it would stay hidden.
�It�s right here,� said the male officer. �It says it�spublic indecency, a Class 3 misdemeanor, to reveal anypart of �the female breast��not �the breast of a fe-male��with less than a fully opaque covering of anypart of the nipple. So, if a male has femalebreasts�which this male definitely does�and showsthem off in the nude, that counts.�
�Damn right it counts,� said the female officer.�You�re going to jail, babe.� She handcuffed Ruthie andstarted to call for a police vehicle to transport her.
�Wait!� the outraged Gainsmill cried out. �Ruthie,I�m an attorney. Here�s my business card.� He pulledout his wallet and gave her a business card. �I�ll helpyou out.�
Ruthie looked doubtful. �Oh, thank you, Jim,� shesaid, �but I�m not sure I can afford an attorney.�
�It�s on the house. I�ll do it pro bono,� Gainsmill re-plied at once. The firm encouraged the attorneys to do abit of pro bono work now and then, and Gainsmill hadbeen pretty slack about doing any, what with all thebillable hours he had to accumulate. This would be aterrific 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-resenting wealthy clients in civil matters, and some ofhis clients in criminal cases paid him pretty well too, sohe could afford to handle some criminal cases probono. Well, so can I.� Gainsmill failed to mention that,unlike Perry Mason, he had zero experience represent-ing defendants in criminal cases. He figured he couldbeg for help from �the Oak��R.B. Oakham, 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, givinghim a terrifically beautiful smile. �I�ll call you as soonas I can.�

*****
I�ve got to see if Ed�s home, Jim Gainsmill thought.Ed Pumphries was Gainsmill�s upstairs neighbor in thesame apartment building, and was often amenable tomutual blow jobs. Gainsmill needed relief, as soon aspossible, and Pumphries was by far the best bet.
Gainsmill sent Pumphries a quick text message:�Hey Ed�interested?� He knew Pumphries wouldn�tneed to ask, �interested in what?� Within a minute orso, he got a response: �Damn right! Come on up!�
Gainsmill came on up. �Oh, man, you�re just intime,� Pumphries said. �I�m horny as hell�and pissedas hell, too! I need relief!� He kissed Gainsmill on themouth, and his tongue went in deep. Gainsmill couldfeel Pumphries�s massive eight-inch erection throughhis pants.
�What are you pissed about?� Gainsmill asked. Hedidn�t say �What are you pissed about now?� because itwould suggest, insultingly but accurately, thatPumphries was almost always pissed about somethingor other. He did ask, though, because being pissed ac-tually seemed to make Pumphries hornier. Gainsmillhad read that Hitler actually underwent orgasms whilegetting incredibly pissed during speech-making, andhe had to wonder if Pumphries was a bit like Hitler inthat way�although Pumphries was much more harm-less than Hitler, and he didn�t have orgasms until hispenis was deep in Gainsmill�s mouth, or at least hishand.
�God-damn Ozzie and Harry again,� Pumphries said.He pointed to a copy of the Pacific Heights Informer,showing photos of what appeared to be a gala same-sexwedding of two men wearing identical tuxedos. �No-body has any principles any more. In my day, we stoodup for progressive principles against the reactionary el-ements in society. We stood up for freedom from thetraditional slavery of marriage. Two totally free, equal,

Page - 6

STRAPLESS STRIPPER BY DULCI DAILY



independent, manly men could be proud of coming to-gether for mutual blow jobs, hand jobs, or cock-rubs,and then going their separate ways, with no idiotic crapabout everlasting love and commitment.� Pumphries�sstout, bearded face twisted in scorn. �Now that�s allgone down the drain. Everyone�s rushing to go back tothe �50s, or the worst reactionary idiocy of the �80s. Ev-eryone�s highest ideal in life is to ape Ozzie and Har-riet�or Ronald and Nancy Reagan!�
Pumphries was getting good and pissed, all right.Gainsmill knew he would want mutual blow jobs reallysoon. �Well,� Gainsmill said, �at least you and I don�twant to ape Ronald and Nancy Reagan.� He hardlyknew what he was talking about, having been onlyabout 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 heactually remembered the Reagan years, having beenabout high-school and college age back then.
�Hell, no,� Pumphries agreed. �You and I are aboutthe last of a dying breed. Don�t ever change, Jim.�
Gainsmill didn�t answer. He didn�t have to.Pumphries�s tongue was in his mouth again, andPumphries�s hands were on his lean, taut, totallymanly butt. He did to Pumphries exactly whatPumphries was doing to him, knowing that�asidefrom getting pissed�the exact symmetry of two totallymanly men�s sexy deeds was what got Pumphries�hornier than hell� above all else. Pumphries didn�t ap-prove of butt-fucking (to take one of a huge number ofthings he didn�t approve of), because he thought it�aped� a traditional man-woman sex act, symptomaticof the slavery of marriage.
Soon the two totally independent, manly men werelying down in the nude, and their penises were in eachother�s mouths. Pumphries was becoming frantic asGainsmill licked and sucked his gigantic bulb, whichwas almost all of his penis that would fit in Gainsmill�smouth. As for Gainsmill, he was thrusting as hard ashe could, aiming for an overwhelming orgasm inPumphries�s big mouth�but Pumphries would havebeen pissed as hell if he could have known whatGainsmill was thinking. Far from paying any attentionto how independent, equal, and manly he andPumphries were, Gainsmill�s racing heart was secretlycrying out with every thrust, �Ruthie! Oh, my God! Yes!Ruthie!�
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*****
�Ruthie!� Gainsmill said with delight, answering thephone that evening. �Hey, it�s great to hear from you!What�s going on?�
�Oh, I got booked in at the jail, and I bonded out asquick as I could. Now I�ve got a preliminary hearing to-morrow morning at 8:00. Can you be there?�
�You bet.� Gainsmill would e-mail his supervisor atthe firm, Bob Ficcollo, and let him know he would be abit late because of some important pro bono work.
�Thank you so much. I�ll be listed as Rutherford B.Doolittle VI. 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 mygreat-great-great-grandfather, Rutherford B. DoolittleI, would be horrified at my scandalous conduct. Evenmy dad, Rutherford B. Doolittle V, wouldn�t be toopleased 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 protectedby the attorney-client privilege, you know.�
�Ooh, I�m looking forward to it!� Ruthie�s words werepiercing Gainsmill�s heart like Cupid�s arrow. He had toremind himself sternly that an attorney could get interrifically big trouble for having sex with a client.
�OK, then, see you tomorrow,� Gainsmill said. Hispenis was erect again, even though he had ejaculatedin Ed Pumphries�s mouth not many hours ago. He triednot to think too much about Ruthie�s totally femi-nine-looking breasts and her stout, excitable peniswith 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 Caseof the Deadly Toy. 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 keep his brain from overheating while studying forthe bar exam, less than three years ago. He wonderedwhat Perry Mason would have done with Ruthie�scase��The Case of the Strapless Stripper,� he thought
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with a laugh, imitating the alliterative titles of many ofthe Mason novels. Mason�s specialty was showing thatsomeone other than the obvious suspect had commit-ted the crime, but that wouldn�t work here; Gainsmillcould hardly prove that someone else, perhaps a realfemale, was the one whose bare breasts had been re-vealed. There had to be some way to defend Ruthie suc-cessfully, though, and Jim Gainsmill was going to findit�no matter what the cost!

*****
Before 8:00 next morning, Gainsmill was in thebasement of the Seaview County Courthouse, search-ing the long lists of the misdemeanor defendants bywhom he was surrounded. All kinds of people were inthe crowded halls, from cute young girls who probablygot caught shoplifting, to repellent old men who proba-bly possessed child porn or did some other disgustingthing. Gainsmill found Ruthie�s name on the list forMisdemeanor Courtroom 4, and made his way therewith the guidance of big overhead signs.
The courtroom was as crowded as the hall, and get-ting more so. Gainsmill had to scan a great many peo-ple from behind, but at last he spotted what looked likeRuthie�s chin-length blond hair on a person sitting inthe middle of one of the old pew-like benches for peopleattending the court proceedings. He made his way to-ward the person as fast as he could. Sure enough, itwas Ruthie, wearing a pretty pink dress buttoned upalmost to her chin. Beneath it was a bra that made herbreasts look slightly bigger than they really were�andGainsmill vividly remembered exactly how big they re-ally were.
�Hey, Ruthie,� Gainsmill called out. Ruthie lookedtoward him and smiled. �Hi, Jim!� she said. �I�m so gladyou could come!�
�So am I,� said Gainsmill, trying but failing to avoidthinking 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 invisible beneath the bra.He hoped the bulge in his trousers wouldn�t become toohorribly obvious, but he feared it would.
He squeezed past the other people seated on thesame bench and sat down next to Ruthie. It was socrowded that his leg and his arm were pressed tightlyagainst hers. Almost at once his penis was fully erect.
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�All rise!� a man in a green Seaview County policeuniform called out. �The Seaview County SuperiorCourt, Misdemeanor Division, is now in session, theHonorable Ralph M. Cigarro presiding!�
A big man with a big black moustache and a bigfrown on his face, wearing a big black robe, swept intothe courtroom and sat at the bench in front. �Thankyou, you may be seated,� he said in a big, commandingvoice. �All right, let�s go.�
�People of the State of Pacificum versus Arthur X.Friggbeame,� a short young man announced; then heread off a forgettable case number. Gainsmill guessedhe must be the deputy prosecutor for this courtroom.
�Good morning, Your Honor, Inticus Futch on behalfof the defendant,� said a man almost as big as thejudge, in a voice as deep and impressive as his. �We�llwaive formal reading of the charges, enter a plea of notguilty, and ask for a status date two or three weeksout.�
�Very well,� said the judge. �Get your status datefrom the clerk�s assistant. Next case.�
Gainsmill watched the attorney go over to speak witha young lady at one side of the courtroom, presumablythe clerk�s assistant. Hey, great, I can just do the sameas he did and get out of here, Gainsmill thought. Hewas glad the preliminary hearings in Pacificum werenothing like the big California ones in which PerryMason so often showed who the real guilty party was.
Gainsmill watched the proceedings for a couple ofminutes and breathed deeply, hoping his erectionwould go down. He saw that attorneys were giving littleslips of paper, apparently with the names and numbersof their cases, to the deputy prosecutor. When his erec-tion was on its way down at last, he whispered toRuthie, �I�ll try to get your case called and get you out ofhere.�
He got up and squeezed past the people again, facingforward so they wouldn�t see the remnant of the bulgein his trousers. He grabbed a blank slip of paper, wrotethe name and number of Ruthie�s case on it, andhanded it to the deputy prosecutor when he could gethis attention. He saw that several other attorneys werewaiting ahead of him, and he tried to look like just an-other one of them.
�People of the State of Pacificum versus RutherfordB. Doolittle VI, case number 42-SU-MI-16249,� the
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deputy prosecutor called out at last. Gainsmill steppedup to face the judge while Ruthie squeezed past thepeople and came forward.
�Good morning, Your Honor, James M. Gainsmill onbehalf of the defendant,� Gainsmill said. �We�ll waiveformal reading of the charges, enter a plea of not guilty,and ask for a status date two or three weeks out.�
�Very well,� said the judge. �Get your status datefrom the clerk�s assistant. Next case.�
Gainsmill breathed a silent sigh of relief as he wentto get the status date. Soon he and Ruthie were out inthe hallway.
�OK, now, we�ll get together soon and discuss youroptions,� he told the expectant Ruthie, not mentioningthat he would have to get some idea what the optionswere from the Oak before he could tell Ruthie aboutthem. �I�ll give you a call, OK?�
�Fine with me!� Ruthie said. �Just say when!�
�As soon as possible,� Gainsmill assured her mostearnestly. He would see her again almost at once, if itwas up to him. It would have to be in his office, ofcourse�not only because that was the proper profes-sional place to meet, but also because he would be fartoo tempted to have sex with this incredibly attractiveclient if they met anywhere else.

*****
It was late in the afternoon before Jim Gainsmill gota chance to talk with the Oak. �Hey, Oak,� he then saidat 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 eyesand 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 gettingarrested for, er, revealing his bare breasts in GrandStimson Park.� Gainsmill didn�t think he needed to gointo what happened before the arrest.
Oakham laughed. �This guy must have had some-thing out of the ordinary to reveal!�
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�Well, yeah. One of the officers said he was a malewith female breasts.�
�Hmm, so they were just as good as real femalebreasts for the purpose of arousing excessive interestamong male observers?�
It was Gainsmill�s turn to laugh, but he feared hewas blushing too. �Well, yeah, I guess they were.� Hewas perfectly certain they were, but surely he didn�tneed to say so.
�Now, there�s an interesting case!� said Oakham. �Igather your client doesn�t want to just plead guilty andadmit his breasts are the equivalent of female breasts.�
�No, I�m pretty sure he doesn�t. I�m going to talk withhim soon about his options. I was hoping to ask youabout them.� It seemed bizarre to talk about Ruthie as�him,� but Gainsmill guessed he would have to get usedto it�at least so long as the attorney-client relationshipendured.
�Well, in many misdemeanor cases,� Oakham leanedback and said, �the parties can agree on a referral toMDP, the Misdemeanor Diversion Program. What thatmeans is that the defendant pays a fee to the prosecu-tor�s office, stays out of trouble for a while, and then thecase gets dismissed�or it doesn�t get dismissed, if thedefendant doesn�t stay out of trouble.�
�So, basically, the defendant pays off the prosecutorto dismiss the charge?� Gainsmill asked, slightlyshocked.
�Basically, yes,� Oakham said, �plus, if the defen-dant doesn�t stay out of trouble, the prosecutor keepsthe fee, but the charge doesn�t get dismissed. It�s not agood deal for defendants who aren�t likely to stay out oftrouble. For those who are, though, it�s a good deal be-cause it�s often the only way to guarantee they won�t beconvicted.�
�Well, I�ll tell my client about it,� Gainsmill said.�What about getting the charge dismissed because myclient isn�t a female?�
�Hmm. Who�s the judge?�
�Judge Cigarro.�
�Ugh. Good luck getting him to dismiss any charge atany time. I�m pretty sure he�d say the issue of whether
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your client is a male with female breasts is one to be re-solved at trial, not on a motion to dismiss.�
�How about asking the prosecutor to dismiss thecharge?�
Oakham laughed again, but not because he seemedgenuinely amused. �Zero out of one billion chances inhell,� he said. �You�d have to talk to the misdemeanorczarina, Harriet Forridan, about that. She lost her lat-est husband to a so-called shemale, and she�s out topunish every shemale she sees in retaliation�althoughof course she doesn�t say that. She takes every case in-volving a transgendered defendant herself, and shenever dismisses them.�
Gainsmill�s anger was rising. �What if I need to takeit to trial, then? Should I ask for a jury trial?� His kneeswere shaking, since he had never handled a jury trial inhis life. His days were spent largely in working on mo-tions for summary judgment and other motions in civilcases, and he was afraid he might feel like turning tailand running if he got in front of a jury. He would stick itout, though, if he had to�for Ruthie�s sake.
�Yes, you should,� Oakham said. �That would beyour best shot, if you can�t get Misdemeanor Diver-sion�and frankly, I�ll be mighty surprised if you can.You don�t want a bench trial in front of Cigarro, buthe�ll bend over backwards for the defendant in a jurytrial, because in trials he lives to avoid getting reversedon appeal, and bending over backwards for the defenseis the best way to do that. In a bench trial, he knowshe�ll get upheld almost no matter what he does, but notin a jury trial.�
�Well, OK,� Gainsmill said with great reluctance. �Imay be asking you some questions about jury trials,then.�
�Any time!� Oakham grinned. �It sounds like a greatcase! I may come and see the trial myself!�

*****
�Well, Ruthie,� Jim Gainsmill said at their meeting inhis office the next day, �we don�t have a lot of options.I�m pretty sure we can�t get the case dismissed beforetrial, and you�re not guilty, so the laws of Pacificumwouldn�t allow you to plead guilty even if you wanted tosay, �I�m not guilty, but please let me plead guilty any-way.��
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�I don�t,� Ruthie assured him. �There�s no need totalk about pleading guilty. So is there going to be atrial?�
�Well, yes, unless I can get you into the Misde-meanor Diversion Program. That�s a program thatguarantees you won�t be convicted if you just stay outof trouble and pay a fee. If there�s a trial, there�s a riskyou 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 innocent-looking, and what lay below�especiallyher cream-colored blouse, through which her low-cutbra 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 fewminutes, maybe youcould give me some�um�background on this remark-able case,� he ventured to say. �Like, uh, how did youget to be who you are today?�
Ruthie laughed. �Do you really want to know mycomplete personal history?�
�Well, sure, um, I mean, if you want to talk about it.�Gainsmill�s eagerness to hear her talk about it musthave been obvious in his eyes and his posture, thoughnot in his burgeoning penis, which was concealed notonly by his trousers but by the desk that kept him andRuthie 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 doingon his. Her breasts were on the desk. He dared not,must not, would not reach out and touch them.
�Well, I guess it all started when I was about 11 or12,� Ruthie said. �I was incredibly fascinated by girlsand, um, it made me really excited to see girls� breasts.Then I discovered my own breasts were growing biggerthan, you know, what a boy was supposed to have. Ijust couldn�t keep from touching them and, well, pre-tending I was a girl.�
�I can understand that,� Gainsmill assured hertruthfully, his penis fully erect.
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�Before too long,� Ruthie went on, �I wanted to have aboyfriend and let him kiss my breasts. I was afraid todo it for a long time because I didn�t know a boy I wassure I could trust�but at last, in high school, I let a boyknow my secret. He kissed my breasts and put hishand, uh, between my legs.�
�Lucky guy,� Gainsmill exclaimed most sincerely.His hard penis was throbbing at the thought of doingthe same, and more, with Ruthie.
�I guess so,� Ruthie said. �I thought I was in love withhim, but�well, before too long he got tired of me. ThenI found out he�d told other boys about what we did, andthey started wanting to do it too.�
�What an idiot,� Gainsmill said.
�Yes,� Ruthie agreed, �but so was I, for thinking hewouldn�t tell�and I guess for thinking I was in lovewith him too. I never did it with any of the other boyswho wanted to, because I knew they weren�t in lovewith me, and I wasn�t with them.�
What if you were in love with me, and I was in lovewith you? Gainsmill couldn�t say it, of course, not now;it would be wretchedly improper. Still, his heart wasbeating so hard he had to force himself not to say thewords. Ever since he himself was 11 or 12, the thoughtof being in love with a girl had haunted his heart. Hehad beaten it off, beaten it away, with masturbationand blow jobs and intercourse with women he didn�tlove�even if he falsely said he did love them, to getthem to do it with him. Now, in the presence of this girlso lovely it seemed impossible she could be a male, hecould beat it away no longer.
He came as close as he dared to saying thewords�too close, he feared. �Uh, so, did you ever find aguy who was really in love with you, and you were withhim?�
�No,� Ruthie admitted. �I kind of gave up. When Iwent to the U, I started wearing girls� clothes in publicand hoping some guy would fall in love with me. A lot ofthem only wanted sex with me instead, and I guess Idecided that was the best I was going to get. So, I fig-ured I might as well go to the Sex Act Center, where itwas totally anonymous, and give up all hope of findingthe love of my life.�
You�ve found him! It�s me! I�m right here in front ofyou! Gainsmill�s heart was screaming. He strangled the
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words in his throat. He would say them, yes, as soon ashe could, but he couldn�t say them here and how.
Jim Gainsmill breathed deeply and looked awayfrom Ruthie. He must save her, his heart was demand-ing�not only from going to jail, but from despair offinding the love of her life. He began to imagine that, nomatter how pissed Ed Pumphries might get about it, hewas actually going to ask Ruthie to marry him when hewas free to ask. Feelings of tender love for her wereoverwhelming him at the very thought. Ruthie mighteven be the perfect wife for him, he fancied. After all,how was a bisexual like himself supposed to fulfill allhis needs in one marriage, if not by marrying a lovely,totally feminine woman who was secretly a male?
�Well, uh, thank you very much for telling me allthis, Ruthie,� Gainsmill said. �I have to say, uh, I hopeI�ll still be seeing you after our attorney-client relation-ship comes to an end.� Pre-coital fluid was spurting outof his penis as he spoke. He tried to exercise rigidself-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 tomarry her�but first he had to keep her out of jail, nomatter what.
�Um, well,� Gainsmill said, �I guess it will come to anend really soon if I can just get you into the Misde-meanor Diversion Program. I�ll set up an appointmentwith the prosecutor as soon as possible and see aboutdoing that.�
�Thank you so much, Jim!� Ruthie said. Gainsmillwas forced to imagine that her heart was beating ashard for him as his was for her.

*****
�Bullfuck!� cried the misdemeanor czarina, HarrietForridan, when Gainsmill proposed putting Ruthie inthe Misdemeanor Diversion Program. �Over my deadfucking body!�
Gainsmill stared at her, almost in disbelief. Herdark, angry eyes stared back at him from within herthin, heavily lined, aging face, beneath her shortjet-black hair. Her language forced him to imagine herengaging in sexual intercourse after death. He pressedhis 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 lookidentical to a female�s tits, and practically begs anymale who sees her, Fuck me! Fuck me right here in thepark in front of everybody!�and you think I�m going toput her on MDP? Buddy, if you think that, your brainneeds a total fucking overhaul!�
Gainsmill sat silent, not convinced it was his ownbrain that needed the overhaul. The czarina grabbed aprinted form, scribbled some words on it, and thrust itat Gainsmill. �Here�s your plea deal. Take it or leave it.It�s for 60 days executed. It�s a good deal, because themax is 90. If you go to trial, I�ll ask for 90, and I�ll get it.�
Gainsmill, outraged, stared at her; then he lookedaway. �My client,� he said slowly, �has already made itclear that, uh, he is not interested in pleading guilty.�Should he, he wondered, rip the plea offer to shreds infront of the czarina�s eyes? He knew it would make hereven more pissed, and yet he couldn�t resist. He rippedit, again and again and again, and tossed it in thewastebasket. �I�ll see you at the trial,� he said with asmuch suave coolness as he could muster, which wasn�tmuch.
�You sure as fuck will,� the czarina retorted, �andyour client is going to jail for 90 fucking days!�

*****
Jim Gainsmill�s six-day work weeks turned into al-most seven-day weeks as the trial approached. ForRuthie�s sake he worked harder than ever, in hope ofmastering the intricacies of opposing the czarina�spre-trial motions, selecting a jury, and trying a case,with a bit of much-appreciated help from Oakham.
Every Sunday afternoon, though, he squeezed out alittle time to visit with Ruthie, in a place where theywould be sure not to have sex�the library, the statehistorical museum, the capitol building. They walkedand talked, looked and laughed, not even touchingeach other, with Ruthie always wearing decent femi-nine attire, and Gainsmill grew ever more deeply in lovewith her. Fantasies from olden times�of the knight inshining armor saving the damsel in distress, the West-ern lawman conquering the badman who abducted theinnocent maiden for vicious purposes, and thelike�rose up in Gainsmill�s heart every time. 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 (Ruthie) ardently responded,�Yes!� Every week after they parted, though,Gainsmill�s desire for Ruthie was so intense that hehad to seek relief in mutual blow jobs or hand jobs withEd Pumphries.
So full of activity were Gainsmill�s days that he hadlittle time to think about the implications of a few ques-tions from Fiona Flagtree, a reporter for the PacificHeights Informer, about the upcoming trial. He an-swered the questions offhand in an unguarded mo-ment, and then almost forgot about them�until the re-porter�s big article appeared.
�Bare-breast trial tests limits of law,� the headlineread, almost as if Ruthie�s bare breasts were to be ondisplay at the trial. From reading the article, a personmight have thought this was one of the most significantcases 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 betweenmales and females may still be enshrined in the law ofPacificum, 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 malewith beautiful, feminine-looking breasts. He is chargedwith revealing them, totally bare, in the midst of a thickcrowd of people in Grand Stimson Park.
�A female with identical-looking breasts, under thelaw as it now exists, would unquestionably commit thecrime of public indecency by doing exactly the samething. Yet Doolittle has dared to plead not guilty and goto trial, solely because of his privileged status as amale.�
Shock and anger suffused Jim Gainsmill throughand through, especially when he read on: �Doolittle�sattorney, James M. Gainsmill of the high-powered lawfirm of Farquhar, Hardart & Frick, has admitted asmuch. �My client,� Gainsmill says, �is a male. The law,as it is written, applies to female breasts, not to malebreasts. All we are asking is that the law be enforced asit is written, and not as it is not written.�
��This is an outrage,� retorts women�s-rights advo-cate Carmen Oriflamme. �As a woman, I should haveevery right to reveal my bare breasts in public just as amale can. This law is a relic of the Dark Ages, when
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women were confined in dungeons and burned at thestake for daring to express their sexuality.�
��There is no question,� says Chief of Police GunnarD. Robursson, �that the public-safety implications arethe same when female-looking breasts are revealed inpublic, regardless of whether they technically belong toa male or a female. In either case, there is the samedanger that putting the breasts up for public view willlead to unsafe or illegal consequences.�
��Some people may imagine,� says leading surgeonDr. Richard Oglestone, �that only females have femalebreasts, 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�sbreasts, 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 hernot-quite-feminine voice, surely could not tell the dif-ference. Only Gainsmill�s grim determination to keephis beloved Ruthie out of jail, by any means necessary,kept him from succumbing to the siren�s lure�theseemingly obvious truth that Ruthie, though a male inreality, had female breasts.
He did not have time to finish the article. The Oakburst into his office holding a copy of the Informer.�Have you seen this?� he demanded to know, showingGainsmill the article.
�I�m reading it right now,� said Gainsmill, who hadbeen reading it on the Informer�s website.
�That stinking, cheating cunt!� criedOakham�shocking Gainsmill as much as the articlehad done, for the Oak rarely used such language. �Thisis a new low for her! It�s not the first time she�s donesomething like this, though. She�s sneaked prejudicialpublicity into the Informer before, when she was goingall out to win a case that she was blowing way out ofproportion. Of course her pet reporter on the Informer,Fiona Flagtree, plays along and pretends she has noidea where it came from�although how the hell wouldshe find out about a few little misdemeanor cases,among thousands of others, if somebody on the insidedidn�t tell her?
�Harriet is obviously hoping she can roll right overyou and you�ll never know what hit you. Well, thismeans war! You don�t mind if I do a little more pro bonowork 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 thisOriflamme female to say women should get to baretheir breasts in public, but I�m pretty sure this articlemeans she�s actually going to call the chief of police andthe Moob Doc to say the same crap they�re quoted assaying.�
�Um, the Moob Doc?� asked Gainsmill.
Oakham�s eyes widened. �Yeah, you haven�t seen hisads on TV?�
�No, I don�t watch commercial TV.�
�Well, I guess you�re not missing a lot, but you�remissing the Moob Doc�s ads. They�re pretty hard-hit-ting. They practically come right out and tell guys with�moobs,� short for �man-boobs,� that they�re going to getraped up the butt and things like that if they don�t getsurgery from the Moob Doc.�
�That�s sickening,� Gainsmill said, horrified at thethought of Ruthie�s lovely breasts being surgically mu-tilated. �But hey, if he testifies, I can impeach him forbias, right? He�s got a strong financial motive for claim-ing males can have female breasts, to embarrass theminto getting surgery.�
�Yeah, that�s right!� the Oak said approvingly.�You�re catching on fast! Now let�s discuss this case indetail!�

*****
�How about the art museum?� Jim Gainsmill askedRuthie on Sunday afternoon. From their past conver-sations, he knew that Ruthie loved art and music, andshe was pretty well informed about them too. She wasobviously much more intelligent and educated thanyour average receptionist, Gainsmill imagined. Shewas incredibly sweet and lovely and kind-hearted, too.Gainsmill was going to ask her to marry him for sure,as soon as possible after the trial.
�Ooh, I think it would be more exciting,� Ruthie said,�to look at some art books in the library. I�d like to showyou 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 booksmore than he loved to see Ruthie herself, Gainsmillthought as they rode the trolley-bus down the steep hilltoward downtown. Today, unlike past Sundays, shewas wearing a white sleeveless top that showed some ofher feminine-looking cleavage, and a short pink skirtthat displayed generous portions of her plump, prettylegs. Gainsmill�s leg was pressed tightly againstRuthie�s, just as it had been at the preliminary hearing,and his penis was hard again. He had to force himselfto remember they must not have sex until after thetrial�shortly after, he fervently hoped.
At the library, Ruthie showed Gainsmill almostnothing but pictures of beautiful bare-breasted womenin art books, starting with collections of paintings byRenoir and Ingres. Then she showed him one he hadnever looked at before, Sister Wendy�s 1000 Master-pieces.
�Some of my greatest inspirations are in here,� shesaid. Expertly she flipped through the pages, seemingto know by heart the location of every picture of abare-breasted beauty. �Here�s one that reminds me ofmyself in my younger years.� She showed him a pictureof a near-nude girl with bare budding breasts, so youngthat it would unquestionably be illegal to get sexy withher, but not too young for her to indulge in flagranttemptation of men.
�I wish I could have seen you back then,� Gainsmilltold her most earnestly, �although I probably wouldhave wanted to do something totally illegal.�
Ruthie laughed. �Ooh, you mean you would havewanted to be my boyfriend?�
�You bet!�
�Well, maybe it�s not too late.� Their legs were touch-ing under the table. She touched her thigh with herhand; then, for an incredible instant, she squeezed hispenis through his pants.
�Oh, my God! No, it�s too early!� Gainsmill cried.�Don�t do that again until after the trial!�
�Well, all right, if you insist.� Ruthie removed herhand and flipped through the book again. �Here�s oneof my very favorites,� she said, showing him a picturecalled �Young Girl Defending Herself Against Eros.� Itshowed a dark-haired, smiling beauty with lusciousbare breasts, holding a nude Cupid at arm�s length ashe prepared to stab her in the heart with an arrow. �Is-
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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 doingnothing to keep him from stabbing her in the heart!Can you believe that?�
�That�s incredible, all right,� Gainsmill dutifullysaid�but, in reality, he could well believe it. His ownresistance to having sex with his lovely client, hefeared, was just as bogus as the near-nude beauty�s re-sistance to Cupid. If only he could get away with it, hefeared, he would do it, without waiting for the trial.Only his flimsy expectation that he would not get awaywith it, and would get in terrifically big trouble, kepthim from seeking sex with Ruthie underneath the li-brary table right now.
�Here�s one of the sexiest,� Ruthie said, showing hima picture called �Perseus Rescuing Andromeda.� Itshowed a nearly nude, red-haired young lady with verysmall bare breasts, her nipples erect, looking upwardtoward an armored man on a flying horse, descendingto kill a dragon with a sword. The picture unmistakablysuggested that the young lady was well prepared tohave intercourse with the man as soon as he could killthe dragon and strip off his armor.
�That�s great,� Gainsmill said. He laughed. �That�syou 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 looked at the picture again. �Her breasts aresmaller than yours,� he said. �Let�s hope the police did-n�t get any photos of yours, or we�ll have a tough timearguing that it wasn�t against the law for you to showyours, when it sure would have been for thisAndromeda to show hers.�
�I don�t think they got any,� Ruthie said. �I pulled mytop back up quick. But I�m not sure no one else got apicture of me while it was down.�
�Well, if they did, we�ll deal with it�and we�ll stillwin,� Gainsmill assured her, hoping fervently that itwas true.
�Ooh, you�ll be my hero!� Ruthie gushed, putting herhand on his shoulder for a brief, tender, unforgettablemoment. Gainsmill�s heart almost burst with heroicpride and manly love, just like in his fantasies.
She flipped through the pages again. �Isn�t this oneexciting?� she asked, showing him a picture of Cupid
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caressing Venus�s nude breast, ready to kiss her, andwith his big butt sticking way out, poised for sexy ac-tion.
�Oh, Ruthie, it�s too exciting,� Gainmill protested.His penis was protesting too, spurting pre-coital fluidand straining to escape the stern confines of his will.�Maybe we shouldn�t look at any more of these rightnow.�
�Well, all right.� Ruthie sighed. �But let me just showyou one more of my favorites. This one doesn�t have anynudity.�
She turned to a picture called �The Stolen Kiss� byFragonard. It did nothing to relieve Gainsmill�s excite-ment, to say the very least. It showed exactly what thetitle implied, a man stealing a kiss from a woman whoseemed afraid they would be discovered.
�Um, is this one of your greatest inspirations too?�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 least bit of encour-agement.
She gave him more than that: a big smile, and themurmured words, �Try me and see.�
Gainsmill�s eyes frantically darted back and forth,trying to see whether anyone was looking. He had tobelieve no one was. His lips met Ruthie�s, and hertongue met his. Deeply their tongues delved into eachother�s mouths. He had to let her go, he desperatelythought�and yet he could not bear to keep from goingfarther. He reached beneath her low neckline, pressedhis fingers under the edge of her bra, and caressed hererect nipple. Far from offering even the most bogus re-sistance, she encouraged him by pressing his handwith her own through her clothing, right there in the li-brary.
The dam was breaking. Gainsmill�s will was power-less. His mouth was stuck to Ruthie�s, and his hand toher bare breast, by a force far stronger than any fear.Only the knowledge that he could not resist the urge toejaculate in his pants, that his pants were already wetwith semen and were getting wetter by the second, kepthim from begging Ruthie for secret sex that very dayand 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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*****
The fateful day and hour had come. The courtroomwas packed, no doubt largely with people who had readabout the trial in the Informer�including the Oak.Judge Cigarro had finished up a few short hearings be-fore beginning the jury trial. Now his voice boomed out,�The People of the State of Pacificum versus RutherfordB. Doolittle VI, case number 42-SU-MI-16249. Are thePeople ready for trial?�
�Yes, Your Honor,� said Harriet Forridan, her eyesblazing with indignation.
�Is the Defendant ready for trial?�
�Yes, Your Honor,� said Jim Gainsmill. Ruthie roseto stand beside him. A man�s dark gray suit and sub-dued tie almost completely disguised her feminine fig-ure. Gainsmill�s ardor for his lady love, he knew, mustbe equally well disguised by professional propri-ety�until after 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 policeuniform.
�Very well.� The judge began to instruct the prospec-tive jurors. Gainsmill looked them over, keeping hispile of juror questionnaires close at hand. He knew,from his discussions with Oakham, that the czarinawas going to want female jurors. They would eitherthink it unfair that they didn�t get to reveal their barebreasts, like Carmen Oriflamme, or else they wouldprobably disapprove of revealing anything that evenlooked like bare female breasts, so in either event theywould be hostile toward Ruthie. Gainsmill himself, onthe other hand, was going to want male jurors, whowould probably see nothing wrong with a fellow malegetting nude above the waist�even, or especially, if thefellow male had something very special to reveal. BothGainsmill and the czarina would have to struggle fran-tically to come up with purportedly gender-neutral rea-sons for selecting jurors of the gender they favored.
Gainsmill tried to pretend he was Perry Mason, withall the impressive characteristics of Mason as famouslyplayed by Raymond Burr, and all the daring of the wildand crazy Mason portrayed by Warren William in the1930s movies�as well as the suave coolness and in-
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vincibility of Mason in the books, who was not quitelike either of the actors, though he was more like Wil-liam than Burr. For the love of Ruthie, he was going tobe invincible indeed�nomatter what the misdemeanorczarina threw in his way.
The time came to select the jury. The czarina startedtrying to cheat right away. �Do any of you,� she askedthe first six prospective jurors, �think there is anythingwrong with the law that prohibits revealing barebreasts in public?�
She had to be stopped, at once. �Objection, YourHonor,� Gainsmill protested. �The jurors� personalopinions about the wisdom or unwisdom of our lawsare irrelevant. What matters is simply whether theycan and will follow the existing law, in accordance withthe court�s instructions.�
�Sustained,� said Judge Cigarro, frowning at the cza-rina.
Gainsmill knew he wasn�t supposed to try to get thejurors to agree with him at this stage. He confined him-self to asking whether they would follow the existinglaw whether they agreed with it or not, and whetherthey would give the defendant the benefit of any rea-sonable doubt, and things of that kind. Only if a jurorgave some definite indication of questionable or hostilethinking did he follow up with specific questions.
When the time came for the first round of strikes,Gainsmill successfully challenged a couple of femalejurors for cause. One of them, holding Oriflamme-likeviews, had expressed hostility toward �shemales� asunfair competitors, if they got to crowd out real femalesfrom males� attentions by showing off their barebreasts with impunity. The other had maintained thatindecency was indecency, whether it was a male or a fe-male who displayed female-looking breasts.
What was more, Gainsmill aggressively attacked theczarina�s challenges to male jurors, forcing her to comeup with supposedly gender-neutral reasons that wereoften 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 thesix-person misdemeanor jury.
Two more prospective jurors were escorted up.Gainsmill�s heart leaped for joy when he saw one ofthem, a fat guy wearing a T-shirt that showed hisbreasts were even bigger than Ruthie�s. This guy wouldbe 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 ashard as she could, and failing, to elicit some indicationof actual bias from the fat man, she told the judge atthe bench, �I want the fat guy off for cause. Look atthose tits. He�s sure to be biased in favor of another guywith oversized tits.�
�Your Honor!� Gainsmill cried, but softly, so the ju-rors supposedly couldn�t hear. �I object! That�s�that�sjust wrong! It can no more be presumed that a malewith the condition known as �gynecomastia� will be bi-ased in favor of another male with that condition, thanthat a�a white person will be biased in favor of anotherwhite 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,� theczarina insisted.
Now Gainsmill had to think fast and be creative.�Your Honor,� he said slowly, �this challenge arisesfrom gender discrimination. It could not be imaginedthat a female, with breasts identical in appearance tothose of this prospective juror, would be subject to achallenge of any kind because of her breasts. This juroris 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, andthen 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 withmental abnormalities and character disorders.�
�Pretext for discrimination,� Gainsmill shot back.�There were two fat females she didn�t strike.� It wastrue. One was the female who had been selected, andthe other was the one with the Oriflamme-like views.Gainsmill had made sure to get the czarina to say thatone was OK with her.
�I�ll find that the proposed peremptory challenge isdiscriminatory,� said the judge, �and disallow it.�
Harriet Forridan was pissed to the maximum, andher face showed it. Gainsmill discreetly smiled. He hadwon the first battle, the battle of jury selection. The

Page - 26

STRAPLESS STRIPPER BY DULCI DAILY



other prospective juror was a female, a shy-looking,mousy little one, but Gainsmill did not oppose her. Sheactually seemed willing to give Ruthie a fair trial, andthat was all that would be needed.

*****
�Ladies and gentlemen,� the misdemeanor czarinasaid after the judge had sworn the jurors in and in-structed them, �as Judge Cigarro has instructed you,the Constitution of the State of Pacificum makes youthe judges of both the law and the facts in this case.The facts, on the surface, are simple: the defendant is amale, but was dressed as a female, and revealed his, orher, bare breasts in public. Those breasts looked abso-lutely identical to female breasts. The law unquestion-ably prohibits the display of bare female breasts inpublic. The question for you to answer, as judges ofboth the law and the facts, is whether that law appliesto breasts identical in appearance to female breasts. Inother words, the question is whether a male may actu-ally have female breasts, for purposes of the lawagainst the public display of bare female breasts.
�The People of the State of Pacificum maintain thatthe answer to that question is yes, without a doubt. Theevidence will prove to you that the answer to that ques-tion is yes, without a doubt. You will hear evidencethat, for public safety purposes, there is absolutely nodifference between a female breast and an identi-cal-looking breast that happens to be possessed by amale. You will hear medical evidence proving that amale may actually have female breasts. You will beconvinced 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. JimGainsmill rose to speak.
�Ladies and gentlemen,� he said, �one of the mostfundamental principles of the law, which you are swornto apply, is that of fair notice regarding what conduct ispermitted, and what conduct is prohibited. You have aright to be told, ahead of time, what you can legally doand what you cannot. The Constitutions of the UnitedStates and of the State of Pacificum require that no expost facto law shall ever be passed. What this means isthat, if you have not been fairly informed ahead of timethat a certain act would be illegal, you cannot later bepunished for doing that act. What this means in the

Page - 27

RELUCTANT PRESS



case you are to decide today is that, if a male has notbeen fairly informed ahead of time that it would be ille-gal to reveal his breasts, which he very reasonably be-lieves are male breasts, then he cannot be punished bysomeone who comes along after the fact and says, �No,your breasts look too much like female breasts, and wesay they are female breasts, so it was illegal for you toreveal them.�
�Objection!� the czarina cried out. �Misleading thejury! This is totally irrelevant!�
�Overruled,� said Judge Cigarro. �Counsel is statinga 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 femalebreasts in appearance.� Exercising self-control as rigidas that of Raymond Burr playing Perry Mason,Gainsmill almost succeeded in excluding from hismind the very thought that he himself had been suchan observer, by means of touch as well as sight, andhad been gripped to the core by the extreme resem-blance. �And that brings up another of the fundamen-tal principles of law, ladies and gentlemen�one so fun-damental that we might take it for granted, if not for allthe jokes about lying lawyers and legal fictions. Thatfundamental principle is that the law is about reality,and not about mere appearance.� He hoped the czarinawould 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 femalebreasts,� he concluded, �the evidence will show thatthe defendant, as a male, never received fair notice thathe did have female breasts, or that any male could havefemale breasts. He thought he was simply doing some-thing that it is perfectly legal for every male to do, underthe law as it now exists. He did not knowingly or inten-tionally display any bare female breasts. Therefore, la-dies and gentlemen, you must find the defendant notguilty.�

*****
�I received a report of a female revealing her barebreasts in Grand Stimson Park,� said the big female of-ficer who had arrested Ruthie, Officer Clintella Jones.�I 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 awhite tube top and pink shorts. The tube top waspulled down so that her bare breasts were fully visible.�
�From looking at that person�s breasts,� the czarinaasked, �did you have any doubt that they were femalebreasts?�
�None.�
�Did you discover that this person with femalebreasts was, in reality, a male?�
�Yes. I observed that the person had a penis, the endof which was sticking out below the hem of the person�sshorts, which were extremely short. After I turned myback for a second to speak with Officer Frogmorton,however, I observed that the person had hidden the pe-nis between the person�s legs.�
�If not for the penis, could you have told from lookingthat the person was not a female?�
�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 identifiedthe defendant.�
�All right,� said the judge.
�Did all this happen here in the City of PacificHeights, County of Seaview, State of Pacificum?�
�Yes, it did.�
�Thank you. No further questions.�
�Any questions, Mr. Gainsmill?� asked JudgeCigarro.
Gainsmill tried to think what Perry Mason wouldhave done. He probably would have smiled, with totalconfidence, and said, �No questions.� Gainsmill did.
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*****
The czarina�s questioning of Officer Frogmorton wasmuch more unexpected. �Officer Frogmorton,� sheasked after a few questions about his observations atthe scene and his identification of the defendant, �areyou a homosexual or bisexual?�
�No!� the short male officer exclaimed. �I�m a hetero-sexual!�
�Have you ever acquired an erection from looking atwhat you knew to be a male�s bare chest?�
�Never.�
�Have you ever acquired an erection from looing at afemale�s bare breasts?�
�Yes, certainly.�
The czarina moved in for what she evidently believedto 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,� heasked, �have you ever gotten an erection from lookingat a picture of a female�s bare breasts?�
�Objection, irrelevant,� the czarina protested.
�Your Honor,� Gainsmill said smoothly, just as Ma-son would have done, �if you�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 Gainsmillrepeated the question. �I have to admit I�m a regularreader of Pumphouse magazine�and, uh, not only forthe articles.�
�From a painting or a sculpture showing a female�sbreasts, if it was a good enough imitation of the realthing, could you also get an erection?�
�Well, sure.�
�But in reality, a painting 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�t that right? Theyjust 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�sbreasts, couldn�t it? They just look like female breasts,but in reality they�re not?�
The officer hesitated for a second, but then plungedahead. �No way,� he insisted. �Those were real femalebreasts, even though he was a male.�
�How do you know?�
�I already told you. I am not a homosexual or bisex-ual. This was no painting or sculpture, it was a realperson with real bare breasts�and they were femalebreasts, because only female breasts give me erec-tions!�
�Is that all?�
�Yeah, that�s all.�
�All right. No further questions.�

*****
�For public-safety purposes,� said the chief of po-lice�whom the czarina had called to testify, asOakham had predicted��there is no difference be-tween the public display of a bare female breast and anidentical-looking breast that happens to be possessedby a male. Both have exactly the same tendency to leadto unsafe or illegal consequences, in the form of disrup-tion and distraction of traffic, sexual assaults, andmuch more.�
�Why is that?�
�Well, because both have the same tendency toarouse 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 malemust be considered to have female breasts if hisbreasts have the same tendency to arouse erections inmen as do the actual breasts of a female.�
�Do they both have the same tendency to produceharmful effects upon family life?�
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�Absolutely. If anything, the tendency is greaterwhen the possessor of the breasts is a male. You see,married men often fear that sexual involvement withanother woman will lead the other woman to make un-wanted emotional demands upon them. That fear islessened in the case of involvement with a so-called�shemale� who, in reality, is a male, but looks like a fe-male.�
�I�ll object and move to strike that answer,�Gainsmill said with a smile. �The witness has not beenqualified as an expert on sexual psychology.�
�Sustained, answer will be stricken,� said JudgeCigarro.
�No further questions,� said the czarina.
�Chief Robursson,� Gainsmill said, �as the chief ofpolice, you�re required to have a pretty fair knowledgeof the law, aren�t you?�
�Yes, I am,� said the chief.
�Where in the law, if anywhere, does it say that amale must be considered to have female breasts if hisbreasts have the same tendency to arouse erections inmen 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 besaid 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-tion.
�Then the law has no standards by which a malecould evaluate his own breasts and say, �OK, these aremale breasts, it�s OK to reveal them in public,� or �oops,these are female breasts, I�ve got to keep them coveredup.�
�It�s not a matter of evaluating his own breasts. If hereally wanted to know, he could conduct a survey, orsomething like that. Send out pictures of his barebreasts 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 czarinaagain.
�Sustained,� the judge repeated.
�Thank you, chief,� said Gainsmill. �No further ques-tions.�

*****
�Dr. Oglestone,� Gainsmill said after the czarina puton her show with the Moob Doc, �you testified that, inthe condition known as gynecomastia, a male actuallyhas female breasts.�
�Yes, that�s correct.�
�Now, correct me if I�m wrong�but I�m thinking yousurely didn�t mean a person who otherwise is male allover, with male DNA and everything, would have fe-male DNA in his breasts. You didn�t mean that, didyou?�
The big doctor smiled. �No, it�s not a matter of femaleDNA. Medically, what matters is diagnosis and treat-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 femalebreasts into male breasts. In principle, it�s the same asturning a male into a female, or a female into a male, bymeans of surgery and hormone treatment�althoughit�s a much simpler procedure.�
�So, if a male doesn�t complain about having femalebreasts, 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 actualdiagnosis.�
�And without an actual diagnosis, you would haveno medical basis 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 complaintto me that he did have them.�
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Gainsmill grinned, but promptly erased the grin. Heknew, what the jury would never know, that the cza-rina had filed a pretrial motion to compel Ruthie tosubmit to a diagnosis of her breasts�but Gainsmillhad successfully opposed the motion, and the czarinahad been ordered 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-cal basis for saying the defendant does have femalebreasts.�
�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 muchmoney he made from mutilating men�s lovely fe-male-looking breasts (although he wouldn�t use thoseexact words)�but he decided against it. The doctor hadsaid 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.

*****
�The People rest, Your Honor,� said the czarina.
�Does the defense have any evidence?� the judgeasked.
�Yes, Your Honor. The defense will call Rutherford B.Doolittle VI.�
Ruthie, still in her male disguise, arose and went tothe witness stand. Gainsmill had thoroughly discussedthe question of whether Ruthie should testify, with herand with Oakham. She had no prior convictions thatcould be used for impeachment, and Oakham thoughtshe would make a sympathetic witness in the eyes ofany jurors who weren�t loathers of so-called shemales.The czarina would undoubtedly try to rip her to shredson cross-examination�but that might just backfire,and blow up in the czarina�s face.
�Sir,� Gainsmill called her with a perfectly straightface, �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 GrandStimson Park on the Capitoline Hill in Pacific Heights?�
�Yes, I was.�
Gainsmill swallowed hard. The memory must not beallowed to give him an erection now, or to fuddle hismind. He tried to conjure up Raymond Burr as PerryMason, who presumably never got erections during tri-als. �How were you dressed?� he asked in a bland, tone-less, totally professional voice.
�Well, I was wearing a ladies� tube top and shorts.�
�Is that your normal attire when you go for a walk inthe park?�
�Yes, that kind of thing.�
�You are a male, but you are accustomed to wearwomen�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, I was.� Ruthie was blushing, and she too washaving a hard time keeping her voice steady.
�Now, Mr. Doolittle,� Gainsmill asked, in a tone ap-proaching that of grim severity, �what was your reasonfor doing such a thing?�
�It was just a joke!� Ruthie said. �I just thought itwould be fun. And�well, I saw a nice-looking man
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looking at me, and I just thought I�d give him an eye-ful.�
Gainsmill clenched his teeth, but kept his lipspressed tight so they wouldn�t show. No one must sus-pect that he himself was that nice-looking man.
�Did you know it was against the law to display thebare female breast in public?� he asked when he couldbring himself to unclench his teeth.
�Well, of course.�
�Did it occur to you that you might be breaking thatlaw?�
�No, of course not! I do know I�m really a male, not afemale. I was just pretending, just like when I wore theladies� clothes.�
�What was your reaction when you were accused ofbreaking the law?�
�Well, I couldn�t believe it. I was totally shocked.�
�Did you utter any protest?�
�Objection, Your Honor!� cried the czarina. �Thequestion calls for a self-serving out-of-court statement,which is inadmissible under the hearsay rule, even ifoffered by the defendant while testifying.�
Gainsmill was prepared for this. �Your Honor,� hesaid, �the defendant�s protest would be admissible asan excited utterance. The defendant was under thestress of a very shocking event, that of being accused ofa crime for engaging in conduct he believed to be totallylawful, and there was no opportunity for reflectivethought such as could have preceded a fabricatedstatement.�
�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 lawfor me to show my bare chest!��
�And yet you were arrested anyway?�
�Yes, I was.�
�Thank you, Mr. Doolittle. No further questions.�

Page - 36

STRAPLESS STRIPPER BY DULCI DAILY



The czarina arose to begin 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 thatright?�
�Well, yes, it was.�
�You saw some nice-looking man, you thought you�dgive him a nice big eyeful of your beautiful breasts, andthen when he predictably got attracted to you, you�dlaugh and say, �Ha, ha, the joke�s on you! I�m no female,I�m a male!� Is that the idea?� Gainsmill thought of ob-jecting, but he couldn�t figure out the right objection onthe spot.
�Well, not necessarily,� Ruthie said, with some reluc-tance.
�Oh, so maybe you wouldn�t say the joke was onhim? Maybe you�d be pleased to find you were excitinghim by showing off your lovely breasts?� Gainsmilldropped the ball again, failing to think of an objection.
�I don�t know,� Ruthie said. Then, daringly, sheadded, �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-cited from seeing your fine, womanly breasts, didn�tyou?�
�Well, I wasn�t sure.�
The czarina actually snorted out loud. �Have youever 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 thewitness�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 couldeasily arouse a male to sexual excitement by displayinghis 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 become sexually aroused, simply byrevealing your bare breasts?�
�Same objection, Your Honor,� Gainsmill said atonce. �This is simply the same question as the previousone, in slightly disguised form.�
�Sustained.�
The czarina seemed pissed to the maximum. She didnot give up. �Did that nice-looking man who was look-ing at you,� she inquired, �become sexually arousedwhen you showed him your bare, luscious breasts?�
�Objection, Your Honor!� Gainsmill cried. This wasstabbing far too close to home. He had to think of anobjection, even if there wasn�t a very good one. �Thequestion is irrelevant,� he said, �to the issue of the de-fendant�s knowledge regarding whether his breastswere male or female breasts.�
�But it�s totally relevant,� the czarina shot back, �tothe issue of whether the defendant�s breasts were maleor female breasts!�
Judge Cigarro frowned. �I�ll overrule the objection,�he said after a moment�s thought.
�Did that man,� the czarina asked again, �becomesexually aroused when you showed him your barebreasts?�
Ruthie was blushing hotly now. �Well, yes, I believehe 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 questionon your notepad and hand it to the bailiff, who will giveit 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 seethe defendant�s bare breasts?�
�I say�I mean, the People say yes, Your Honor,� theczarina said at once. �The jury needs to get a full andfair idea of what we�re talking about here.�
Gainsmill could think of plenty of objections to this,but he wasn�t sure it would be wise to raise them. Hewould have protested vigorously if the czarina had de-manded a jury view of Ruthie�s breasts, but it was dif-ferent when the request came from a juror.
�Your Honor,� he said, �may I have a minute to con-sult with the defendant about this?�
�Certainly,� said the judge.
Gainsmill walked back to the defense table. �What,right here in front of everybody?� Ruthie asked when hetold 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 juryto think we�ve got anything to hide. If I objected, theycould easily think I was trying to cover up�uh��
�To cover up my breasts?� Ruthie giggled.
�Well, yes. They could easily, uh, draw an adverse in-ference if I objected.�
Ruthie sighed. �Well, all right, Jim,� she said, �if yousay so.�
Gainsmill went back to the bench. �Your Honor,� hesaid, �the defendant consents to an in camera jury viewof h�his bare breasts.�
�Very well,� said Judge Cigarro. Raising his voice, hesaid, �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, theczarina, the bailiff, the court reporter, and the jury fol-lowed him into his chambers near the courtoom. �Allright,� Gainsmill said to Ruthie when they had assem-bled, �just remove all your clothing above the waist andlet them see.�
Ruthie complied, turning her back toward the littleassembly. 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 nipplesas erect, as when Gainsmill had seen them in the park.Soon Gainsmill�s penis was fully erect. He felt sure theother men in the room were getting erections too.
�Er�does counsel for either party have any ques-tions for the witness, in view of this response to the juryquestion?� asked the judge.
�Yes,� said the czarina. �How could you possibly say,with a straight face, that you thought it was legal toshow off these beauties in public?�
�I thought so because I was a male,� Ruthie repliedsimply, �and so I believed that, legally, my breasts weremale breasts, not female breasts.�
The czarina snorted. Gainsmill said he didn�t haveany questions, and the defense rested. Everyone re-en-tered the courtroom, and the judge announced thatclosing arguments would begin.

*****
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 gavehis final instructions to the jury, and the jurors retiredto deliberate.
Oakham came up to Gainsmill and said, �Jim, thatwas 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, �yourtalent is being wasted in motions practice. You�re a nat-ural trial lawyer. I sure as hell didn�t do as well as youdid in my first jury trial. I�m going to recommend to thefirm that you get some trial experience ASAP. Then, in afew years, maybe you can take my spot as a partnerwhen I retire.�
�Hey, that sounds really interesting,� said Gainsmill,with visions of being a real-life Perry Mason dancing inhis head. They crossed the street, entered The Decen-
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cies restaurant, and got coffee and donuts. ThenGainsmill listened to Oakham talking about white-col-lar defense, drug defense, getting bad boys and girlsfrom rich families out of trouble, and more, whileRuthie looked on and asked an occasional question.
They had not yet finished their coffee and donutswhen Gainsmill�s cell phone rang. �Oh, really?� he said.�OK, we�ll be right over.�
�The jury is back already,� he said to Oakham andRuthie.
�Hey, that didn�t take too long,� said the Oak. �That�seither a really good sign, or a really bad sign.�
They walked back fast to the courthouse, descendedto the basement, and entered Misdemeanor Courtroom4. The czarina was there already. Gainsmill notified thejudge that he was there too.
�Very well,� said the judge. �Ladies and gentlemen ofthe jury, have you reached a verdict?�
�We have,� said the big man who had asked to seeRuthie�s bare breasts. He evidently had been chosen asthe foreman.
�What is your verdict?�
�We find the defendant, Rutherford B. Doolittle VI,not guilty of public indecency, a Class 3misdemeanor.�
Excited talking broke out at once in the packedcourtroom. Ruthie�s face displayed a broad grin.�Thank you so much, Jim!� she exclaimed, primlyshaking his hand.
�My pleasure,� said Gainsmill. The thought of fargreater pleasure to come�to come really soon�wasrolling into him like a rip tide.
�Terrific job, Jim,� said Oakham, gripping his handand 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 anyplea deals for your clients from me from now on. Itwon�t happen.�
Gainsmill smiled coolly. �Don�t sorry, I won�t!� he as-sured her.
Ruthie stood up and handed Jim a card�the samebusiness card he had given her when she was arrested
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in the park. On the back she had written, �See you afterwork in my apartment�515 Randwick, # 2, just abovethe park?�
Oh, my God! Jim Gainsmill thought. This is it! Shereally wants to! We�re going to do it! His penis rose tofull erection almost at once.
He grinned and nodded �Yes.� They shook handsagain. Then Ruthie walked out�quite properly,Gainsmill thought. It would never do for an attorney toappear to be going to have sex with a former client im-mediately after the attorney-client relationship ended,even if he really was going to. He contented himselfwith watching her big, swaying hips, discernible eventhrough her boring men�s trousers, disappearingthrough the courtroom door.

*****
Gainsmill tried to keep cool and calm as he walkedup the stairs to Ruthie�s second-floor apartment, buthe utterly failed. His hand shook with excitement as heknocked 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-ghetti-strap negligee. Gainsmill could plainly see thather pointy nipples were hard already. Her penis wasconcealed between her legs. �Oh, Jim, I�m so glad youcould come,� she told him.
�So am I,� he said. He wasted no time. The marriageproposal could wait. He clasped her waist, drew himclose to him, and kissed her on the mouth. Almost atonce his hands descended to her big, womanly but-tocks. Their tongues were penetrating each other�smouths as deeply as possible.
Gainsmill touched her breast. She pressed his handtightly against it with her own.
�Oh, my God, Jim, I�m so hot,� Ruthie murmured.�Let�s go into the bedroom.�
Gainsmill eagerly complied. Ruthie let her penis outof hiding and entered the bedroom before him. Thenshe sat down on the edge of the bed and pressed her pe-nis�or her big clitoris�back down into hiding betweenher legs. Gainsmill sat next to her, kissed her on themouth again, and slipped his hand between her legs tostroke her 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 I belong�forlife! An almost-forgotten fragment of poetry from somelargely forgettable English class wafted into his mind:�Home is the hunter��how did it go? �Home is thesailor, home from the sea, and the hunter home fromthe hill.�
�Wow, Ruthie, you�re the greatest,� Gainsmillpraised her. �I mean it. I�ll always love you.� He couldwait no longer to ask: �Will you marry me?�
Ruthie took a deep breath and squeezed his peniswith her vagina. �Oh, Jim,� she said, clutching himtightly, �at a time like this, it�s so terribly tempting!But�I�m afraid I just don�t think it would be right.�
�What?� Gainsmill could not have heard her cor-rectly, and yet he feared he had. �What do youmean�itwouldn�t be right?�
Ruthie sighed. �Oh, dear,� she said. �I do love you,Jim�but I�ve got to admit I love my freedommore. If wewere married, I wouldn�t want to cheat on you or rejectyou�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�twant sex any more. I�ve got to be free to do either ofthose things�to do it with another guy if I want, or tohave no sex with anyone for a week, a month, a year, ormore. Do you understand?�
No! Gainsmill�s heart was screaming�but his mindcould not agree. He did understand, and could not pre-tend to himself that he didn�t. Ruthie was thinking likeEd Pumphries, except for the hot air about �progressiveprinciples��and except that Ed would never abstainfrom blow jobs for a year or more.
�So, um�you don�t believe in marriage?� Gainsmillasked.
�For people who have children, or hope to have them,I do,� Ruthie responded. �For them, I think divorce isthe most loathsome thing. My parents were divorced,and I know what I�m talking about.�
Gainsmill listened in silence, trying to keep his dwin-dling penis inside Ruthie�s vagina as long as possible.�But as for me,� she said, �well, I obviously can�t havebabies myself, and I�I�ve never been able to have anerection for a woman, only for a man. So I really don�tsee what would be the point of getting married.�
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Gainsmill knew what seemed to be the point, orpoints, for many same-sex married couples: tax bene-fits and other legal advantages, plus the hope of recog-nition that their sex relationships were just as good astraditional marriage. These benefits, he had to admit,had never tempted him to marriage before, and hecouldn�t urge them upon Ruthie as good reasons formarriage either. Still, his heart begged him to believe,there must be some point to marrying this loveliest ofladies 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 never before been one of Jim Gainsmill�sstrong points, but his fantasies of marrying Ruthie hadinspired him to hope for it. �Um�what about faithful-ness?� he dutifully added.
�Faithfulness to a dear friend,� Ruthie said, �wouldbe one of the most wonderful things in my life, if only Icould have it.� Gainsmill�s penis, now limp, slipped outof Ruthie, leaving the used condom half on his penisand half still inside her rectum�no longer her vagina,for the magic of the moment had vanished. Ruthie wasstill clasping him tightly with her hands, arms, andlegs.
�But not marriage,� Gainsmill said. He was stilldeeply 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 bindsto himself a joy / Doth the wing? life destroy.� Had henarrowly escaped from something that would haveturned out to be a disaster? He did not know, but hecould not be sure he had not.
�No, not marriage,� Ruthie confirmed. �But I do hopeyou�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 togethersometime.�
�I�d love to.�
He feared he was treading on thin ice, and yet he hadto ask: �Um�and maybe we�ll both feel like doing thisagain 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 lessthan a year, or even a month, but he figured he�d betternot. There would be time enough when it hap-pened�and it would surely happen, if Jim Gainsmillgot his wish.

*****
�See you sometime soon,� Gainsmill said when theyparted. He caressed Ruthie�s face and kissed her softlyon the lips, with no tongue insertion. Then the doorwas 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 lifealways now, he hoped, even if she decided she didn�twant sex for a year or more. Marriage or no marriage,he would be a faithful friend for her, even if not a faith-ful lover.
His phone made noise. The ringtone indicated that atext message had arrived. It was from Ed Pumphries,predictably asking, �Hey Jim�interested?�
�Sorry Ed. Not in mood right now.� The words sprangto mind, and Gainsmill had used them before, but hewondered if they were really the right ones. Would heever be in the mood for mutual blow jobs with EdPumphries again?
�Don�t ever change, Jim.� Pumphries�s words re-turned to haunt him. He had totally defied them. Hehad changed greatly; he had fallen in love with aso-called shemale; he had �aped� the traditionalman-woman sex act with Ruthie. Pumphries would betotally pissed if he knew, but he didn�t need toknow�or did he?
�Sorry Ed. I�ve changed. In love with shemale. Nomore 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. Thebridge between his old life and his new life was notquite ready to be burned, although he foresaw that itmight well have to burn someday. If Ruthie was readyto stay away from sex for a year or more, and he himselfwas not, he might return to Pumphries after all fromtime to time. He did not know; he just could not besure.
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�Sorry Ed. Just had sex with shemale. Not in moodfor blow or hand job right now. Maybe some othertime.� Yes, those were the right words. Pumphrieswould be pissed about the �shemale� part, butGainsmill couldn�t and wouldn�t try to conceal it. Hesighed 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 rightwords. Then he put his phone away and turned towardhome. Yes, he was still single, and he sighed again atthe thought�not for the last time, he was sure. Still, hehoped and imagined, his new life would be more bliss-ful than the old, 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 ashe entered his lonely cubicle�and then anotherbeatoff!
He gazed at the walls of his little cubicle, coveredwith more than 100 pictures of nude, small-breastedbeauties. That was one good thing about working in themale-dominated world of a computer programmer, Billthought: no feminist fanatics would be peeved aboutthe lovely sex objects in his imaginary harem. His littlethree-inch cock was hard in his pants almost at oncewhen he looked at them. No one would care if it washard all day, as long as he kept coding. Glances at thebeauties would keep him going through the long hoursof coding, until at last he escaped and went home forthe high point 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,just as if they were his real girlfriends. In reality, hetried not to remember, he had never had a girlfriend inhis life. At almost 35 years of age, he had done it withgirls more than 6,000 times in fantasy, but never oncein reality. No girl had ever even looked at him twice, ex-cept to verify that he was indeed as short and ugly as helooked at first glance.
He gazed upon Serena and pretended she loved him.She was a bright-looking, fresh-faced, bespectacled,brown-haired beauty, looking to be about 25 years oldor so�except for her tiny breasts, which looked likethose of a girl no more than 11 or 12. Bill couldn�t standsickoes who actually wanted sex with girls that young,but it drove him wild with desire to see mature ladies,even grannies, whose breasts looked like they were stillat that magical budding stage.
�Oh, God, Serena,� Bill murmured, �do we have towait until tonight?� Bill�s brain was roaring with mightyfantasies of ardent lovemaking with Serena, and hiscock was already starting to drip. He had to cut this outat once, he figured, or he would ejaculate in his pantsfor sure.
He heard a soft sound from somebody behind him, atthe entrance to the cubicle. He stiffened at the thoughtthat it was probably one of the guys silently laughing athim for being so crazed about imaginary beauties,knowing he would probably never get a real girlfriend in
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his life. Still, he guessed he should turn around andsee who it was.
He turned away from Serena and looked toward theopening of the cubicle. His heart, already poundinghard, took a double leap at what he saw there. It was agirl, a real girl, or someone who looked a whole lot like agirl, though she wore guys� clothes. The girl�if it was agirl�was plump, blue-eyed, and bespectacled likeSerena, with breasts like hers but slightly bigger. Thegirl�s hair was like Serena�s hair too, brown and wavydown to her shoulders. Incredibly, the girl was smiling,just like Serena�smiling straight at Bill.
�Uh, hi,� said the girl�and she sounded like shewasn�t a girl after all, though Bill was powerless toshake off the strong impression that she was. Her voicewas 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 biggerthan Bill�s little penis.
�I�m Dean Ringgold,� said the girl with the malevoice, before the speechless Bill could regain his ownvoice. �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 guy Dean is gay for sure, Bill was thinking. He did-n�t want to be attracted to a gay guy, and yet he couldhardly believe how girlishly attractive Dean was�espe-cially when he looked at Dean�s breasts, and he couldhardly rip his eyes away from them. He knows I�mogling his breasts, Bill thought. I�ve got to stop, or he�llthink I�m gay too! So he thought�and yet he couldn�tstop.
�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, �Whatabout you?� The worst that could happen, he guessed,was that Dean would say, �Hell, no, I�m gay all theway,� or something like that. Then Bill would say,�Well, I�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 even more like a girl�sface than it already did, what with his full, deep pink
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lips and all. Dean could actually pass for a pretty girlabove the waist if you didn�t look too close, Bill thought.He didn�t look too close, or at least he tried not to.
�Well!� Dean said, giving a sharp, nervous-soundinglaugh. �Um�yeah, I�m pretty girl-crazy too, in my ownway!�
What�s your own way? Bill almost blurted out, butstopped himself. Dean looked embarrassed enough al-ready. He was actually blushing. Not only that, but hisnipples were sticking out, plainly visible through histight T-shirt.
Bill stared at Dean�s breasts for way too long. Yes,Dean had real breasts, chubby little ones a lot likethose of some of Bill�s nude beauties, and his T-shirtshowed their exact size and shape. He ripped his eyesaway at once, though, when he saw that Dean hadcaught him looking. Bill feared he knew the answer tohis question already: Dean was crazy about being agirlish gay. Dean, unlike any real girl, was going towant sex with him. Bill wasn�t going to do it�or washe?
�Uh, how�s that?� The words were out of Bill�s mouthbefore he could stop them. He had to know, and Dean�shot blush told him how eager Dean was to tell. Bill wassweating with embarrassment at having been caughtogling a guy�s breasts, and yet he couldn�t force himselfto keep from looking at them again. Oh my God, Billthought, it�s just as exciting as seeing a real girl with nobra!
�Well, you see,� Dean said. He hesitated. He drewcloser to Bill. Bill could have reached out and touchedDean�s breasts, if he hadn�t forced himself not to. Histhree-inch cock was at least as hard as it ever got fromlooking at pictures of nude female beauties.
�Can you keep a secret?� Dean said, in a voice barelyabove a whisper.
�Sure I can,� Bill said. His heart and his three-incherwere 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 eachother to the death in Bill�s hot heart. He wasn�t gay, andhe didn�t want sex with a gay�but Dean, or Dee Anne,was such a lovely girl, even if she did have a male voiceand a bulge in her pants!
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�Hey, that�s a cute name�Dee Anne,� Bill said. Hewasn�t gay, but he figured he could play along, and befriends with Dee Anne. She had confided in him, afterall; he didn�t have the heart to let her down. �And, uh,you�re a pretty cute girl, too!�
�Oh, do you really think so?� Dee Anne laughed.�I�ll�uh�I�ll have to let you see me wearing girls�clothes sometime!�
�Wow, I can hardly wait,� said Bill. �Uh�usgirl-crazy guys need to stick together, you know what Imean?� He dared to look Dee Anne in the face, and evento grin at him. After he said the words, he realized shemight think he meant �have gay sex� when he said�stick together.� He even started to imagine himselfsticking together with her in that sense, though hetried to force himself not to.
Dee Anne gave Bill a big smile, looking more like agirl than ever. Bill couldn�t help casting another light-ning-fast glance at her pants. They were still bulging,all right. �Yeah, I think I know what you mean,� DeeAnne responded.

*****
Dee Anne tried hard to be cool and calm as she ar-rived home from work. She had been thinking aboutBill all day. She had always had a soft spot in her heartfor wimpy-looking little guys like Bill�and he sure hada cute grin, although his swarthy, sharp-featured facewasn�t what most girls would call handsome. And whenhe told her, �Us girl-crazy guys need to stick to-gether��could he have imagined Dee Anne�s response,vivid fantasies of herself and Bill �sticking together� inthe most literal sense?
This had to stop, Dee Anne insisted to herself. Shewas a good girl, and she would never do such a thingwith a guy unless they were married. She hardly evenknew Bill yet, and she didn�t dare hope he might evermarry her. But still, she had been swept away by fanta-sies of marrying a good man ever since she discoveredher secret girlishness at the age of 10. She could hardlypretend that fantasies about Bill, in their turn, would-n�t sweep her away�this very night!
Shedding her everyday identity as Dean, Dee Annestripped off her boring men�s clothes, crowned herselfwith a pure white good-girl headband, and began to put
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on much lovelier clothing. First came a lacy little braand a generous pair of white panties; she slipped herbig clitoris into hiding between her legs before puttingthem on. Then came a half-slip and one of her trea-sured �heirlooms,� a peasant blouse just like girls usedto wear in the �50s. It didn�t show her cleavage, ofcourse, for good girls didn�t wear blouses cut thatlow�but still it delicately suggested that, if she were tobend over in just the right way, a man might catch aglimpse of something unusually lovely. Her bra was cutlow enough that, if a man were to see her in it, he wouldsee a good deal of her cleavage�but of course thatwould not happen! Finally there was a knee-lengthflowered skirt, long enough to make it clear that DeeAnne was a good girl grown up, but short enough togive men a fair chance to see her plump but pretty legs.
Bad thoughts were tormenting Dee Anne, thoughtsof stripping and letting Bill see her nude like the beau-ties in his cubicle, but she steadfastly refused to give into them. Though she was born in the bad, sexy �90s,Dee Anne loved to play the old-fashioned good girl fromdays long gone by, the �50s and early �60s, when (shefancied) a good girl could still get respect from boys,without being constantly bombarded with demands forsex. She would let Bill see her, though, she de-cided�only not nude, nor even bending over to givehim a glimpse of her breasts. She had to let Bill knowshe was not like those females on his walls, who gotnude to be seen by every man in the universe.
Dee Anne had a seven-inch tablet, unheard-of in theold days, but very useful for portraying herself as anold-fashioned girl. She was going to take pictures ofherself for Bill, showing her secret girlish self. She wasterribly tempted to take one of herself in the nude, butshe resisted.
She took several pictures of herself. None of themshowed her cleavage, though she was sweating fromthe effort of resisting the temptation to show it. Thenshe put on a thin pink sweater�not too tight, shehoped, but at least as tight as a good girl would everwear�and took several pictures of herself that showedoff her breasts to good advantage. Finally she took theplunge, stripped again, and put on her one-piece swim-suit. It wasn�t quite decent-looking, for Dee Anne�s legswere short and her waist was long, so the neckline ofthe swimsuit was pulled down quite low, revealing fartoo much of her cleavage. By now, though, she was tooexcited to care. She took picture after picture of herselfshowing off her pretty figure�which looked even pret-tier than it really was, since the cups of the swimsuit
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were too big for her and had to be stuffed with hankiesto fill them up.
Her heart pounding hard at the thought of lettingBill see her secret girl-self, Dee Anne then tried to relaxwith a romance novel. It wasn�t a hot one, of course,but Dee Anne herself was dreadfully hot and bothered.She tried to cool down, really she did, but she utterlyfailed.
At last she knew she must seek relief. Good girlssurely didn�t do it, but she couldn�t help herself. Shestripped again, lay down on her back in bed, andrubbed her breasts, keeping her knees up, her thighstogether, and her big clitoris hidden beneath them. Hermouth was open, her hips were pumping, her thighswere clenching in rapid rhythm, her clitoris was grow-ing ever hotter and harder, throbbing even harder thanher heart. At last she thrust one hand between herthighs while keeping the other on her breast. Gaspingfor breath, she clutched her forearm with her thighs,bucked her hips up and down with all her might,pressed her hidden clitoris as far down as it would go,and rubbed it frantically until it gushed. �Oh, yes! Bill! Ilove you!� she whispered at the climax, while pretend-ing Bill was thrusting into her and ejaculating.

*****
�Dee Anne, I love you,� Bill whispered. Dee Anne wasfully female in his fantasy�or so he thought. She gavehim a big, lovely smile, just as she had done in reality.He was kissing her on the mouth, kissing her nipples,feeling the heat and moisture of her womanly openingbetween her legs, and rubbing her hard little clitoris.He was almost ready to enter her�but now he imag-ined that her clitoris was growing bigger, far biggerthan a girl�s clitoris should be, until it was at least aslong as his own three-inch cock.
He couldn�t back off now. He mounted her dog-style,stroking her gigantic clitoris with one hand and herbreasts one by one with the other. At least her tight, hotvagina was fully womanly. Her hips were bucking hardand Bill was plunging her, straining hard to keep histhree-incher inside, but succeeding masterfully. Soonthey ascended together to orgasm in fantasy, while Billalone ejaculated in reality.
�Oh, God, Dee Anne, you�re so great,� Bill mur-mured. �You�re the only one for me!�
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*******
Do I really dare? Dee Anne wondered. It had seemedso easy and so exciting to take the pictures last night,but this morning she was gripped with fear. What if Billnot only didn�t like the pictures, but told hateful bigotsabout them? Magnum Supreme was a huge company,and Dee Anne was sure some hateful bigots workedhere. What if bigots beat her up, or worse?
She stared at the walls of Bill�s cubicle, in which Billhad not yet arrived. What if Bill treated her, or tried totreat her, like one of these nude beauties�good onlyfor fleeting excitement, nothing more? He wouldn�t suc-ceed, of course; Dee Anne was a good girl, never to bedegraded like that. But did she really want to risk apainful scene with a sex-crazed little loser, never to be atrue lover?
She started to turn away, but found herself face toface with Bill. Her tablet was in her hand. She couldshow him the pictures right now, and see how he re-sponded, at least. Maybe he would be kind to her, afterall�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 I am.� She was getting too close to him,almost whispering in his ear, fearing he could hear thepounding of her heart.
�Hey, sure,� Bill said. �Right now?�
�Uh, yes. They�re on my tablet.� She showed him thetablet, although no pictures were visible yet.
�Wow, yeah, let�s see!� Dee Anne took a deep breath,tried to let it out silently, and showed him the first pic-ture.

*******
Bill�s eyes bulged when he saw the pictures of Deanin girls� clothes, doing a terrific job of looking like apretty girl. He forced himself not to look at the realDean, only at the pictures. When he got to the ones ofDean in the tight pink sweater and the ones in thebathing suit, he was sweating, and his three-incherwas engorged.

Page - 54

STRAPLESS STRIPPER BY DULCI DAILY



Bill felt as if he was choking. Dean, in the pictures,looked like an incredibly desirable girl�but in realityhe was a gay guy, and Bill didn�t want sex with a gayguy. Still, he wasn�t going to reject Dean just for show-ing him the pictures. That would make Bill no betterthan all the God-damned girls who rejected or ignoredhim just because they thought he was a weak littlewimp!
He decided to play along. Dean was a nice guy, afterall. Maybe at least they could be friends, he thought,though he was starting to tremble irrationally at thethought of being friends with a beautiful, effeminategay guy.
�Wow, Dee Anne, these are great,� Bill said. �Youlook like a terrifically cute girl!�
�Ooh, thank you so much!� Dee Anne�s smile greweven bigger and brighter. Bill had to gaze upon herbreasts again through her T-shirt, although he knewshe would see him gazing. Sure enough, her nippleswere erect. Oh, God, she wants me! Bill thought. Theonly girl who�s ever really wanted me, and she�s a gayguy! What am I going to do?
Bill�s lonely heart could not resist. He wasn�t going tobutt-fuck a gay guy, no matter what�but at least hecould play along. It would be worth it, to get a girlfriendat last.
�Well, what are we waiting for?� Bill said. �How abouta date�Dee Anne?�
�Oh, yes! Thank you so much for asking!�
�What about tonight after work�and after youchange into some of those clothes you were wearing inthe pictures?�
�I�d love to! Would you like to go out for dinner anddancing at Oldio-Goodio? It�s one of my favorite places,and not very expensive!�
�Sure thing. See you right after work.�

*******
This is for real, Bill had to force himself to think. Thisis really happening. Dee Anne was really getting intohis car, dressed in girls� clothes. She was wearing a fullknee-length skirt and that tight pink sweater that had
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almost driven Bill wild even when he only saw it in apicture. Dee Anne was wearing a bra underneath it,with a little bit of padding that made her breasts lookslightly bigger and hid her nipples, but Bill was sureher nipples were hard inside the bra. She must knowhis manhood was hard inside his pants, too, althoughshe didn�t know it was only three inches long.
�Uh, wow, you look great,� Bill truthfully told DeeAnne.
�Ooh, thank you!� she responded. �I feel great, too! Ihaven�t been on a date with a guy for a long time, andthe ones I have been on were, uh, not so great.�
�Oh, that�s too bad. Um, what was wrong withthem�if you don�t mind me asking?�
Dee Anne sighed. �All the men wanted was sex,� shesaid, �and I wasn�t going to give it to them. I�m a goodgirl, you know. I�ve got moral standards, and I�m goingto stick with them.�
Bill stared at her, and had to force himself again toremember that this was real. Dee Anne wasn�t going topush him to have gay sex! Maybe he could actually re-lax and have fun with her, just as if she was a real goodgirl!
�Hey, that�s great,� he said. �Not too many girls thesedays are like that, I guess�I mean, not that I�ve reallygot any way of knowing for sure. Girls have never beenbegging me for sex�except, you know, in my fanta-sies.� Bill felt a strange new sensation of starting to beashamed of his fantasies, of wishing Dee Anne didn�tknow about them, even of wishing he didn�t have them.
�I was afraid you were going to try to treat me like oneof the women on your wall,� Dee Anne admitted. �I�mreally glad you�re not.�
�Hell, no, I�m not!� Bill insisted. �I�m going to be agentleman, for a change, and treat you like a lady!�

*******
He did treat her like a lady, although it wasn�t easywhen he felt her eagerly letting him press her breastsagainst his chest. Almost as soon as they entered theOldio-Goodio Restaurant and Dance Hall, Dee Anneasked him if he liked to dance. �I could give it a try,� hesaid. �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 bandbegan to play one.
�Yeah, I think I could handle that. Just watch yourfeet, 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 anerection and was trying to keep him from finding out.
He looked to her face, trying to forget about what wasinside her skirt, and what was inside his pants. Shewas smiling at him as if she liked him a whole lot. Hisheart was thawing to her. If this kept up, he wouldn�teven care whether she was really a gay guy.
�Hey, this is great,� Bill said. �I�ve got to hand it toyou, you make a great girl.�
�Ooh, thank you!� Dee Anne responded. �I�m so gladyou think so!�
Bill gulped. Did he dare say more�or did he dare notsay more? Was this his only chance to get a girlfriend, abeautiful one, who wasn�t shy about letting him knowshe liked him a whole lot? If it was, how could he everforgive 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 atall!� she assured him. Now her breasts were pressedeven tighter against Bill�s chest.
�Well, then,� he said, �what are we waiting for?� Heraised his face to hers, making it obvious that hewanted to kiss her. She was ready for him. Her full lipsmet 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, shehad an erection, although she pulled it away at oncewhen the short kiss ended.
�Oh, dear!� Dee Anne exclaimed. �That�s quiteenough of that for now! I really don�t think it would beladylike, or gentlemanly, to keep on like this in public!�
How about in private? he wondered. How far would agood girl go�and how gay would she turn out to be? Ofcourse he didn�t ask her�but he was going to find out.He held her tight and they danced on, toward a futureBill would never have dreamed of yesterday.
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*******
�You don�t really want a girl like the ones on yourwall, do you?� Dee Anne asked Bill while they were eat-ing dinner. Urgently she hoped he didn�t, but still shefelt lingering fear that he did.
�Hell, no,� Bill assured her. �I only want a girl exactlylike you!� Dee Anne�s heart leaped for joy. �Those pic-tures are nothing but narcotics�just totally legal, to-tally free narcotics.�
Dee Anne laughed, although she guessed it wasn�treally funny that Bill had needed narcotics. �Did youneed narcotics because you were lonely?� she askedhim directly.
�You guessed it.� Bill swallowed hard. �Damnlonely,� 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? Shefeared she was, and yet now she hardly cared.
His eyes met hers, and did not look away. He seemedto be afraid of something, and yet struggling to conquerhis fear. �No, I sure hope not, he said, �and�and I don�tthink I will."
You never will again, if I have anything to say aboutit! Dee Anne�s heart cried out. Of course she didn�t sayit�that would be flinging herself far harder than anygood girl would ever do�but she could feel her eyes si-lently telling Bill exactly how she felt. Soon they woulddance together again, and her whole body�yes, herwhole body�would dare to tell him too.

*******
�Hey, there�s another slow waltz,� Bill soon said,showing his eagerness. �Shall we go at it again?�
�Oh, yes! This is one of my favorites!�
They arose and came together to dance. This timeDee Anne did not hold back her butt. Bill could feel hererection pressing tightly against him, and he knew shecould feel his too, despite its small size. He never couldhave imagined that it might be this exciting to feel a gayguy�s erection�but Dee Anne was far from being just
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any gay guy, and this was far from being just anotherdance.
�Let me call you sweetheart, I�m in love with you,� theold-fashioned crooner in front of the band was singing.Dee Anne looked Bill straight in the face and gave himthe biggest, sweetest smile he had ever seen, even fromher. Is Dee Anne really in love with me�already? Billwondered. And�could I even be in love with her?
Bill had always imagined it would be stupid to fall inlove at first sight, as if love required no more thoughtthan beating off after getting an instant erection fromviewing a picture of a nude beauty. He struggled withthe 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, youknow, married,� Bill told her truthfully. �I always usedto wish I could get a girlfriend like that�until I kind ofgave 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 likethat. You�re really special, Bill!� Her eyes were glowing.She wasn�t just bullshitting, like too many people did,about being special. She actually admired him�andhis heart was in her hands.
Oh, my God, I�m falling in love with her fast! Bill feltalarmed at the thought. I�m going to ask her to marryme if this keeps up! And then what? Gay sex? He surewasn�t going to butt-fuck her, but then he couldn�t verywell imagine her wanting to be butt-fucked. But what ifshe wanted him to give her a blow job?
If I loved her, Bill thought slowly and reluctantly, I�dprobably even give her a blow job, if she wanted one.But would she want one? Did he dare ask her that? Orcould 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�tmind me saying so, this soon and all, I might eventhink about asking you to marry me sometime�Imean, if we agreed on everything we�d need to agreeon.� He was hot and sweaty. Dee Anne was blushing,but radiant.
�Oh, I don�t mind at all,� she said, seemingly trying tomake light of it."Tell me what you�d like me to agreewith you about, and I�ll see if I can do it!" She laughed.
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He had to ask. �Well, uh,� he said, �you know, if wewere married, one thing we�d need to agree on wouldbe, uh, how we were going to, you know, do it.�
�Yes.� She seemed unable to say more. Her breathwas 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 anyway you wanted, would you mind telling me what you�dwant? I mean, just whisper it in my ear?�
Dee Anne took a deep, trembling breath before shedid whisper in his ear. �I�d want to do it like a woman,�she told him, �with my�my you-know-what hidden be-tween my legs, and you putting yours right next to itbetween my legs. I�ve dreamed of doing that ever since Iwas 10 years old, when I first found out how exciting itwas to pretend to be a girl. I could never have been anormal boy after I discovered my secret girlish self.�
She looked around, as if to see whether she would bedetected. No one was watching. Most of the couples atOldio-Goodio were old themselves, and paying atten-tion mainly to each other. Suddenly she backed awayfrom Bill and did a deep bend with her hand betweenher legs. When she straightened up and resumed danc-ing with him, her steps were a bit more awkward, buther erection was hidden between her legs. She pressedvery close to him, to let him feel her girlish, suddenlycockless delta through her skirt and his pants.
�I can�t keep this up for long,� she said, �but I wantedto 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. Hewanted her. He was actually going to ask her to marryhim.
�You know,� he said, �I really think I�m going to askyou to marry me.�
�That would be wonderful,� she whispered in his ear.�I�m sure we could make it work. Of course, if it everdidn�t, you know . . . � She didn�t have to say what theyboth knew, that it would be easy 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 againnarcoticize his soul.
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�So, uh, what are we waiting for?� Bill said. �DeeAnne, will you marry me?�
�Oh, Bill, this is so sudden!� she laughed. �But solovely! Yes! Yes, I will!�
Now she didn�t even look around to see if anyone waswatching. She kissed him full on the mouth, this timewith more than a brief touch of the tongue, and shepressed her delta hard against his little manhood. Shedidn�t even pull back when Bill dropped his hands toher round, delectable, womanly butt.
�Oh, God, that�s enough of that for now!� Billgroaned, afraid he was going to ejaculate in his pants ifthis went on. �Until then!�
�Until soon, I hope! Shall we go to the Big White Cha-pel in the Road?�
�Whatever you like! How about tomorrow afterwork?�
�Yes! Please! I�m ready! I�ve even got my weddinggown ready to go�a white one, of course, because I�m avirgin.�
�Of course!� Bill laughed. �How long have you beenexpecting this to happen, anyway?�
�Well, I�ve had fantasies about getting married for along time. In fact, I�ve probably fantasized at least asmuch about getting married as you have about, youknow, the girls on your wall!�
�No more fantasies for me,� Bill firmly declared. �Thisis the real thing!�

*******
It was the real thing indeed, if the state of Bill�s cubi-cle walls the next morning was any indication. Theywere almost bare, with no nude beauties anywhere insight. Bill must have come here quite early, Dee Annethought, to get the job done before she arrived.
�Well, that�s an improvement!� she congratulatedhim. �I�m honored to be�uh�the only girl in your cu-bicle now!�
�Not as honored as you will be,� Bill declared, �whenI put up a picture of our wedding.�
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�Oh, Bill! I can hardly wait!� She looked around tosee if anyone was looking; then she hugged him tightand kissed him on the mouth, right in the cubicle.

*******
The Big White Chapel in the Road, the well-knownhigh-speed wedding chapel on Queen�s Bluff, wel-comed the young lovers that very evening. In recentyears it had toned down and mainstreamed its image;no longer were the clients and guests greeted by the in-famous statue of dogs copulating, bearing the slogan�Why Don�t We Do It in the Road?� Still, it continued tolead the way in innovation for the wedding industry,and the very first same-sex marriages in the State ofPacificum had been performed there.
Bill and Dee Anne walked together, hand in hand,through the wide doors below the golden script lettersspelling out �Big White Chapel in the Road.� Dee Annewas wearing a white wedding gown, sure enough,though hardly the most virginal-looking one ever seen.Her shoulders were bare, and her neckline was cutdeep to show maximum cleavage. Bill figured she mustbe wearing a strapless push-up bra. He tried not to gettoo excited too soon at the thought that soon he wouldbe removing it and baring her breasts.
�Hi, welcome to the Big White Chapel in the Road,� asmart-looking young woman greeted them. �Would youlike 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. �Defaultpre-nup, or custom? Default is you each keep every-thing you had, plus everything you each earn or buywith what you earn, and split what you both go in on,according to your contribution.�
�Um, default, I guess,� said Bill.
�OK, here�s the default agreement.� The youngwoman produced three copies 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 onour staff who can help you through the formalities, oryou can choose your own lawyers.� Bill and Dee Annelooked at the agreement and signed it.
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�Now, who�s paying the fees for the marriage licenseand the wedding service,� the young woman asked, �oris 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 thenmake the payment.� They filled out simple forms, pro-duced their debit cards, and conducted the transac-tion.
�OK, that�s all there is to it. Just go down to the endof the hall, where you�ll see the list of music selections;push the buttons for the ones you want. Then gothrough those double doors, and you�ll see the sanctu-ary for the traditional wedding ceremony. Stop by thisdesk on your way out to get your copies of the marriagelicense and certificate, and to get your wedding pho-tos.�
�You can pick the music,� said Bill, who didn�t knowmuch about music. Dee Anne picked Purcell�s TrumpetVoluntary for the processional, and Handel�s WaterMusic for the recessional. Then they went through thedouble doors, and the processional began to play oncue.
At the end of the aisle beyond the doors, in the other-wise empty room, stood a man in a blue robe. He waitedfor the processional to get done and for Bill and DeeAnne to get near him; then he began to speak at once.�Dearly beloved,� said the man, although he didn�tknow Bill or Dee Anne, �we are gathered today, on thissolemn occasion, to join two persons together in mar-riage.� He looked at a paper to verify the two persons�names. �Bill, do you take Dee Anne to be your lawfulwedded spouse, to love, honor, and cherish, so long asyour marriage shall endure?�
�I do,� said Bill.
�Dee Anne, do you take Bill to be your lawful weddedspouse, to love, honor, and cherish, so long as yourmarriage shall endure?�
�I do,� said Dee Anne.
�I now pronounce you lawfully married spouses. Youmay kiss your spouse.�
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Bill and Dee Anne kissed, long and deeply. Bill�shands were on Dee Anne�s butt before the kiss wasdone. Dee Anne�s erection wasn�t hidden between herlegs, and she discreetly rubbed it against Bill when hepressed her butt. The man in the robe didn�t seem tocare.
�Go in peace, and may your marriage be filled withhappiness,� said the man in the robe. At once the re-cessional began to play; Bill figured the manmust havetouched it off with a wireless device. Bill and Dee Annewalked back through the aisle, hand in hand, andthrough the double doors.
They quickly got their license and certificate, and satfor the photographer. When they saw the pictures, Billordered a framed 8x10 of the best one, which showedthem looking straight at each other with big smiles ontheir faces, and gave a pretty fair view of Dee Anne�scleavage too. It was a bit pricey, but Bill was too fargone to care. It took only a few minutes to print theirpictures; the photographer explained that he was usingthe latest ultra-high-resolution digital camera, whichactually rivaled old-fashioned 35-millimeter film in im-age quality.
�This is going up on my cubicle wall tomorrow morn-ing,� Bill assured Dee Anne.
�Oh, Bill, I�m so honored!� Dee Anne said. �Andyou�re so brave, to put it up without being afraid ofwhat hateful bigots might say!�
�Anything for you, my love,� said Bill. �Let bigots boilin outrage; our love will still endure.�
�Enjoy your marriage,� said the smart-looking youngwoman when they were leaving.
�We will,� Bill assured her. �Oh, God, will we ever!�

*******
�Let�s go to my place,� Dee Anne said as soon as theyleft the chapel.
�Great idea,� said Bill, whose slightly slovenly apart-ment would not have been a good place to welcome hisnew bride.
Dee Anne drove, not far, for she had an apartmenton Queen�s Boulevard facing downtown. A glance
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around the apartment told Bill he had made the rightchoice, for Dee Anne�s apartment was neat, clean, andfeminine-looking, with pink and floral prints all over.He had not long to look, though. Dee Anne herself musthold his attention now.
He looked at her; he held her face in his hands; hekissed her deeply on the mouth. While the kiss wenton, he was already pulling the bodice of her weddinggown down, revealing her strapless bra. She claspedhim tightly, and more tightly still when he unhookedher bra and stripped it off. Almost at once his lips de-scended to her breasts, kissing first one erect nippleand then the other, while she gave soft moans of plea-sure and closely caressed every part of him she couldreach. His hands were on her big, womanly butt, clasp-ing it tight, pressing her big erection firmly against hisloins.
�Let�s do it in the shower,� Dee Anne begged. �Thatwas where I first dreamed of doing it with a boy, andpretended I was doing it with a boy, when I was only10.�
�Wow, I bet you were one of the sexiest 10-year-oldsin the history of the universe!� Bill exclaimed.
�I was awfully sexy, even then,� Dee Anne admitted.�Actually I was almost 11 when I had my first orgasm,but after that I pretended I was doing 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 try to save myself formarriage in my fantasies, although I�ve never reallydone it with a boy or a man before.�
�Well, what are we waiting for?� said Bill. �Let�s hitthe shower!�
Bill stripped off all his clothes, and Dee Anne hergown, at top speed. Soon they were nude in the shower,the water was very warm, and Dee Anne was pushingher erection into hiding between her legs. Bill grippedher butt and kissed her, making her pump her hips forhim, loving the feel of her girlish cockless delta againsthis loins.
�Oh, Bill, soap me up quick and come into me!� DeeAnne pleaded, clutching him hard. �I�m ready!�
Bill rubbed soap onto a wet washcloth, lathering itup well. Dee Anne pulled his hand, with the soapywashcloth, down between her legs. Bill could feel herhidden erection. He reached way down to rub it alongits entire length and to feel the big, hot, beautiful bulb
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at the end, making Dee Anne shiver with pleasure andgrip him even harder. Never again would Bill think itwouldn�t be exciting to touch a gay guy�s cock�at leastif the gay guy was Dee Anne.
�Bill, please! Now! Come into me!� Dee Anne wasgasping for breath. She grabbed his three-inch erectionand pressed it into the hot, tight, wet, soapy openingbetween her own erection and her thigh. Then her hipswere bucking hard, but her thighs were clasping Bill�slittle cock even harder. Bill pressed her back againstthe shower wall, gripped her lovely feminine buttocks,and plunged her with all his might. He felt Dee Anne�sorgasm coming on, but not before his own, for the rapidrhythm of her clenching thighs and her great quakingbuttocks was catapulting him into the mightiest or-gasm he had ever known, far greater than any imagi-nary one with any bare-breasted beauty on his walls.Bill thrust his cock as deep into Dee Anne as it couldgo, again and again, spurting sperm with every thrust,until he could spurt no more. When he knew she toowas starting to spurt, he reached around and down be-neath her fast-moving buttocks and clasped her back-ward-facing bulb, feeling her semen gushing into hishand.
�Oh, God, Dee Anne!� Bill gasped. �I love you! You�rethe greatest! I could never have imagined!� He hadstopped spurting at last, but he was still in her. Hewould stay in her until he could stay no more. He kepthis hand beneath her buttocks to caress her bulb. Hererection was still big and hard, she was squeezing outthe last of her spurts, and her bulb was getting evermore gooey with her semen, protected from the showerby Bill�s hand.
�No, Bill,� Dee Anne murmured when she couldspeak. �I�m not the greatest. You are!�

*******
Bill and Dee Anne didn�t arrive at work together nextmorning, for she had to change her clothes for work.When she arrived, she saw that Bill had already put upthe framed wedding picture on his otherwise barewalls. 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! Ihope nobody gives you too hard a time! Good thing thelaws against discrimination here are tough!�
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�I�m glad you like my new professional attire,� DeeAnne said with a little laugh. She was wearing a tightpink top with a low enough neckline to show somecleavage, made more noticeable by her slightly paddedpush-up bra. Her skirt was short but not tight, with abright-colored floral print design. �I figured that, if youwere going to put up our wedding picture, I shouldmake it pretty clear that I was the girl in the picture.�
�Well, you succeeded,� Bill affirmed. Without evenlooking around to see if anyone was watching, Billkissed her on the mouth and caressed her butt. �Oh,God, Dee Anne!� Bill murmured in her ear. �You�re theonly girl for me! We�re going to live happily ever after forsure!�
##
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HOMO ON THE HOME FRONT
I had my dad to thank, though he didn�t know backthen. It all started when I was 12, when a bad boycalled me a �queer� at school. I was a good boy then,and pretty naive; I didn�t know what a queer was, and Isure wasn�t going to ask that bad boy. I just told him Iwasn�t one (without knowing what one was).
At home I askedmy dad, �Hey, Dad, what�s a queer?�
My dad frowned, but answered the question. �Aqueer,� he said, �is a homosexual�a �homo� for short.That�s a boy who acts like a girl, wears girls� clothes,and kisses boys. Where did you hear that word? Atschool?�
�Yeah. A guy was calling another guy one.� I didn�tthink I needed to say the other guy was me. I was al-ready getting an erection at the fascinating thought ofacting like a girl and wearing girls� clothes. Even kiss-ing boys, I fancied, might not be so bad if they weregood, kind, handsome boys who wanted me to play girl-friend for them.
�You�ll hear all kinds of foul language at school,Sammy,� my dad said. �A lot of it doesn�t mean any-thing.�
�OK, Dad, thanks for telling me,� I said. I quicklyvanished into my room and shut the door. I didn�t haveany girls� clothes, but I had paper and pencils, and Icould draw pictures of myself in girls� clothes. Beforelong, in my imagination and my pictures, I was lookingjust like a pretty girl in a tight-fitting dress. Then Istripped off my dress and my slip to reveal myself in mypanties and my tiny brassiere. I imagined a boy waslooking at me, and then kissing me; then he pulled mypanties down and stripped off my brassiere to see menaked. I even pretended I had a vulva, which was whatgirls had instead of wieners. All the while I was rubbingmy little wiener raw through my pants.
At last my wiener couldn�t stand it any more. Itstarted squirming and squirting something wet andgooey into my pants. I didn�t know what it was or whythis was happening; it had never happened to me be-fore, even in a dream. I was afraid it was a sign of thesickness of being a queer, a homosexual. If it was,though, it was the most exciting sickness I could haveimagined.
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*****
I�m a homo for sure, I was thinking before too long. Iwas drawing many more girlish pictures of myself, andwishing I had some real girls� clothes to wear. I won-dered if any boys at school would want to kiss me, ifthey knew I was a homosexual. I wanted to kiss a boyfor real, and even to touch his wiener and let him touchmine. I was afraid to try to do it, though, because I nowknew boys could get beaten up for being queers.
When I was 14, I became even more sure that I was ahomosexual. I still hadn�t kissed a boy, but I learnedthat homosexuals couldn�t be drafted into the Army.This was 1940, and the peacetime draft had juststarted; nobody knew how long it would stay a peace-time draft, since the war was already going full blast inEurope.
�When you get older, Sammy,� my dad told me, �tryto stay out of the Army, if there�s any possible way.� Mydad hadn�t stayed out in the First World War, and hehated it.
�You bet, Dad,� I said. �I sure will.� I didn�t tell himthat being a homosexual would be my way of stayingout. I was pretty sure Dad wouldn�t like it if I was a ho-mosexual, even if it did keep me out of the Army.

*****
By the time I was 16 I was well known as a queer,even though I�d still never kissed a boy. I looked likepeople�s idea of a queer, being short and chubby, withembarrassingly plump girlish breasts and a girl-ish-looking face. I didn�t go out with girls, not that anyof them would have wanted to go out with me anyway.Guys sometimes pinched my butt, trying to see if Iwanted to go queer with them, but I never dared toshow any interest because I was afraid I�d get beatenup. The only time I ever actually got hit for being aqueer, though, was one time in the spring of my junioryear, a few months after I turned 17.
There was a lonely stretch through a wooded area onthe way home from Rutland Ridge High. One day a big,strong guy named Eric Ruggruck followed me throughthere. I was afraid, but I knew I couldn�t outrun him,much less outfight him.
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�Hey, kid,� he said to me when we reached the mid-dle of the woods. �I hear you�re a queer. Is that true?�
I knew he wouldn�t believe me if I said I wasn�t, and Iwasn�t going to lie. If he beat me up, he would beat meup regardless. �What�s it to you if I am?� I said.
Before I knew it, he had punched me in the stomachand I was lying flat on my back, unable to breathe.�That�s what, God damn it,� he said. �My brother�s inthe Army, and he�s probably going to get killed�whileyou queers get to stay at home and laugh! I ought tokick the shit out of you! You fucking asshole, why don�tyou grow up and be a man?� He spat in my face andwalked away.
I lay there, looking up into the gray sky and trying tobreathe. �God damn it,� I whispered, echoing Eric. �It�llserve you right if you get killed in the war, too�and I�msure as hell not going to!�
This was serious. America was in the war, and therewas no telling when it would end. Americans were actu-ally getting killed. It was time for all-out queer action, ifI meant to survive.
I already knew there was a lot more to being a homo-sexual than kissing boys, but now I wanted to know asmuch as possible. I went down to the biggest and mostnotorious filth shop on Harbor Avenue, Harbor NightsBooks and Novelties. There I found a book called ThoseHomo Moves, which I was sure must be legally ob-scene. It had photos of every conceivable homosexualact, with descriptions of how to perform each act in themost effective way. With my earnings from mypart-time job bagging groceries, I bought the book andsome rubbers.
At home, I devoured the book. I just had to try whatthe book called the �marriage act,� in which a femininehomosexual lay on her back with her knees up just likea woman having intercourse with a man, and a mascu-line homosexual entered her rectum as if it were hervulva. The book assuredme that, with a good pre-lubri-cated rubber, it could be done almost as easily andpainlessly as heterosexual intercourse.
I got naked, hugged myself, and pretended I waskissing a nice boy. Lying on my back�on the floor, somy bed wouldn�t creak�I put a rubber on my middlefinger and caressed my butthole as if it were a girl�svulva. Then, gingerly, I started to put my finger in. Ithurt at first, but I persisted, pulling it back a bit, thenpushing 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 girlbeing fucked by a boy. I pumped my hips and thrustmy finger in and out, faster and faster, until I was ejac-ulating and my rectum was quivering like a girl�s vulvain intercourse.
�Oh, God,� I murmured to myself when it was over.�This is the real thing! I�ve got to do this for real!�

*****
Doing it for real was easier said than done. Of courseI couldn�t do it with any guys at school, or I�d get beatenup for sure. I had to look like a girl, too, or else it would-n�t be the real thing. At Harbor Nights I 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 untilafter I turned 18 in my senior year, though, in the earlyspring of 1944, that I finally struck homo pay dirt.
I was prowling the book aisles at Harbor Nights oneSaturday night, in full feminine regalia, looking at thesexiest books I could find and hoping a guy would no-tice me, when one finally did. He was skinny and al-most as short as I was, and he wore a sailor�s uniform. Iknew they didn�t want homosexuals in the armedforces because they said it would ruin the men�s mo-rale�but I couldn�t see that it would do any harm at allfor a sailor on shore leave to get sexy with a homo.
�Hey, babe,� the sailor said, walking right up to me.�I�m looking for a fast girl. Would you happen to beone?�
Would I be here looking at sexy books if I wasn�t? I al-most said it, but I wasn�t sure of my voice. What if thissailor wanted a real girl, not a homo? I decided I had totry to get him as excited as possible before he found outI wasn�t a real girl.
�Does this answer your question?� I murmured in asoft falsetto voice, hoping I sounded convincing. Iturned to face him, pressed my falsies against hischest, gripped his butt, and kissed him on the mouth,thrusting my tongue deep in, while keeping my ownbutt back so he wouldn�t feel my little three-inch erec-tion.
�Wow, does it ever!� he exclaimed. �What are we wait-ing for?�
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We weren�t waiting for anything. Harbor Nights hadprivate rooms for sex. He paid for a room and we wentin. I struggled to unbutton his pants before he couldget my falsies off and find out my breasts weren�t nearlyas big as they seemed.
�God damn, you�re the fastest girl I�ve ever seen!� hecried out in admiration when I had succeeded in get-ting his pants off and putting a rubber on hiswiener�which wasn�t much bigger than mine, onlyabout four inches, and as skinny as the rest of him too.That was good, I thought; it would make it easier forhim to get it into my vulva, which I was pretty sure wasmuch tighter than a real girl�s vulva.
�Let�s leave our tops on,� I begged, stripping off myskirt and panties. �It�s faster, and sexier, that way.� Ipulled him down with me onto the cheap mattress,raised my legs, and opened my vulva for him, hoping hewouldn�t realize 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 wasgetting even more excited than when I had fin-ger-fucked myself. �Wow, you�re tight!� he said. �You�rereally tight, and hot!�
I clenched him with my thighs as he plunged me,slowly at first, then faster and faster, thrusting hiswiener into my ultra-tight vulva as far as it could go. Iknew he could feel my wiener now, but he was too ex-cited to care. At last he was thrusting as fast and hardas he could, and I too was going wild in orgasm.
�Oh, babe!� he moaned, with his wiener still in myvulva. �You�re the greatest!�
�I hope,� I dared to say, �you�re not disappointed thatI�m, you know, a homo, and not a real girl.�
He laughed. �Hell, no!� he said. �That�s perfect! Iknew that from the start! That�s what I wanted! Thatmeans I�m a homo too! With any luck, if you�ll help meout, I should be able to get disqualified from combat!�
I felt a cold shock. I started trying to squeeze hiswiener out of my vulva, but I didn�t succeed. �Uh, whatdo you mean, help you out?� I asked.
�You know, tell the docs you�re a homosexual, andyou did it with me, and I�m one too.�
My eyes opened wide in horror. I wondered whatwould happen if every able-bodied man could get out of

Page - 74

STRAPLESS STRIPPER BY DULCI DAILY



fighting in the war just by doing it with a homosexual.We would lose the war, that was what. That wasn�twhat I wanted at all. I wanted us to win the war with nohelp from me, except what little I could give here on thehome front�not to lose it with the help of a lot of menwho, unlike me, were just pretending to be homosexu-als!
His wiener was out of my vulva now, and it wouldstay out forever. �Just because you did it once withme,� I informed him, �doesn�t mean you�re a homosex-ual. Me, I�m a real homosexual. I started wanting to doit with guys when I was only 12. I�ve been wanting it foryears. I�ve had a reputation as a queer for years. I�veeven been beaten up for being a queer. You�re nothingbut a pretender. You can fuck me and pretend you�refucking a girl, so what! It�s no different to you thanfucking 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�ma God-damn homosexual! Haven�t you got enough de-cency to help me out?�
�No,� I told him truthfully.
�Well, I ought to kick the shit out of you,� he said. �Iought to rip that sexy sweater and those fake tits off ofyou, and shove you out in the street for everyone to see!You little hypocrite! You think it�s fine and dandy foryou to stay away from the God-damn war, but youwon�t lift a finger to help anyone else get out of it! You�renothing but a piece of shit!� He spat in my face. Then heripped the rubber off his wiener and threw it in my facetoo.
I lay there in silence while he grabbed his pants and,still nude below the waist, went off to take a shower. Ilay there for a long time, until I was pretty sure hewould be done with his shower and out of here. I triednot to cry like a girl, but I didn�t succeed.
At long last I dried my eyes, got up, and went to theshower room, still wearing my wig, my falsies, and mysweater, but nude below the waist. I had to walk alongthe edge of the open shower area to get to a lockerwhere I could stow my clothes. The only person in theshower 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 looked at him. Hegrinned 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 withme, and his wiener sure wasn�t going to fit in my vulvaas the sailor�s wiener had.
I stripped off my sweater and my falsies, but kept mywig on. I knew the Negro was staring at me all the while,but I tried not to look at him. I walked into the showerarea, keeping my eyes down, until I got to the shower-head right next to the one the Negro was under. I lath-ered up my wiener and vulva, and cleaned them offwell. Then, at last, I looked up at the Negro.
�Hi there, sweetie,� he said. �You�re looking mightyfine 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 themovies where Shirley Temple dances with Bill Robin-son, known as Bojangles?�
�Uh, yes, I�ve seen them,� I said. When I was youn-ger, my dad used to take me to every new Shirley Tem-ple movie that came out. I remembered bits and piecesof them, including the dances with Bojangles. Thememories that stayed with me longest, though, werefrom Young People, the last Shirley Temple movie wesaw. That, I would always remember, was the onewhere Shirley Temple had breasts. They were verysmall, even smaller than mine, but they were unforget-table. Since then, I had often imagined myself as a ho-mosexual version of Shirley Temple.
I could see what the Negro was thinking: he wantedto dance with me like Bojangles dancing with ShirleyTemple, except our dance, unlike theirs, would be asexual one�a homosexual one. I was getting excited atthe thought; I had an erection again, although I hadonly 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, likeShirley 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. I�ll stand behindyou and guide you through the moves."
I had to think fast. I remembered a section in ThoseHomoMoves where it said, �for those who want rear en-try, but the manly one is too big to fit into the womanlyone, here�s the next best thing.� It described how awomanly 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 herbreasts.
That was what I had to do, I knew, and I had to do itright now. As soon as Bojangles stood behind me, Ireached between my legs, gripped his massive wiener,and pulled it forward. Then the Negro clasped mybreasts and we began to dance, while he softly sang,�Me and my shadow, strolling down the avenue . . . .�
Pretty soon Bojangles stopped singing. He wasthrusting hard now, while I was quickly twitching mybutt like Shirley Temple�s little butt when she dancedwith the original Bojangles. My little wiener was rub-bing hard against his big one, faster and faster, andthen we were moaning together in orgasm.
�Oh, baby,� Bojangles moaned when the orgasm wasover. �Oh, Shirley, sweetie, you�re the greatest! We�vegot to do this again!�
�Yes, soon,� I agreed.
�Hey, Shirley, tell me about yourself,� he murmuredin my ear, with his hands still on my breasts and hiswiener still between my legs. �Are you still in school?�
�Yes. I�m graduating this spring.�
�Ooh, have to watch out for the draft then?�
�Well, I�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 waytoo old for the draft now, but that�s how I got out of it inthe first war. Nowadays I�m a music teacher at CrispusAttucks High, down in the District. Have to keep thesenight-time activities pretty discreet, but I�m pretty sureI�m not the only one. You know what they say aboutartists and musicians.� He gave my breasts a littlesqueeze.
�Uh, yes, I do,� I said, pressing my hands against his.�I�m an artist myself.�
True, my art consisted only of homosexual portraitsof myself, but I figured that still counted.
�You sure are,� he agreed, �in more ways than one!�
When we finished showering, Bojangles said, �Youknow, if you were to draw some pictures of you and metogether, and show them to the draft board, they�d besure 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 blackman to make them think that little sissy is a far-gonehomosexual for sure. You know what I mean?�
�Uh, yes, I think I do,� I said.
�Just make sure, if you draw any obscene ones, youdon�t show them to the draft board, or they�ll bust yourpretty little white ass for possession of obscenity.� Helaughed. �You make some that show you and me withclothes on, but you in pretty girls� clothes like what youwere wearing, and show you kissing me, and me putt-ing my big black hands on your sissy butt, and thatkind of thing�but don�t show too much! That soundlike a good idea to you?�
�Yes, a great idea!� I agreed.

*****
Bojangles and I agreed that we would meet again atHarbor Nights, as soon as possible after school was outfor the day, three days from now. I kissed him on themouth before we left. The very next day, after school, Idrew the pictures. One showed me and Bojangles withour arms around each other; I was wearing my tightsweater and my skirt, and he wore nondescript men�sclothes. Then there was one that showed me kissinghim on the mouth, while his big black hands were grip-ping my butt and pulling my skirt up, showing my legsway above the knees.
�Shirley, that�s perfect,� Bojangles told me when Imet him again at Harbor Nights and showed him thepictures. �That draft board won�t have any way to denythat you�re a homosexual when they see those!�
He embraced me, clutched my butt, and kissed meon the mouth. �You know what, though,� he said whenthe kiss was over, �there�s just one more thing to makeyou even more of a confirmed homosexual. You knowhow 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 JackMcGuckins, is an old ship�s captain, and he�s beenknown to perform marriage ceremonies for homosexu-als, which the preachers won�t do. There�s nomess withdivorce if they don�t stay together, like there is with aregular marriage, but it�s a fine ceremony that makes
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your life more beautiful, and there�s no question thatyou�re a real homosexual if you�ve gone through a certi-fied private marriage ceremony with another homosex-ual�like me, for example.� He looked me in the eyes. Ididn�t look away. My heart was pounding harder than ithad 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, �thishere�s Shirley, my bride-to-be. How about getting ushitched?�
Captain Jack, a short, stout, incredibly red-facedman wearing a sea captain�s hat, stood up at once. �I�malways ready to perform the duties of a captain in mat-rimonial matters,� he said, �for an appropriate fee, ofcourse. And would your lovely lady like to appear in arented bridal gown?�
�I�m sure she would. Shirley, this is all on me. It�s mypleasure.�
Captain Jack took my measurements and broughtout a sleeveless, strapless white bridal gown, togetherwith a low-cut, padded strapless brassiere. I steppedinto 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 you,Bojangles, take Shirley to be your lawful wedded wife?�
�I do,� Bojangles loudly proclaimed.
�Do you, Shirley, take Bojangles to be your lawfulwedded husband?�
�I do,� I said more softly.
�I now pronounce you man and wife,� said CaptainJack. �You may kiss the bride.�
Bojangles embraced me and kissed me deeply on themouth while clutching my butt. My tongue darted intohis mouth again and again. Sure enough, I was wear-ing girls� clothes and kissing a man, just as my dad hadsaid homosexuals did.
�And now you may enter the bridal suite,� CaptainJack told us. He led us down a dimly lighted hallwayand 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 walkaround it.
�Shirley, my love,� Bojangles said, �this is what I�vedreamed of all my life.� Rapidly he stripped off mybridal gown, and stripped himself nude. I had to thinkfast and remember what to do from reading ThoseHomo Moves. I figured it had to be what the book calledthe �modified marriage act,� for those who couldn�t dothe unmodified marriage act because the manly man�scock was too big.
I 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 tiny vulva, which would never haveworked, I slipped my hand in between our tummiesand pressed his wiener against me. Then I bucked myhips just like a woman receiving a man, while he gaveme mighty thrusts just like a man plunging into awoman, until my hand was covered with his hot gushand my little wiener was gushing right next to his bigone.
�Oh, baby, honey, Shirley, my love, you�re the great-est,� Bojangles murmured.
I could not speak. I was trying to envision my futureas a homosexual. I did not think I could tell my parentsI was married to a Negro man more than twice my age;they would never understand. At least, though, I couldlet them see me wearing girls� clothes. That would beenough to let them know. Then they, too, could help meconvince the draft board: �Yes, I�m a real homosexual!�

*****
My parents were eating dinner when I got home. Iwas wearing my wig and my regular girls� clothes, withthe tight sweater, falsies, skirt, loafers, and all. I triedto be as nonchalant as possible, as if it were perfectlynormal for me to dress this way in my parents� pres-ence. My dad just stared when he sawme, but my momscreamed.
�Sam, why are you�what�s the meaning of this?� mydad sternly demanded to know.
�The meaning,� I said, my heart pounding wildly, �isthat 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 intothe 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, butdecided I had to tell all. �But I really am a homosexual.I�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. I wore women�s clothes,and�I went all the way with men. I never used it to getout of the draft, because I was afraid I�d be branded asa homosexual for life�but I know how it is.�
It was my turn to stare in silence. �But I outgrew it,�Dad assured me. �There�s no reason why you can�t out-grow it too�after the war is over.�
I didn�t think I was going to outgrow it, but I didn�ttell Dad that. After all, I couldn�t say I was perfectlysure I wouldn�t outgrow it.
�I�ll 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.� Hesighed. �You know, it would break your mother�s heartif she thought she was never going to have any grand-children. Don�t tell her she�ll never have any, OK?�
�Uh�OK, Dad, I won�t.�
�Good.� He shook my hand. �Uh�have you givenyourself a girl�s name?�
�Um, yeah. It�s Shirley.�
�All right,� he said, speaking softly to be sure Momwouldn�t hear. �Just between you and me, we�ll call youShirley, for as long as you like. But try to keep frommaking it too hard on your mom, all right? Don�t rub itin. 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 Ican.�
�Good. Now, maybe you should go to your bedroomright away and change into your PJs. You won�t wear agirl�s nightie 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 quicklyturned his face away. �Good girl,� he said, while notlooking at me.
�Thanks, Dad,� I said, my eyes wide in wonder. Istarted to turn toward my room, but I turned back. Ihad 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 onearth! Was I predestined to hear them�and to respondto them as I did?
From an early age it seemed to me that I was indeedpredestined to play the woman, though my fatherwould not have said so. Tailors were often suspected ofheresy in New England, and my father richly deservedthe suspicion, for he denied predestination. Only instrictest confidence, to be sure, did he say so to those ofhis own mind, for heresy meant certain death to theunrepentant. He did not speak of his heresy even to mymother, for she did believe in predestination, and shewould have been sore troubled had she known of hisunbelief.
In me, though, he did confide, as soon as he could bequite sure of my loyalty. My father and mother wereboth dear to me, and I would never betray their confi-dence. I was of a serious mind, eager to know the truth,and I listened to them both speak of the Almighty andof predestination. My father thought it blasphemy tocharge 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 I thought to be true, though itwould have seemed strange and unheard-of to both mymother and my father. Like my father, I could notcharge the Almighty with dooming men and women tosin and be damned; like my mother, I must recognizethe Almighty as the source of all blessings, even of allour good deeds. Must it not be true, then, that the Al-mighty predestined all that was good, but naught thatwas sinful and vile?
But what of my womanliness, my secret womanli-ness, that gripped me so strongly and tenderly from anearly age? To no one at home could I admit it, for my fa-ther would have thought it sin as surely as my mother.Sometimes I myself feared it might be sin, when Iyearned so deeply to play the woman for a man, for anytrustworthy man, and unite with him in the flesh�andyet it seemed so good and right to me that I could notacknowledge it as sin. I knew only that, if my womanli-ness were sin, it was not predestined; but if predes-tined, it was not sin.
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*******
By the time I was nineteen years of age I was wellskilled in the tailor�s trade, making both men�s andwomen�s clothing. No one need know, I thought, that Ihad made women�s clothing for myself. I was loath toleave my family, but I knew I must not grieve them byplaying the woman in their sight. I told them I would setout for the town of Providence (where heresy and sinwere said to be rampant, though I did not say so), to tryto make my fortune. They were sad to see me go, butthey wished me God�s speed, and prayed I would returnhome safely.
Was it predestined, then, that I should stop in thetown of Tauntsbury for the night on my way to Provi-dence? Had the Almighty a hand in bringing me to thelittle inn where I met my destiny?
As soon as I entered the inn, the young innkeeper seteyes on me, and he did not take them away. I wonderedif he could somehow see my womanliness; I fanciedperhaps he could. Though I wore men�s clothing, I hadwomen�s attire in my traveling bag; even without it, Ilooked as much like a woman as I dared. My blond hairwas as long as ever seen on any man; my blue eyes, Ifancied, had a soft and tender look, shining with prom-ise of womanly delight. My slender form swayed withpleasure in the young man�s gaze, and at once I beganto wonder if I could trust him with my secret.
�Good evening, goodman,� he said, though he lookedas if he thought that �goodman� was not the right word.�I am Goodman Reed. Thou art right welcome in my lit-tle inn, and I have every hope that thou wilt be satisfiedwith your sojourn here.�
�I am glad.� I felt my flesh rising. In his eyes, brownand burning, I seemed to see his flesh rising too. Ihoped he was trustworthy. I felt myself fully ready toplay the woman for a man. If I felt he could be trusted, Imight even lie with him this very night.
�I will help thee to thy room,� said Goodman Reed.�Shall I know thy name?�
�I am Elijah Greene.� I did not yet tell him my secretname, �Eliza.�
�A warm welcome to thee, Goodman Greene! A warmwelcome indeed!�
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We entered the little room where I was to stay. Myheart was racing at the thought that he might see mywomen�s dress. I thought I might even make sure hedid see it�but he forestalled me. Softly, but unmistak-ably, he said the fateful words: �Hast thou ever playedthe woman?�
Mine eyes were as wide as ever they had been, whenyoung Goodman Reed first said those words to me. Mysoul and body trembled as one in fear, and yet in secretdelight. I was a faithful Christian to all appearances,and yet I knew full well I had not the fear of God to keepme from playing the woman, the wife, for GoodmanReed.
�O what have I done,� I coyly begged him to tell me,with my heart in my mouth, �that thou shouldst think Imight ever have played the woman�or might somedayplay the woman, if I never have?� My hidden member,overcome with fiery heat, was very far from playing thewoman 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 darkeyes fixed upon me and holding me fast. �The Almightyhath given me the gift of prophecy about such things asthis. I see that thou wilt look upon me with kindness,and with tender love. Thy heart will seem to me aswarm, and thine eyes as welcoming, as those of anywoman in my dreams. Thy face is a woman�s face, softand smooth, with full red lips quite unbecoming in aman. And thy touch�thy tender, loving touch�will beas womanly a touch, I ween, as ever man has given to aman.�
I sighed, knowing how womanly my sigh would seemto him. I was fully carried away with desire, heedless ofwhat might befall. �Yea, I have played the woman,� Iwhispered in his ear, �though never yet the wife. I haveworn women�s dress, and I cannot think it to be trulydamnable abomination as we have been taught. I willplay the wife for thee, if thou wilt have me�though it bedeath for both of us, if ever our secret be known to theprying eyes of men. So womanly is my heart in-deed�and so great, so everlasting, will be my love forthee.� The gift of prophecy was arising in me as well.Whether it be true prophecy or false, I did not stop tothink.
�And mine for thee.� Young Goodman Reed em-braced me, and his lips met mine. My heart was aflamewith desire for full union with him, that very night.
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�Hast thou thy woman�s dress?� he begged to know.
�I have.� Without a further word, I opened my bagand retrieved it all, down to the undergarments. Then Ishamelessly stripped off my men�s attire in the sight ofGoodman Reed, giving him a brief glimpse of my long,hard, burning member before I slipped it into hidingbetween my thighs in true womanly style. If it be truethat clothes make the woman, I was then transformedinto a woman in the goodman�s sight.
�Thou art all beautiful, my sister, my spouse,� hequoted from the Scriptures, �no longer Goodman, butGoodwife Greene. Thy two breasts shall be to me liketwo gazelles, as in the sacred Book.�
�Thou hast a little sister, and she has no breasts,� Iadmitted. It was my one defect in womanliness. �Butshe has the heart of a woman, great enough to give theeall the fullness of joy that a husband can receive fromhis wife.�
�Thou shalt then be my wife this very night, youngGoodwife Greene,� said Goodman Reed, �in the sight ofGod and all the heavenly court, though the dim, defiledeyes of man shall not see.� He embraced me again andkissed me full on the mouth. This kiss was longer, andhis tongue ventured deep within. By the time it ended, Ihardly cared to think whether our newfound love betruly pure and holy in the sight of God, or whether it bedamnable sin.
�I will lock up the inn for the night,� he said. �Then Iwill quickly return, and we shall consummate our mar-riage.�

*******
He did return quickly, and we wasted little time be-fore the consummation. �Young, lovely GoodwifeGreene!� he cried when he returned. �What is thywoman�s name?�
�It is Eliza,� I told him.
�Loveliest of names! So like Elijah, and yet so utterlydistinct! Oh, yes, my Eliza, my dearest, my wife, love ofmy life!� With all his manly ardor he enfolded me in hisarms and kissed me deeply, strongly, sweetly.
Soon I 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 legswere entwined, his stout member pressed between mylong, slender one and my thigh. I fancied him going inunto me and knowing me fully as a wife. His thrustswere like unto the thrusts of a bull, his grip upon melike unto the grip of a lion. His issue came upon mewith full force, while mine own issue secretly betrayedmy manhood beneath his thigh.
�Oh, my love,� he groaned most deeply. �Thou hastmost 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 hathpredestined it, be charged with sin?�
�If this be not sin,� I groped for thoughts, �shall Godbe charged with lying, by saying it is sin? Or shall meremen be charged with usurping the right to speak in thename of God?�
�I know not,� he admitted. �I know only that, if thisbe sin, then I am predestined to sin�and if this be notlaid to God�s charge, to whose charge can it be laid?�
�I know not,� I said in my turn. I was silent. I feared itwas blasphemous to lay sin to God�s charge�and yet,here in New England under the godly rule of the elect,might it not be deemed blasphemy to deny this blas-phemy?

*******
�Shalt thou indeed leave me so soon, my beloved, mywife?� 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 thy Providence be here, more surelythan in the town that bears that name? What is thytrade?�
�I am a tailor.�
�Why, this is Providence indeed! We have need of atailor here, since the death of old GoodmanWarrick leftus without one! Eliza, my love, wilt not thou stay andsupply our need?�
I needed little coaxing. �I will,� I said, �and gladly.�
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I set up my shop as a tailor in old GoodmanWarrick�s place, and soon I had business in plenty. Byday, to all appearance, I was a man skilled in the tai-lor�s art; by night, I was transformed again and againinto the loving wife of Goodman Reed. Was it not in-deed, I wondered, no less than Providence that had ledme here?

*******
Had mine own heart governed the world, I wouldhave kept up my life in the same way for years tocome�but prying eyes and wagging tongues soon tookdeadly aim at our love. Why, the gossips wondered, didyoung Goodman Greene, who had no wife, still stay atthe inn of Goodman Reed, who had none either? Toosoon, not far behind my back, the hissing started: �Sinof Sodom!�
�Wilt not thou fly with me to Providence?� I beggedGoodman Reed one evening. �There we are not known,and heresy is said to be rampant. Might not we livethere in peace, far from the constant whispering of thesin 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 I am not known, and start my life anew. But thoucanst live apart, and so still the whispering tongues.�
�But what of our�our married life?� I protested.�Thou wouldst have need to come to my house, or I toreturn to the inn; then eyes would see, and tongueswould wag, as ill as they do now!�
�My 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. I knewonly that I must do Goodman Reed�s bidding, as a goodwife would be submissive to her husband and do hisbidding.

*******
Goodman Reed�s inn, I thought, was secure againstinvaders�but my path to and from the inn was not,when I had moved 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 ofwedded bliss, as I still thought it then. The worst ofthem, Jack Ragsdale�a stout young goodman inname, badman in truth�seemed to have no better oc-cupation for his evenings than to walk behind me hiss-ing, �Young Goodwife Greene, I know thy sin, the sin ofSodom! Thou durst not deny it, for thou knowest it istrue!�
�Thou dost me grave wrong,� I protested, �to accuseme of sin, when naught but thine own depraved mindhath created the appearance of sin.�
He glared at me with malice unconcealed. �I shallhave proof!� he proclaimed. �Thou canst not concealthy guilt from the Almighty, nor from His faithful ser-vants!�
Better occupation than this had he none, but aworse one he soon found. I knew not how he concealedhimself from the eyes of Goodman Reed to enter in, butso he did. One evening just after our marital union wascomplete, when we were lying naked together, Good-man Ragsdale burst out of hiding and proclaimed,�Your sin is known, and you are in my power! I havecaught you in the act�and here is proof!� He snatchedup my woman�s dress and started to flee with it. Good-man Reed leapt up and tried to fight, but he was weak-ened from the issue of his seed, and GoodmanRagsdale stunned him with a single blow of his fist.Then he was gone, holding my woman�s dress, and wewere in terror�or at least I was in terror.
�Wemust fly!� I cried. �Wemust fly to Providence thisvery night, for it is death to us to remain here!�
�Nay, my goodwife, we cannot fly,� he flatly said. �Wemust stay here and ride out the storm.� Was he think-ing, even then, of saving himself by damning me? Iknew not. I knew only that, if I were to fly, I must tearmyself away from Goodman Reed�and that I could notbear to do, at least not yet.

*******
The full extent of his malice Goodman Ragsdalemade known to me next day, in the tailor�s shop, whennone but we were present. �Lie with me, GoodwifeGreene,� he whispered, �or it will go ill with thee! If thoudo not, thy secret will be known�and thou knowestwell it would be death to thee!�
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My horror was unbounded. I saw that GoodmanRagsdale was no sincere hater of sin, but a loathsomehypocrite and scoundrel to the core. �I will not lie withthee, though it be death to me,� I cried. �And it will beno death to me, but to thee! Thou it is who seekest to liewith a man as with a woman!�
�Nay, thou it is who liest, and with a man! Durstthou deny that this woman�s dress is thine own��heheld it up before mine eyes�"and that thou hast playedthe woman with Goodman Reed, as I have seen withmine own eyes?"
I was silent. I dared not deny the truth, and yet Idared not affirm it.
�Thy silence proclaims the truth!� he cried. �Thinknot to deny it! Nay, I will drag thee to the constable, andwe will go to Goodman Reed and have the truth!�
He did drag me, for he was stronger than I. �Consta-ble Gardner!� he cried at the door of the constable�shouse. �The sin of Sodom has been committed byGoodman Reed and Goodman Greene�who wears thiswoman�s dress, to play the wife, for secret trysts inGoodman Reed�s house! I have caught them in the act,and seen it with mine own eyes!� He showed my dressto the tall, lean, sharp-eyed constable.
�The sin of Sodom cannot be endured, lest we sufferdestruction as did Sodom,� the constable declared. �Itis as I feared. I have received information concerningthese secret trysts. We will go to Goodman Reed andhave the truth.�
The constable and Goodman Ragsdale grasped myarms and dragged me to Goodman Reed�s inn. �Open inthe name of the law!� the constable shouted, poundingon the door. Goodman Reed did open, his eyes widewith incomprehension at first, and then with terror.
�Thy sin is known! Goodwife Greene hath betrayedthee to the constable!� Goodman Ragsdale cried withglee, knowing full well it was a lie.
Goodman Reed�s eyes darted hither and yon likesparks escaping from a fire. Did not he know of myfaithful heart, a heart that would never betray him? Hemust have known�and yet, I found to my horror, hehad not the courage to stand with me and declare thelie a lie. �Goodman Greene,� he said instead, �is awitch, and hath bewitched me! I repent in dust andashes! Show mercy to me, I beg thee�and let the wrathof God fall upon the witch alone!�
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*******
After that, I had hardly the will to live longer onearth. Only my love of truth kept me going forward.When the magistrates, Goodman Braintree and Good-man Goodman, came to try to make me confess, I triedto stand in the truth, no matter what might befall.
�Goodman Greene, we have received informationthat thou hast sinned,� said Goodman Braintree. �Wiltthou confess thy sin, and repent in dust and ashes?�
�All men have sinned, and come short of the glory ofGod,� I quoted Scripture.
The tall, lean Goodman Braintree drew himself upand tried to give a look like the look of God from the pil-lar of fire that cast the Egyptians into a panic at the RedSea. �True,� he said, �but not all men have committedthe sins of sodomy and witchcraft! Come now, say whatthou hast done, and mercy will be shown thee.�
�I have sinned with Goodman Reed,� I admitted, �butI have not bewitched him. He it was who first beseechedme to play the woman with him. I know nothing ofwitchcraft.�
�Why, if thou knowest nothing of witchcraft,� saidthe short, stout Goodman Goodman, �how canst thouknow what it is, that thou mayest know thou hast notcommitted it? See, here we have caught you in a plainlie!�
�Nay, it is no lie,� I protested. �I know that witchcraftis commerce with Satan, 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 iscommerce with Satan! How canst thou say thouknowest nothing of it by experience?�
Even Goodman Braintree, I weened, was put off bythe depth of Goodman Goodman�s illogic. �See here,�he said to me, �let us speak of the sin thou hast con-fessed, the sin of sodomy. Goodman Reed, thou sayest,did first propose this sin to thee, beseeching thee toplay the woman. And how did he induce thee? Wastthou 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 thybeing, by the very suggestion that thou shouldst playthe woman for him?�
�Yes,� I 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?�
I 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 forall eternity?�
Now it was my turn to stare. He was trying to makeme confess to heresy, or else to charge Almighty Godwith sin. �I do not,� I said, though I feared it wouldmean my death. �If predestined, it would not have beensin; if sin, it was not predestined.�
�Why, this is plain and obstinate heresy!� criedGoodman Goodman. �None but a witch, or one be-witched, could say so!�
�We have heard enough,� said Goodman Braintree,not saying from whom he had heard enough. �We willbring this matter before the grand jury.�
That they did. The grand jury returned an indict-ment for sodomy, witchcraft, and heresy. Soon thesheriff summoned me to my trial.
�Gentlemen of the jury,� said the white-haired JudgeRackwright, who looked like the Ancient of Days with-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 crimes ever con-ceived by the mind of sinful man: sodomy, witchcraft,and heresy. If true, these charges mean that GoodmanGreene has lain with a man in the manner of a woman;that he has had commerce with Satan, and used thepower of Satan to abuse, afflict, and mislead a man;and that he has obstinately denied the truth revealedby Almighty God. Your duty is to determine whetherthese charges are true.�
The Crown�s Attorney, Goodman Farrick, called thefirst witness, Goodman Ragsdale. He strutted like acock as he came before the jury and took the oath. With
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little prompting from Goodman Farrick, he began to tellhis tale.
�Ever since Goodman Greene came to Tauntsbury, astranger among us,� he said, �I have held him in suspi-cion. His trade of a tailor was against him; before long Ilearned that his destination had been Providence, thathot-bed of heresy and sin. Yet he, who had no wife,stayed here instead, at the inn of Goodman Reed, whoalso had no wife. Was not all this enough to raise suspi-cion in any honest man?�
�Goodman,� said Goodman Farrick without answer-ing, �what didst thou to confirm or disconfirm thy sus-picion?�
�Only by bringing to light what was hidden in dark-ness, I knew,� said Goodman Ragsdale, �could I con-firm it. I entered the bedchamber of Goodman Reed andsecreted myself out of sight. That night I heard thesounds of sodomy: professions of sinful love ex-changed, with moans and groans of passion, growingever louder until the unmistakable moment of emissionof seed. I then revealed myself to the sodomites, pro-claiming that their sin was known.�
�Didst thou obtain proof that Goodman Greene wasindeed a sodomite?�
�I did. It was his woman�s dress.�
�Is this, then, the dress?� Goodman Farrick held upmy dress for all to see.
�It is. To be sure, Goodman Greene did not wear itduring the act of sodomy; but I am confident that youwill find it a fine fit.�
�Your Honor,� said Goodman Farrick, �Let the bailiffbe commanded to strip Goodman Greene in private,and to put this dress upon him, that the jury may seethe fit.�
�Bailiff, so shall you do,� commanded JudgeRackwright. The bailiff stripped me and put the dressuponme in private; then he brought me out to showmeto the jury.
�See now, is it not a fine fit?� cried GoodmanRagsdale.
�Your Honor,� said Goodman Farrick, �commandthat the prisoner continue to wear this dress through-out the trial.�
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Judge Rackwright frowned. �This I am not sure that Ican rightly command,� he said. �The man shall notwear that which pertaineth to the woman; it is abomi-nation.� He appeared thoughtful. �And yet,� he said atlast, �if the man hath chosen this abomination, therecan be no sin in revealing what he hath chosen. Yes, Icommand it: the prisoner shall wear this dressthroughout the trial.�
So it was that, when Goodman Reed came forth totestify, he saw me in my woman�s dress, which I hadstripped off for him so many times. �Goodman 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 firstmoment of our meeting, Goodman Greene�s eyes, hislips, and his whole bearing proclaimed him the kind ofman who would play the woman. Never before had Ithought of such a thing, but he bewitched me into fas-cination. My fleshly weakness, I confess, soon betrayedme into sin, and I have repented in dust and ashes.�
�His witchcraft, then, worked upon thee to conceivean abomination, which never before had entered thymind until he bewitched thee with womanly preten-sions?�
�Yes. The abomination took me fully by surprise.Never before had I desired aught but the natural use ofthe 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, andmade it seem right and good.�
�And did the witchcraft befuddle thy mind, leadingthee to think and speak the most arrant nonsense?�
�It did. My mind was so foully befuddled that I evenspake to Goodman Greene as if we were married toeach other�yes, I even called him my wife! May Al-mighty God have mercy on me for my sin!�
Goodman Reed was weeping. Judge Rackwrightcommanded the bailiff to lead him away.
�Now, as to the charge of heresy,� said GoodmanFarrick, �the only witness needed, I ween, will be theprisoner himself, who will condemn himself out of his
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own mouth. If he do not, Goodman Braintree andGoodman Goodman will testify to his admissions.�
�Then let the prisoner speak of this,� said the judge.
�Goodman Greene,� said Goodman Farrick, �dostthou confess, or dost thou deny, that thy sin of sodomywith Goodman Reed was predestined by Almighty Godfrom before the beginning of time?�
I knew my answer would be death to me, but I nolonger cared for aught but the truth. �I deny,� I said,�that this or any sin is predestined by Almighty God.�Now that the words were out, I must say more: �I hold itto be blasphemy to charge God with being the cause ofany sin. Blessings, indeed, he doth predestine, but sinshe doth not.�
�We have heard enough,� said Judge Rackwright.�Prisoner, dost thou still confess thy sin of sodomy?�
�I do, and of that sin I repent in dust and ashes. I hadvainly imagined that Goodman Reed sincerely lovedme, as if I were his wife indeed. I now know that heloved me not, and took foul advantage of me beforecasting me off.�
The judge glared at me. �But, had he not cast theeoff,� he said, �thou wouldst have committed sodomywith him still, to this very day.�
I could not deny it, and denial would do me no goodnow. �I would,� I admitted.
�This is no true repentance,� the judge protested.�Now, what of thy sin of witchcraft? Dost thou still denyit?�
�I do. Goodman Reed it was, not I, who first spake ofplaying the woman. If bewitched, he was bewitchedonly 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. JudgeRackwright turned to summing up the case for thejury. �Gentlemen of the jury,� he said, �you have heardthe prisoner�s confession to the foul and unnatural sinof sodomy, and the prisoner�s feigned repentance ofthat sin, while yet he confessed that he would havecommitted it to this very day had not Goodman Reedcast him off. As to this charge, there can be no doubt of
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your verdict.� I glanced at the jurors, who seemed toagree that there could be no doubt.
�As to the final charge, the charge of heresy,� saidthe judge, �there can be equally little doubt. One whodenies that the Almighty preordains only some men toeternal blessedness, but others�indeed, the great bulkof men�to sin and eternal damnation, denies that theAlmighty 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 barerudiments of human reason. You know your duty as tothis charge, and I am confident that you will do it.�
Judge Rackwright paused in silence for a momentbefore going on. �Now, as to the charge of witchcraft,�he said, �the matter may seem doubtful to you at firstglance. It may seem that, as the prisoner said, Good-man Reed was bewitched only by his own desire, not bythe prisoner. But what of Goodman Reed�s evidentlysincere protestation that he had no such desire, at anytime, until Goodman Greene bewitched him? I ask you,when a man hath never desired sodomy, and then of asudden doth desire it, doth it not appear that Satan,through witchcraft, must be the author of his desire? Ishould rather think it a clear indication of witchcraftwhen a man is led into a sin that he hath never beforedesired, a sin that he knoweth to be contrary to nature,a sin that befuddleth his mind so thoroughly that, untilthe influence of the witchcraft ceaseth, he evenconfuseth sodomy with holy matrimony! If so it seem toyou as well, you will find the prisoner guilty of witch-craft, in addition to his other crimes; but if you believehis fanciful account of Goodman Reed desiring sodomyof his own accord, you will acquit him of this charge.�
After such a summing-up, there could be no doubt ofthe jury�s verdict. I was found guilty on all charges, andsentenced to be hanged from a tree until I was dead. Itwas, I supposed, a more merciful death than burningat 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 ofheaven and earth,� I prayed, �thou knowest my sin,and thou knowest that I have not sinned in every waythese men say I have. Have mercy on me, forgive me allmy sins, and cast me not out of thy presence into thelake of fire and the bottomless pit, where the wormdieth not and the fire is not quenched!�
The very next day, I was led forth to the tree where Iwas to be hanged, still wearing my woman�s dress as a
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sign of my shame. Almost everyone in Tauntsbury wasgathered to see the great event. I did not listen to thespeeches, trying to fix my mind on God and the futurelife alone. Then I was asked if I had anything to say be-fore the sentence was carried out.
Having nothing left to lose in this world, I tried to sayall that was on my mind. �I thank God,� I said, �forputting it into the mind of Goodman Reed to cast meoff. I was a fool to imagine that he had any true love forme, and I repent in dust and ashes of my sin with him.�A few people in the crowd applauded and cried, �Hear,hear.�
�But I do not repent,� I said, �of the womanlinessthat led me to make and wear this dress, for it was Godhimself who made me womanly, and God cannot becharged with sin. I have rejoiced within to hear myselfcalled �Goodwife Greene,� though he who called me sowas unworthy to bear the name of a husband; and Itrust I shall rejoice again.� Now more than a few peoplecried out in outrage, and Goodman Ragsdale shouted,�Thou shalt see how greatly thou wilt rejoice in the lakeof fire, wherein are all sodomites and blasphemers whohave died as thou shalt die!�
�As for heresy and witchcraft,� I said, ignoring him, �Iam guilty of none such, and I know that God will acquitme of these charges, though men have condemned me.I trust in his mercy, and not in the judgment of men.�In truth, I was trembling within at the prospect of goingso soon to face my Maker, but I did not say so.
�Then thou shalt go before him now,� said GoodmanBraintree, �and thou shalt see what mercy he hath forsuch as thou! Hangman, do thy duty!�
The hangman did his duty speedily. I felt the noosearound my neck; I felt myself falling; I felt the shock ofthe rope arresting my fall. Then I was dead, so far asmen could make me dead.

*******
Now I am clinging, for dear life, to the face of a sheercliff. Straight below me are the lake of fire and the bot-tomless pit�toward which I must never look back, lestI be consumed. I cannot tell why I have not fallen intothem, for surely mine own strength is not enough tohold me up. A voice, almost unheard, whispers to methat I have come through the lake of fire, I have as-
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cended out of the bottomless pit�but this I can scarcebelieve.
Above me is the blue and cloudless sky. The air is farfresher than any I knew on earth, seeming to fill mewith freshness to the core. I see that the cliffside seemscovered with grassy earth, unlike any other cliffside Iever heard of. Walking toward me from afar�yes, walk-ing upright, though straight down the side of the cliff,as surely no one ever walked before�is a womanclothed 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 judgefrom her words.
�Goodwife Greene?� she addresses me. Her voice islow and rich, with the hint of a foreign tongue; shesurely did not learn to speak English in New England.
�Yes�yes, that is I,� I stammer.
�I have come to lead you upward,� she says. �Myname is Esther. I was never a queen, but I was namedafter the famous queen who saved her people, our peo-ple. I have come for you because you and I have muchin common.�
The woman, Esther, sits down beside me on thecliffside. The first hint of a thought arises in my mind:perhaps it is not a cliffside after all, but simple, solid,level ground.
�I, too, played the fool and the harlot for a man,� shetells me at once, without reserve. �He told me he wouldput away his wife and marry me, and I believed him. Intruth, he wanted only to have his way with me, andthen to put me away. We were caught, as you andGoodman Reed were caught, when I was letting himhave his way to the fullest. He had friends in highplaces, and they let him escape�but me they did notlet escape. I was to be stoned to death, as an example toall women who might wish to play the harlot.�
Mine eyes and ears are wide open to her. �And wereyou stoned to death?� I ask. �Is that how you came to behere?�
�No,� she says. �A man saved me. He told the menwho caught me that the one among them who had notsinned should cast the first stone.�
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I thought mine eyes and ears could open no wider,but they could, and now they do. I have read of thiswoman, but the thought of meeting her has never be-fore entered my mind.
�The men who caught me,� the woman says, �werenot willing to confess that they too had sinned, andsome of them even picked up stones. But then they sawthat this man was writing words in the dirt on theground�and, when they saw the words, their faceschanged. Their eyes and mouths opened wide at first;then some of them closed their eyes, clenched theirfists, and even gnashed their teeth. I could tell thatthey hated the man who was writing, and yet theyfeared him too.�
�What was he writing?�
�I do not know. I can only think it was somethingthat showed he knew their sins, so they could neverpretend in his presence that they had not sinned. Theywould not confess their sins in words, but in their ac-tions they did, for they went away in silence, and noneof them cast a stone.�
The memory of the bottomless pit and the lake of firehas begun to fade. I dare to raise myself up on myarms, the better to see the woman. �Let us arise,� shesays in response. �We will go upward.�
More daring still, I look behind me. The bottomlesspit and the lake of fire are now nowhere to be seen. Thecliff is no longer a cliff, but a gently sloping hillside.
�We will go upward,� I agree. I stand, as she nowstands. She takes my hand in hers, almost as if wewere lovers. I see that I am clothed in white as she is,looking quite the same as she does. She begins to leadme upward and I follow, not yet seeing where we are togo�and yet, I ween, I know where we are going, andhave always known.
###
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