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A Girl So Young

by Dulci Daily

Chapter 1
It all started, Wendy guessed, when she was seven,and her dad took off for California. Before that, therewas a lot of shouting and screaming. Afterward, therewas dead silence most of the time�except whenMomtalked about how bad Dad was, and when shemoaned and howled alone in the bedroom at night.
Back then, Mom didn�t let Wendy know what shewas doing in the bedroom. She didn�t think Wendywas ready yet, as she later explained. She still calledWendy �Wendell� back then too, and dutifully butdistantly regarded her�regarded him, as he still wasthen�as a mere boy.
The first hint of a big change in Mom�s attitudecame soon after Wendy�s 10th birthday. Before that,Wendy�or Wendell�looked fully like a boy, withshort hair and boys� clothes. One day when Wendellwas 10, Mom sat down and had a talk with him.
�Wendell,� Mom said, �you know that, as long asyou live in my home, you must follow my rules.�
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�I know that, Mom,� Wendell said, having alreadyheard it many times.
�Now,� Mom said, �I am making a new rule�a rulethat you must let your hair grow longer. You havebeautiful blond hair, and I would like to see it longer.�
Wendell inwardly rebelled at once. �Mom, I don�twant to grow my hair long!� he protested. �Boys willsay I look like a girl! They�ll pull my pants and under-pants down to see if I�m really a girl! They did that to aboy who had long hair!�
�Wendell, I have spoken,� Mom said. �You will doas I say. If bad boys commit delinquent acts, you willreport them to the authorities, and they will be sentto Juvenile Hell.�
�What if I run away from home?� Wendell dared toask.
�If you run away,� Mom declared, �you will cer-tainly be hurt very badly by vicious men, and you willhave nowhere to go�except, of course for JuvenileHell. It is a very terrible place, full of the worst boys,and they would do much worse things than pull yourpants down. If you will simply obey the rules, you willbe happy at home. If not, you will be miserable.�
Wendell grimaced. �What if I cut off my hair?�
�Wendell,� Mom said, �I am your parent, and I havea right to discipline you. Cutting off your hair wouldbe a very serious act of disobedience. You would bepunished with a severe enough punishment to mod-ify your behavior, and that is all I will say.� She drewcloser. �But you won�t, Wendell,� she went on. �Iknow you won�t. You are too good and too sweet everto violate my rules like that.�
Wendell wasn�t at all sure about that, but he knewhe didn�t dare disobey Mom when she got like this.Her will was stronger than his; she could punishhim, and he could not retaliate. His hair would grow,and that was all there was to it.
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*******
The really big change started on Wendell�s 11th birth-day. Unlike other kids, Wendell didn�t have a birthday partywith friends. He was a short, shy, chubby bookworm, andhe didn�t really have any friends. There were only Wendelland Mom�and Mom gave him some very unusual birth-day presents.
�Wendell,� Mom said, �you�re going to be growingup soon, and you need to make a very important de-cision. You already know how terrible your fatherwas.� Wendell nodded �yes� in silence. He couldhardly help knowing, from everything Mom had said.
�What you may not yet know,� Mom went on, com-ing very close to Wendell and speaking most ear-nestly, �is why he was so terrible. I�ve learned that it wasn�tjust him; it wasmen. If you want to have any hope of beinga good and decent human being, you must not grow upto be aman like other men. At your age, what you need toknow is simply this: girls are good; boys are bad.�
�But I�m a boy, and I�m good!� Wendell thought it, butdidn�t say it. It would do no good to say it, he thought, andit would only make Mom mad. Instead he said only, �Um,Mom, do you wish I was a girl instead of a boy?�
�I think it�s time for you to start becoming a girl,�Mom said. �I think it�s time for you to stop being Wendell,and start being Wendy.�
Wendell�s heart leaped high, in fear and yet in wonder.His hair was down to his shoulders now, and he knew helooked too much like a girl. Bad boys had already calledhim �Wendy� at school, and said he was a girl in boys�clothes, though he had been fortunate enough to es-cape having his pants pulled down. It was nasty of theboys to say it, and yet Wendell had to feel fascinated bythe thought: What if I really was a girl in boys� clothes�orwhat if I became a boy in girls� clothes?
�So, Wendy,� said Mom, �your first step will be to weargirls� clothes here at home, where no one can see but you
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and me. I�ve bought you some for your birthday, and Ithink you�d like to try them on.� She handed Wendell a bigpackage. His hands were trembling, but he pulled andtwisted until she got the package open. It contained acomplete outfit of girls� clothes: pink panties, a pretty littlethin-strapped white cami, an old-fashioned white blousewith a lace collar and little puffed sleeves, a plaidknee-length skirt, antique-looking white anklets, and blackMary Jane shoes. �I think you�d like to put these on,� saidMom. �I�ll just turn around while you do.�
She turned her back to Wendell. He stared atMom�s back, wondering if he really had to put thegirls� clothes on�and how he would feel if he did.But, if he didn�t, what could she do? Run away on thespot? Or tell Mom, �No, Mom, I don�t want to��andfeel the heat of Mom�s wrath closing in on her, suffo-cating her, as she had done before? It was impossi-ble, Wendell already knew�and he was not perfectlysure he would really want to, even if it were possible.
Trembling all over, Wendell took off his boys�clothes, put on the girls� clothes, and became forMom�as Mom had said�no longer Wendell, butWendy. Now Wendy knew how she would feel: more ex-cited than she had ever felt before. Her breasts were stillpretty flat, but her nipples were just starting to becomepointy, and now they were hot and hard. Her clitoris,too�as she would soon learn to call it�was equally hotand hard. �Uh�I�ve got the girls� clothes on, Mom,� saidWendy. Mom turned around. Her dark eyes, even darkerthan Wendy�s, burned through the flimsy veil of girls�clothes and saw Wendy�s heat and fear. �You look lovely,Wendy,� Mom said. �I�m so glad you want to do this.�Wendy still wasn�t sure she did want to�but her nipplesand her clitoris were crying out that she did, and her lipscould not disagree.

*******
Mom got Wendy more girls� clothes too, very pretty andfeminine. By the time of her 12th birthday, Wendy was wellaware that she looked like a very pretty girl indeed. Shewas so accustomed to wearing girls� clothes at home now
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that it seemed quite normal, although she still had neverworn them outside the house.
On her 12th birthday, after yet another lecture onthe vileness of boys and men, Mom gave her stillmore girls� clothes, a little different from the ones shealready had. �Wendy, your breasts are growing,�Mom said. �It�s time for you to start wearing a bra.�Wendy had been pretty sure she was going to get abra for her birthday, since Mom had measured herfor it. She already knew her breasts were growing,too. They looked like a girl�s budding breastsnow�very small for a girl�s breasts, but round andshapely, with protruding nipples that grew hot andhard at the least provocation. Wendy had started torub and squeeze them in secret at night, and her cli-toris got very hard when she did. She had measuredher clitoris when it was hard, too, wondering how bigit could get. It was three inches long. She had heardthat normal boys� �cocks� were bigger than that, butshe didn�t care.
That was how long it was now, a full three inches,as Wendy opened the package containing a pretty,skimpy cream-colored AAA-cup bra, stripped to thewaist, put it on, and let Mom see her in her skirt andbra. �You�re so lovely,Wendy,� Mom said. �You look like abeautiful girl, not like a bad boy at all. Come look at your-self in themirror.� She ledWendy into themaster bedroom,where Mom slept alone, and went up to the full-lengthmir-ror.
Wendy felt a shiver of delight, now only slightlytinged with fear, as she gazed upon her own loveli-ness. Her long, wavy blond hair looked as pretty asany girl�s hair. Her big brown eyes, so unusual for ablonde, were moist, tender, and fully girlish-looking.Her full, deep pink lips, too, could compete with anygirl�s lips for beauty. Her plump freckled face lookedjust like a pretty girl�s face, and her breasts�oh,dear! She could hardly even look at her breasts in herbra, they were so exciting!
�And now, Wendy,� said Mom, sitting down on thebed, �I�m going to show you something you�ll need toknow about very soon. You may have started to havesexual feelings already. You�ll need to know what to
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do about them. You�re certainly not going to do any-thing about them with sickening boys, and you�re cer-tainly not going to jack off like a disgusting boy either. Whatyou do need, I�ve learned, is known as womanly sexualself-sufficiency.�
Wendy�s eyes almost leaped out of her head at whatMom did next. She opened her blouse, took off her bra,and revealed her bare breasts. They were not very big fora woman�s breasts, but they were fascinatingly formed,and Mom�s nipples were much bigger and pointier thanWendy�s.
�The first step,� Mom said, �is to rub and squeezeyour breasts, like this.� She closed her eyes, openedher mouth, tilted her head back, and manipulatedher breasts. Soon she was breathing hard. Wendygaped with open mouth and grimacing face. She re-ally did not want to see this, but she was afraid Momwould catch her not looking if she turned away.
�Next,� Mom said, �you rub your clitoris, makingsure to press it downward between your legs. Youmust never, ever hold it out straight in front of you,as filthy boys do when they do the disgusting maneu-ver known as jacking off.� Mom pulled off her pants andpanties; then she rubbed her middle finger between herlegs. Her breathing was harder and faster now. Wendy feltrepelled and even sickened by the sight, and yet shecould not keep from imagining what it might be like to dosomething much like this herself.
�Keep one hand on one of your breasts,� Momgasped, �and the other on your clitoris. �That will beall you need to bring you to orgasm�like this!� Grip-ping her right breast with her left hand, she rubbed her cli-toris frantically with her right, while squeezing her handhard between her thighs and bucking her hips. Before toolong she was moaning and howling in ecstasy, just as shedid when alone in the bedroom at night.
Wendy�s mouth was open, and she wasafraid�but she could not take her eyes off Mom.Would Wendy, too, soon be doing this to herself?Would she moan and howl as Mom did�and wouldMom be listening? She did not want to do it, and she
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really did not want Mom to hear her doing it�but shecould not be sure she would not want to, all too soon.

*******
The dream�Wendy always thought of it as the dream,even years afterward�happened very soon after that,when Wendy was still barely 12. Wendy was nude in theshower. She was rubbing her breasts as Mom had done,and feeling extremely good; her clitoris was fully hard, andshe was about to press it down between her legs and rubit.
Suddenly a boy appeared in the bathroom, as ifout of nowhere. He was a very handsome,strong-looking boy with reddish-brown hair and a bigsmile, which grew even bigger when he looked atWendy in the shower. Wendy wanted to smile back athim, and yet she was afraid. He was, after all, aboy�and boys were bad, while girls were good. Wasn�tthat true? Or did Mom just say it because she hated Dadand all men?
The boy was nude too, and he was entering theshower. He certainly looked like a good, kind, friendlyboy. Wendy shyly smiled at him, but tried to cover herbreasts with one hand and her hard clitoris with the other.Gently, but firmly, the boy was pulling her hands away, withstrength much greater than Wendy�s own. Wendy wasafraid, and yet she could not bear to resist him, though hewas a boy. The boy�s cock was hard, and at least twice aslong as Wendy�s clitoris. He was trying to put it into Wendywhile standing up�no, not just trying, he was succeeding!Vividly Wendy felt that she had a vagina like a real girl, tightand hot and wet, and the boy�s cock was exciting her tothe maximum as he entered her.
Wendy no longer had any will to resist. The boywas thrusting hard, and she was bucking wildly inresponse. With all her might she clutched the boy�scock with her vagina and made him ejaculate deepinto her, while an orgasm as strong as Mom�s grippedher and overwhelmed her fully. She moaned andshrieked as Mom had done�and then she awoke.
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She was alone in bed, not in the shower. There wasno boy. It was she who had ejaculated, for the firsttime in her life. She did not know whether she hadmoaned and shrieked only in her dream, or in reallife.

*******
Next evening Wendy absolutely had to re-enact thedream in real life, so far as possible. She was wearing herbra underneath a tight white top that showed the exactsize and shape of her tiny breasts, which Mom especiallyloved to see her wearing. Her feet were already bare whenshe entered the bathroom. Below the waist she wore noth-ing but a hot pink miniskirt, another of Mom�s favorites, anda pair of pale pink panties.
She imagined the boy�her secret boyfriend, herdearly beloved, whom Mom would loathe if she couldsee him�was with her already as she stripped off hertop and let him see her in her bra. He was coming upclose to her, and going around behind her; he wasunhooking her bra and removing it; she could feel hishard cock pressing against her plump, girlish butt ashe clasped her bare breasts from behind. Now he wasstripping her miniskirt and her panties off at once.She got into the shower, turned the water on, and be-gan to rub her breasts while the boy stripped, watch-ing her all the time. He was coming close to her, pull-ing her hands away from her breasts as shepretended to struggle to keep them covered, whileknowing all the while that she would lose the shamstruggle. Soon he would slip his cock into her vagina,as he had done in the dream�but how?
Wendy�s eyes alighted upon a cock-sized shampoobottle. Yes, that would do the job�and, since shedidn�t really have a vagina, she would just have tosqueeze the bottle tight between her thighs. This washardly sooner thought than done.
Yes, yes, that was it! The tight, hot space between herthighs would serve delightfully well for her vagina, espe-cially when she lathered it up with hot soapy water. Soonthe boy was thrusting into Wendy as hard as he had done
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in the dream, and her hips were quaking even more wildlythan they had done then. She could feel him ejaculatinginto her as he had done in the dream, she fancied�whilereally it was her own three-inch clitoris, pressed down tightagainst the bottle, that was ejaculating.
Only one thing, really, was different from thedream. Wendy didn�t want Mom to hear her moaning inorgasm. Her mouth was open wide as she came to cli-max, she was breathing hard and gasping in delight, herheart was crying out �I love you! Yes! I love you!��but sheforced her mouth to remain silent, even while all the rest ofher was beyond her control.

*******
�Wendy, I don�t mean to be too nosy,� Mom said a cou-ple of weeks later, �but�well, have you done it yet?�
Wendy didn�t have to guess what Mom meantwhen she asked that; she meant, had Wendy en-gaged in �sexual self-sufficiency.� Wendy felt Momwas being far too nosy, but she answered truthfully, �Yes,Mom. I�ve done it.� She didn�t think she needed to say shehad done it every night, either in the shower or in bed, andalways while pretending a boy who loved her was puttinghis cock in her �vagina� between her thighs.
�And�like a girl, not like a boy?� Mom begged toknow.
�Yes, Mom. Like a girl.� Like a girl who�s totally fasci-nated by boys, and needs to be loved by a good boy, shethought but did not say.
�Oh, Wendy, I�m so proud of you!� Mom exclaimed.�That�s my good girl!� Mom clasped Wendy tight in abig hug. Wendy could feel Mom�s breasts through herclothes, and couldn�t help grimacing when shethought of Mom�s demonstration of �sexual self-suffi-ciency.�
�Wendy, I just knew you would!� Mom said whenthe hug was over. �I just knew you were really a good
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girl at heart, not a bad boy! You�ve got such a wonder-ful future ahead of you!� Wendy hoped it wastrue�but she feared she could never be sure that afuture of �sexual self-sufficiency� would be as won-derful as Mom claimed.

Chapter 2
Years went by, and Wendy grew bigger�thoughnot much bigger. By her 16th birthday, her clitoris was stillonly three and a half inches long, her breasts were a littlelarger but still looked like a younger girl�s small buddingones, and she was still really short�barely five feet tall, notmuch taller than she had been at 12. Most girls at MoundsJunction High School, and almost all boys, were taller thanshe was. Her voice was still high, too�like Truman Ca-pote�s voice, she thought. She had recently skimmedthrough a biography of Truman Capote, and remem-bered that his voice was still high and girlish when he was asex-crazed teenager giving boys blow jobs.
Mom gave her more girls� clothes for her birthday,but they were quite different from the ones she got onprevious birthdays. �Wendy,� Mom said, �it�s time foryou to start wearing girls� clothes to school. Thosebad boys have got to know for sure that you�re a goodgirl who won�t do any of the filthy things they wantgirls to do with them. I�ve bought some very ladylikeclothes for you, which will force those boys to knowyou�re a virgin and you�re going to stay a virgin.�
Wendy looked at the clothes and tried them on.They were very pretty: some long many-coloredskirts, some loose blouses that hardly showed herbreasts at all, and some old-fashioned dresses thatdid show her figure and her legs below the knees, buthad high necklines so no boys could ever glimpse herbare breasts. Her clitoris was going to be hard whenshe wore them in front of boys at school, sheknew�but Mom was still in control, and Wendycouldn�t refuse to wear the clothes. She just hoped itwouldn�t be so exciting to wear them in front of boysthat she would uncontrollably ejaculate in her pant-ies.
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*******
�I�ll bet those boys said nasty things when they saw youwearing those clothes, didn�t they?� Mom asked whenWendy got home, on the first day she wore them toschool.
�Um, some of them did,� Wendy said. �I just triedto ignore them.� She didn�t tell Mom how good it feltto know boys were attracted to her as a girl, even ifsome of them did say nasty things. At least she hadnot ejaculated in her panties, she remembered with re-lief�but now her clitoris was hard again from the memoryof the boys.
�Oh, yes!� said Mom. �And you let them know youwere ignoring them, too, didn�t you? You snubbed thosebad boys right in front of everyone, didn�t you?�
�Um, I guess so,� Wendy said. It was true, in part.Her eyes and her silent lips had snubbed theboys�but her nipples and her clitoris had not.What ifthe boys had seen me nude, and known how excited Iwas? Wendy thought�and the very thought was makingher just as excited now as she had been then.
�They were getting so excited to see you�but youlet them know they meant nothing to you, didn�t you?�Mom�s dark eyes were burning with excitement�and sud-denly Wendy was shocked to realize it was sexual excite-ment. Mom was actually getting hot from the thought ofWendy being attractive to boys and snubbing them�andWendy was dismayed to feel herself getting hotter fromMom�s heat!
�Uh�well, at least I didn�t let them know they didmean anything to me,� Wendy said. She was afraid eventhis subtle hint of attraction to boys would make Mommad, but she had already said it and couldn�t take itback.
�You got excited when you knew the boys were at-tracted to you!� Mom accused her. Wendy was silent. Itwas true, but she dared not admit it to Mom�or did she?
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�Oh, Wendy, I know how it is,� Mom said. �It�s soterrible to have such feelings for those bad boys andmen�but sometimes they just get so strong that theonly thing you can do is to seek release by yourself atonce! I�m getting themmyself right now, just thinkingof how excited those bad boys must have been to seeyou! Are you getting them too, Wendy? Do you needrelease too�right here, right now?�
NowWendy was even more shocked. Mom actuallywanted to watch her having an orgasm�and maybeeven to masturbate while watching her. This couldn�tbe happening�and yet, years ago, Mom herself hadlet Wendy watch her having an orgasm. Was it nowtime to return the favor? Wendy felt revulsion at thethought�but she was still under Mom�s control,Mom�s will was stronger than her own, and Wendywas excited enough to throw away her mind and dothe deed.
�Yes, Mom,� said Wendy, lowering her eyes andunbuttoning her blouse. �Yes, I need release.� Shefelt as if she were a puppet being jerked around onthe strings of Mom�s desire�and yet it was her owndesire too, and she succumbed to it. Soon her brawas off and she was letting Mom see her rubbing andsqueezing her bare breasts. As she had feared, Momhad stripped to the waist and was doing the same toher own breasts. Wendy tried not to look at her. ThenWendy�s long skirt and her panties were down, andshe was pressing her clitoris down against herthighs�then pressing it even farther, until it was to-tally hidden between her thighs. Her big butt wasbucking and she lost all control, even moaning andscreaming as Mom had done so often when her cli-max came upon her, while she could hear Mommoaning and screaming too. She kept her eyes closedtight, knowing that Mom�s burning eyes were fullyopen and fixed upon her, as her backward-facing cli-toris, clutched tight between her thighs, spurtedsperm beneath her quick-pumping girlish rump,while Mom separately ascended to her own isolatedorgasm.
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*******
By the time her 18th birthday drew near, Wendy hadsuccumbed many times to Mom�s desire to see her girlishorgasms, though at least Mom had refrained frommastur-bating in front of her after the first time. Soon, Wendyvowed, it would happen no more. She had made plansfor her wonderful future, and they were very far from thesame plans Mom would have wished her to make. Shehad a part-time job at Arthur�s discount grocery store inMounds Junction, not too far from Mom�s house on OakMound. On her 18th birthday�and not a day later�shewould drop out of school and go full-time at Arthur�s, whichpaid its workers surprisingly well and also gave them spe-cial deals on food. She had already made the arrange-ments with the manager, Belinda, a grandmotherly ladywho liked Wendy very much. Then she would move intothe small basement apartment in Belinda�s house not farfrom Arthur�s, and she would be free to enact the dream inreality, with real men�free at last from Mom�s control.
Wendy had never yet �done it� with a boy or a manin reality, though she had done it hundreds of timesin fantasy. So long as she was in Mom�s grip, shewould not risk whatever tortures might ensue if Momfound out she had �done it� with a loathsome boy orman. When she was free, though, she fancied shewould reveal her secret to Mom, and laugh in Mom�sface, and leave�and never again would she let Momsee her having an orgasm!

*******
�You did what?� Mom cried out in disbelief on Wendy�s18th birthday, when Wendy told her she had worked allday at Arthur�s instead of going to school. �Wendy, that�sfoolish! You�ve got a great future ahead of you! Don�tthrow it all away and waste your life working at a grocerystore!�
�Arthur�s is a good company, Mom,� Wendy in-structed her. �The pay and benefits are good, andthere are opportunities for advancement.� She didn�t
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mention that one of the opportunities was for ad-vancement into sex with men, free from Mom�s grip.Mom must know full well, though, that her fascinat-ing views of Wendy�s girlish climaxes were coming toan end�and she was most seriously displeased.
�I can�t believe this!� Mom cried. �What about Mag-num Supreme? You�re not going to tell me Arthur�s isa better company to work for than Magnum Su-preme!� Mom was a high-paid accountant at Mag-num Supreme, and her plan for Wendy�s future wasthat Wendy should go to the U and then follow in herfootsteps�while continuing to live at home and todisplay her orgasms to Mom, of course.
Yes, Arthur�s is better, Mom�Wendy thought, but didnot say�because you don�t work there! What she said in-stead, simply but politely, was simply this: �Mom, I�m sureMagnum Supreme is a good company too�but I�mgrown up now, and I�m going tomakemy own decisions.�
�Wendy,� Mom said, �I haven�t told you this before,but I have my own little company too, which special-izes in things I know we�re both very interested in. Ifyou�ll just stay here at home, I�m sure you�d love towork for my company, and I know you�d be very goodat it.�
Wendy wondered what Mom was talking about,but she didn�t wonder nearly enough to agree to stayat home. �Thanks, Mom,� she said, �but it�s time forme to move out.�
Mom frowned and glared in outrage, but said onlythis: �Well, at least I�m glad it�s your own decision tobe a good girl, not a bad boy.�
�Yes, it is, Mom,� Wendy said complaisantly, tryinghard not to give undue offense to Mom. �I love being agirl, and I�m not going to stop.�

*******
�I think you�d better wait here,� Wendy told Belinda onthe day she moved out of Mom�s house. �My mom�s not
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too thrilled about me moving out, and she might saysome nasty things I�d rather you didn�t hear.�
�Oh, dear!� said Belinda. �Well, all right, I�ll wait.�She did wait in her clunky old car, in which she hadkindly offered to transport Wendy and her few be-longings, other than her bike which was already atBelinda�s house. Wendy entered Mom�s house.
�Hi, Mom,� she said. Momwas sitting with her eyesfixed on her computer. �Hello, Wendy,� Mom saidwithout looking up.
Wendy took loads of her things, mostly clothes andbooks, down to Belinda�s car in silence. When shewas done, she felt like taking off without sayinggood-bye, but she figured she really shouldn�t. �OK,I�ll go say good-bye to Mom, and then we can go,� shesaid.
�All right,� said Belinda. �Are you sure you don�twant me to meet your mom?�
Wendy took a deep breath and sighed. �Yes, I�msure,� she said. �I�ll explain it all sometime�or atleast I�ll explain some of it.�
She re-entered the house. �OK, Mom, I�m goingnow,� she said.
Now Mom looked up. �I�m very sorry to see youleave,� she said coldly. �When I think you could havestayed here and gone to the U, and worked for my lit-tle company, and made something out of yourself��
And stayed in your grip, and let you keep seeing my or-gasms, for years to come? NO! Wendy thought.
�Well, Mom, it�s my decision, and I�m going,�Wendy said.
Mom glared at her. �You know,� she said, �I�mafraid your real reason for doing this is you want todo things you don�t want me to find outabout�things I�d hate to think of you doing.�
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Well, you can think that if you insist, Wendy thought ofsaying�and now good-bye!Why didn�t she just say it andgo? What was it, deep within her, that made her say in-stead, �What, are you afraid I�m going to �do it� with men atClub Swank Wank, or something like that?�
Mom�s eyes bulged in horror. �You�re not, areyou?� she demanded to know.
�Oh, yes, I am,� Wendy said�quite truthfully, forthat was exactly what she planned to do that verynight. �And let me tell you something else. Ever sinceI was 12, and I first �did it� with myself in the shower,I�ve been pretending I was �doing it� with a boy! Everytime, even when you were right there watching me, animaginary boy was right there with me too! I�ve beenboy-crazy ever since I was 12, and I don�t loathe boys ormen, and I never will�and now you can�t stop me from�doing it� with them!�
Mom shrieked. �I thought you were my good girl!�she wailed. �I thought you knew how revolting, howfilthy and sickening, boys are! And now I find out, allthe time, you�ve been secretly betraying me withboys! Go away! I can�t stand this!� Mom was crying.Wendy had hardly ever seen her cry. There was noth-ing she could do to comfort Mom now. �Good-bye,Mom,� she said, and left the house.
Wendy gave a long sigh when she and Belinda weresafely rolling down the slope of Oak Mound, movingsteadily toward Wendy�s new home near MoundsJunction. �Thanks for everything, Belinda,� she said.�And thanks for not coming in. It was pretty nasty.You wouldn�t have wanted to hear it.�
�Oh, dear, I�m so sorry,� said Belinda. �It soundslike your mom was kind of too eager to control yourlife.�
�Um, yeah, she sure was.�
�Well, that�s all over with now. Fred and I will beglad to have you up for Sunday dinners, but the restof the time you�ll be perfectly free to live your ownlife.�
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�Hey, thanks a lot. That�s exactly how I want it.�

*******
Is this really how I want it? Wendy wondered that verynight, hesitating at the round-topped door of Club SwankWank. Her nipples and her clitoris were clamoring that thiswas exactly what she wanted to do: to enter the club and�do it� with a man, or men, at long last. She had refrainedfrom engaging in �sexual self-sufficiency� for almost twoweeks, to insure that she would be bursting with desirewhen this big night came�and so she was. She wasprimed to the full for an overwhelming orgasm, and shehad only to enter the club, meet a man, and �do it.� Whatwas there to hesitate about? Wendy did not know�andyet she felt incomprehensible dismay at not knowing.
Shyly she pulled open the heavy door and enteredthe club. Straight before her was the front desk, atwhich a handsome, bearded young man was gazingat her with his eyes wide open. She approached thedesk, told the young man she wanted to join the club,produced the membership fee, and showed him herpicture ID on demand. He scrutinized the ID withcare, looking repeatedly from it to her and backagain. �Well, all right,� he said at last. He gave her thecombination to her locker, reassuring her that shecould get it from him again if she forgot it, and pro-vided her with a bath towel and a map of the club.
She found the locker room and looked at herself ina full-length mirror. She was sure men would findher attractive even before she stripped, what with hertight low-cut top and her miniskirt that showed thelittle bulge of her clitoris in front. Sure enough, shehad no opportunity to strip before a man�a tall,thin, red-bearded man with sparkling eyes, wearingnothing but a towel around his loins, who looked tobe between 30 and 40�approached her and made itclear that he was attracted to her.
Wendy smiled at him and pulled down her mini-skirt and her panties at once, letting him see hererect three-and-a-half-inch clitoris. The man�s eyesbulged with extreme fascination, darting back and
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forth between Wendy�s eyes, her breasts, and her cli-toris. His words, though, were not at all what shemight have expected. �Oh, babe, you lied about yourage to get in here!� the man exclaimed with a bigsmile.
Wendy opened her eyes wide in surprise and gavea little laugh. �No, I didn�t,� she said, knowing hervoice still sounded girlish like Truman Capote�svoice. �I�m 18.�
�Hell, and I�m 13!� the man said with a much big-ger laugh. �No, you�re 13�or maybe 12. I know a younggirl when I see one�or a young girlie-boy! Ever heard thatold song, �Young girl, get out of mymind; my love for you isway out of line�? The guy was supposedly begging theyoung girl to go away, but everybody knew that wasbullshit and he was going to do it with her, no matter howyoung she was. Know what I mean?�
Wendy stared at him for a moment, and then de-cided to play along. �Well, all right, then,� she said,�don�t tell anybody, but I�m really 12. I�ve got a fakeID that says I�m 18. Is that more like it?�
�Wow, yeah!� the man exclaimed. �I knew it! Babe,you�re hot! Am I going to be your first?�
�Well, yes, you are, actually,� Wendy said. �I�venever done it with a man or a boy before. I�ve onlypretended I was doing it in the shower.�
�Did you come in the shower?� theman asked, puttingone hand on Wendy�s plump bare butt.
�Oh, yes!� Wendy said. �My first time I came in theshower was when I was barely 12.� This, at least, wastrue. �Now I�m almost 13, and I�ve been coming in theshower almost every night�but I�ve never really doneit before.�
�Well, you�re in for a big treat,� said the man. �Let�snot waste any time.� Putting his other hand on herbutt, he drew her close to him and kissed her on themouth, thrusting his tongue deep in. His cock wasbig and hard, and Wendy could feel it pressing
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against her. �Let�s take a shower,� he commanded.�Quick!�
Wendy found her locker, opened it, and pulled offher top in full view of the man. He gave her anotherkiss on the mouth while he unhooked her bra and re-moved it.
�Let�s go!� he said, not giving her time to put hertowel around her waist. His hand on her bare butt,he steered her into a private shower stall. �How doyou want it?� he asked as soon as the water was run-ning.
�Uh�between my legs,� Wendy said.
�You�ve got it, babe,� said the man. �But first justlet me kiss those delectable little 12-year-old tits.�His mouth descended to Wendy�s breasts, first one,then the other, and he licked her pointy nipples totheir utmost hardness while she clutched him hard.Then he lathered up her loins, gripped her butt, andthrust his big cock between her thighs, pressing herclitoris against his abdomen.
�OK, babe, here goes,� said the man, thrustinghard between her thighs. �Oh, man, there�s nothinglike doing it with a 12-year-old virgin!� Vividly Wendyimagined the tight, hot space between her thighs washer vagina, clutching the man�s cock in rapidspasms, just as she had so often done in fantasy. Shecould feel him trying to slow down and prolong theexperience, but she couldn�t wait. Her hands, herlips, her hard-pumping girlish butt all begged him toejaculate deep into her as soon as possible. �Oh,baby, baby!� the man cried out, succumbing to herintense desire. �You�re the hottest! You�re the great-est! Thank you, thank you, thank you!� Wendy couldnot speak in return�surely she could not cry out, �I loveyou! Yes! I love you!��but she moaned and gasped inecstasy as her clitoris spurted upward and her orgasmmingled with his.
�Oh, babe, I couldn�t have believed this!� the mangroaned when his sperm was drained, still clutchingWendy�s big butt hard. �You�re the greatest little
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12-year-old girlie-boy in the universe�and you�re allmine!�
Wendy did not reply to this directly. Instead,squeezing his still-erect cock between her thighs, sheasked him softly, �Why is it so much more exciting todo it with me when I�m 12 than it would be if I was18?�
Keeping one hand on Wendy�s butt while raisingthe other to her breast, the man moaned �Oh, baby!�once more before replying. Then he said, �Baby, you�rejust so fresh and innocent, you know what I mean? Youtake me back to the time when I was fresh and innocenttoo, when one little glimpse of a cute girl�s tiny titties or aboy�s hard young cock would send me skyrocketing! Andyou were a virgin; not many 18-year-olds are virgins, espe-cially if they�re girlie-boys. There�s just nothing like doing itwith a virgin. And then, you know, it�s the forbidden fruit,and that�s always more exciting. You�re totally hot, you�retotally ready, you�ve got needs just asmuch as if you were-n�t only 12, but they say, �Hell, no! Stay away! Don�t youdare, or you�re going straight to prison!� Well, what kind of aman would take that shit lying down? I�ve got needs, too!What if I was the kind of guy who can only get it up foryoung girls and boys that are still at that magic age whenit�s totally new and astounding to be able to get sexy andhave orgasms? Should I be doomed to sit at home andjack off alone, when so many kids are so eager and will-ing? Baby, I ask you, is that right? Is that justice?�
Wendy didn�t know how to answer. She groped forwords. At last she could say only, �Well, I�m glad youdidn�t sit at home and jack off alone. That was so ex-citing!�
�Let�s do it again,� the man said at once. �I�ll meetyou here again whenever you like. I come here almostevery night around this time. But remember�out-side of this club, you don�t knowme, and I don�t knowyou. What happens here, stays here. Nobody talks;everybody walks.�
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Chapter 3
Not many days later, Wendy got to know Judy. Shehad seen Judy shopping at Arthur�s every now andthen, but she hadn�t known Judy�s name. All sheknew was that Judy was an obvious cross-dresserwho often carried a gun and wore a police badge onher belt while shopping.
Judy approached Wendy, pushing a shoppingcart, while Wendy was refilling the store shelves withmustard, pickles, olives, steak sauce, and things likethat. Judy had her gun in her holster and her badgeon her belt. Wendy looked up at her as she camecloser; she wasn�t all that tall, but she was noticeablytaller than Wendy�s five feet, zero inches. Her facewas indistinguishable from a beautiful woman�s face,with great dark eyes like Wendy�s own, and full redlips like Wendy�s too. Judy actually looked quite a bitlike Wendy, she thought, except Judy had wavyshoulder-length brown hair and no freckles�quiteunlike Wendy, with her wavy blonde hair and ruddy,freckle-spattered face. Judy�s breasts were quitesmall compared to most women�s breasts, but theirpleasing round shape was plainly visible beneathJudy�s tight white top. Judy�s hips were big, at leastas big as Wendy�s in proportion, and her bare legswere shapely between the hem of her blueknee-length skirt and her crew socks. She was smil-ing at Wendy. Wendy had to wonder if Judy was at-tracted to her. She still didn�t know Judy�s name.
�Hi there,� Judy said in a low voice, coming veryclose to Wendy. �I don�t think we�ve been introduced.I�m Judy MacGregor, detective with the PacificHeights Police.� Judy made no effort to disguise hermale voice, totally incongruous with her looks.
�Uh, hi,� Wendy said. �I�m Wendy Batemiller.� Ob-viously she didn�t need to say she worked at Arthur�s.Her tight, low-cut top had Arthur�s red A insignias onboth shoulders. Arthur�s let the employees wear justabout any clothing that was legal, as long as it hadthe red A�s on it. Wendy�s top would have been legaleven if she had really been a female, since it didn�tshow her nipples, but it did show a good deal of herpretty little cleavage since the neckline wasn�t far
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above them. Wendy�s pink miniskirt didn�t have redA�s on it, but it was attention-getting too, showing offgenerous portions of her plump, pretty thighs.
�Hi, Wendy,� said Judy, shaking her hand. With nofurther preliminaries, Judy asked, �Would you mindtelling me how old you are?�
�Uh, well, I�m 18,� Wendy said. �Why do you ask?�
�Did anyone ever tell you you look like you�re onlyabout 12 or 13?�
�Well, now that you mention it��Wendy�s heartwas racing. Judy was gazing hard at her. Surely Judywouldn�t try to have sex with her right here at Ar-thur�s�but was Judy trying to pick her up for sex,like the man at Club Swank Wank? And wouldWendy be pleased if she did?
�Uh�yes,� Wendy stammered. �A�a man did tellme that not long ago.� Wendy could feel herselfblushing fiercely. She felt as if Judy could see rightthrough her clothes, see her nude, see her erect nip-ples and her hardening clitoris, see exactly whatWendy had done with the man at the club�and whatshe might well want to do with Judy too, if Judywould have her!
�Did the man�well, stop me if I�m getting too nosy,but did the man actually believe you were thatyoung?�
Wendy was breathing hard through her mouthnow. �Yes, I�m pretty sure he did,� she said. �I toldhim I was 12, and he sure acted like he believed it.�
Judy�s mouth was open too. �And�well, I�m afraidmaybe this is going to be way too nosy, but�uh�did hedo anything with you that a grownman shouldn�t be doingwith a 12-year-old?�
Wendy nodded yes. �We were at Club Swank Wank,�she admitted, �and�we were having sex.� Her nipplesand her clitoris were throbbing so hard she was sure Judycould feel the vibrations.
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�He believed you were 12, and he had sex with youanyway?�
�Yes.�
Judy took a deep breath, let it out, and spoke verysoftly. �I�m wondering,� she said, �if you might like toassist the police in a very important way, as what wecall an MDS�a Molester Detection Specialist.�
Wendy stared. �Uh�I don�t know,� she said. �Howdo you mean?�
�Well, an MDS is a civilian informant for the police,who attracts subjects that are predisposed to commitchild molesting, and induces them to commit at-tempted child molesting. You see, since you�re really 18,nobody could really commit child molesting withyou�but if they think you�re 12 or 13, they can commit at-tempted child molesting. It�s no defense that it would beimpossible to commit the real offense because you�re notyoung enough, as long as they believe you�re youngenough. I mean, um, if you�re going to be wanting sexwith�uh�random men anyway, why not do it with guyswho think they�re molesting you, so we can get them offthe streets before they molest real kids?�
Wendy was silent. Would she really want to sendmen like the one who had sex with her at the club toprison? Wasn�t it just harmless excitement to pre-tend she was 12 for men who were driven wild by thethought of sex with a girl so young, or a girlie-boy soyoung? Would it be unkind, even hateful, to punishmen simply for wanting to return to that magic agewhen sex was new, fresh, and even innocent? Orwere they really no more fresh and innocent thanWendy�s mom had been when she turned Wendy intoa sexy young girlie-boy and masturbated in front ofher, and later watched her orgasms?
�Well�I don�t know,� Wendy said again. �Let methink about it.�
�Sure,� Judy said. �Here�s my card. Just let meknow if you decide to do the job. But I hope you will; Ithink you�d be great at it.� Judy handed Wendy a
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business card. Then Judy pushed her shopping cartaway, and Wendy returned to her mustard, pickles,olives, steak sauce, and to her whirlwind of thoughts.

*******
Wendy felt she needed to decide about Judy�s pro-posal before she went back to the club�and yet shefound it terribly hard to decide. It was so incredibly excitingto have sex with a man who thought she was only12�and wasn�t it just thoroughly harmless excitement?Did aman really deserve to go to prison for it? Wasn�t it truethat many 12-year-olds, too, had sexual feelings andneeds, and should be able to satisfy them�even witholder men or women, if they wished? Wendy had certainlyhad extremely strong sexual urges when she was 12,which she had satisfied in many orgasms�and would itreally have been wrong to satisfy them with a real boy-friend, or man friend, instead of an imaginary one?Shouldn�t she just tell Judy �No� and go back to the club?
Wendy honestly didn�t know�but there were a fewthings, at least, she did know. She knew she wantedto cry out that she loved her boy or man duringsex�but she couldn�t when she did it with thered-bearded man at the club, because she didn�teven know him. What was more, she would neverknow him in real life, outside the club, because he would-n�t let her. All he wanted was a sort of mutual �sexualself-sufficiency� with her, just like Mom. Wendy shivered inhorror at the thought of herself doing such things togetherwith Mom�but was it really any different to do them withthe man than with Mom? And, more foully still, was it reallyany different to do them with Mom than to submit to whatMom had really done to Wendy?
Wendy couldn�t escape from the sickening thoughtthat Mom had been guilty of molesting her when shewas 11 and 12. Mom hadn�t molested her by touch-ing her, but it seemed she sure had by exciting herwith girls� clothes, and demonstrating �sexualself-sufficiency,� and prying into whether Wendy hadyet �done it� like a girl, not like a loathsome boy.True, if so, Wendy had been almost totally ready and
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willing to be molested, with only a thin, readily rippedveil of reluctance�but did that really matter?
Wendy�s thoughts were running away from her,carrying her where she felt afraid to go. Wasn�t it fool-ish and even unjust, as the red-bearded man hadsaid, to draw arbitrary lines between young people ofdifferent ages who had the same sexual feelings andneeds? Maybe so, Wendy thought�but then did ev-eryone, of every age, have to bow down to their sexualfeelings and needs, and maybe be crushed by peoplewho didn�t love them and only wanted to take advantageof them? Hadn�t Mom exploited the extreme excitability ofWendy�s nipples and clitoris, and her overwhelming desireto be a sexy girl, to try to turn her into aman-hating puppetputting on orgasm shows for Mom�s own satisfaction?Wouldn�t Mom deserve to go to prison for that, if there wasany justice in the world�and was the red-bearded manreally any better than Mom?
Wendy pulled out Judy�s card and stared at it. Itwould be satisfying, she thought. She couldn�t putMom in prison, but she could do the next best thing.She could punish the red-bearded man, and maybemanymore like him, for turning her into a man-lovingpuppet putting on orgasm shows for their own satisfac-tion�a man-loving puppet who could never cry out thatshe loved her man. She pulled out her cell phone andcalled Judy�s number.

*******
�I think you�ll really be glad you did this,� Judy softly saidto Wendy just before they entered Club Swank Wank. �Youdid very well in the MDS training, and you�ve sure got whatit takes to nab those molesters.�
�I hope so,� Wendy said. I only wish I could nab mymom too, she thought, but didn�t say. She had told Judy afew things about her mom during the training, and shewasn�t sure she wanted to tell her any more.
They entered the club, and again Wendy had tohave her ID scrutinized. Of course Judy didn�t have
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her gun or badge, so she couldn�t speak up as a po-lice officer and officially verify that Wendy was 18.The plan was to pretend they were going to have sexin the same private shower stall where Wendy haddone it with the red-bearded man, while really theywere going in to bug the stall with a tiny audio-videocamera and transmitter. It was OK, Judy had ex-plained, because they were only going to recordevents that Wendy consented to have recorded, andthe molesting suspect didn�t also need to consent.
They went to the locker room, stripped, and put ontowels. Wendy caught glimpses of Judy�s breasts andher clitoris. Her breasts were pretty, with fine pointynipples, and even bigger thanWendy�s little ones, buther clitoris wasn�t erect. Wendy�s was, but she triednot to let Judy see. She was embarrassed at how ea-ger she would be for sex with the lovely Judy if Judywanted her, but she was pretty sure the visit to theclub was strictly business for Judy. Still, in her ex-cited state, she wasn�t perfectly sure.
They entered the shower stall, with Judy conceal-ing the camera in a second towel. Judy expertly in-stalled it while Wendy looked on. �Well, that shoulddo the job,� Judy said when she was done. �Just givethe signal when you�ve got a suspect on the hook.�The signal was to be given by a tiny wireless device inthe pocket of Wendy�s skirt, which would activate thecamera when Wendy sent the signal.
Wendy felt a burning blush suffusing her face, herbreasts, and her loins, but she felt she couldn�t letthis moment pass by without finding out for sure.�Uh�I don�t have a suspect on the hook right now, doI?� she asked, and giggled. �I mean�um�well, haveyou ever come here for anything like what most peo-ple come here for?�
Judy stared, but then laughed. �No, I�m afraidnot,� she said. �There was a time long ago when Iused to get sexy with guys, when I was only 14 or15�but then I fell in love with a girl when I was 15 or16. Well, actually, I fell in love with her when I was12, but then I did again a few years later, and I neverlooked back. We got married when we were 18 eventhough some people thought we should wait. I�m not sorry

Page - 27

RELUCTANT PRESS



we did. She�s the greatest.� Judy smiled. �After you�venabbed your first suspect, maybe you�d like to come tomy house and celebrate, and you can meet my wife andkids.�
�Uh�well, sure,� Wendy said. �Does your wife,um, know you wear women�s clothes?�
�You bet.� Judy grinned. �I even wore them toschool with her once. I got suspended for three daysfor violating the dress code, but it didn�t scare heraway.�
�Well, uh�that�s good,� Wendy said. Her heartwas beating hard. She had to meet this woman wholoved Judy, women�s clothes and all. Strange, un-imaginable thoughts were starting to whisper to herthat her life was about to be changed forever�andthat she would not be sorry, to say the least. But be-fore she could meet Judy�s wife, she would have tonab her first suspect�this very night, she hoped.

*******
�Oh, babe, you�re back! I love you!� the red-beardedman cried out on seeing Wendy at the club again, thatvery night. Wendy could not bring herself to say she lovedthe man, but she did say, �I�m so glad to see you again!�
Hardly had she said it when the man embracedher, clasped her butt through her miniskirt with bothhands, and kissed her deeply on the mouth. She re-sponded as eagerly as possible. �Let�s do it in theshower again,� she said when her mouth was free.�That was so lovely!�
�Your wish is my command, my love,� said theman. �Let�s go!�
This time Wendy did not pull down her miniskirtand panties; the man did it for her at once. She un-zipped his pants and put her hand on his massivecock. �Easy, babe,� said the man. �Let�s take it easythis time, good and slow.�
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�Oh, I�ll try,� said Wendy, �but I can hardly wait toget in the shower!�
They stripped and entered the shower almost atonce, but not before Wendy had discreetly picked upher miniskirt, reached into the pocket, and given thesignal to turn on the recording device. As soon asthey entered the shower stall, Wendy started to elicitadmissions from him that he believed she was only12, as she had been trained to do.
�Ooh, I�m so glad you�ll make love with me eventhough I�m only 12!� she gushed. �Wouldn�t a lot ofmen be afraid to do that?�
�I�m not a lot of men,� the red-bearded man as-sured her, �and I�m not afraid. Just as long as nobodyfinds out, it�s totally OK. I love you, you love me, andthat�s all that counts�not some birth certificatesomewhere.� He turned on the shower, grippedWendy�s bare butt, and kissed her on the mouth.
�Will you still love me when I�ve turned 13?� Wendyasked him with a giggle, raising her voice to be heardabove the noise of the shower.
�Babe, I�ll love you more than ever,� the man as-sured her. �13-year-olds are the sexiest creatures inthe universe�and you�ll be the sexiest among them!But before you turn 13, just let me squeeze those pertlittle 12-year-old titties from behind.�
The man moved around to stand behind her. Heslipped his cock between her thighs and squeezedher breasts. She clasped his hands on her breastswith her own, clutched his cock tightly with herthighs, and began to pump her hips. She was glad tosee that they were facing toward the camera, so theman�s face would be plainly visible as he had sex withher.
�Easy does it, babe,� said the man. �Take it niceand slow this time.� Wendy tried to comply, but did-n�t entirely succeed. Soon her left hand had de-scended to the big bulb of the man�s cock, stickingout in front of her thighs. She squeezed his bulb withher hand and his shaft with her thighs, and pumped
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her hips, and soon she could feel the man thrustinghard.
�Oh, babe, oh, babe! You�re so great! I love you!�the man cried out as Wendy felt his semen spurtinginto her hand, soon mingling with her own. Wendywas silent until the orgasm had ended.
�Oh, that was so exciting!� she then said, dis-creetly turning off the water as soon as they hadwashed away the semen, so their voices could bebetter heard. �I hope no one ever catches us�I mean,until I�m old enough that it�s legal.�
The man gripped her breasts so hard it hurt. �Noone will catch us, babe,� he assured her. �I won�t talk;you won�t talk; no one will find out.�
�Oh, I hope not!� Wendy said. �But�what if some-one did find out? What if they found out my ID isfake?�
�No one will ever find out,� the man insisted, �un-less you or I tell them. I sure won�t, and if you everdid�well, you�d wish you didn�t.�
Wendy�s sharp ears, trained to listen closely forany sign of the crime of intimidation, perked up atonce. �Oh, I won�t!� she assured the man. �But�well,what do you mean by saying I�d wish I didn�t?�
The man made a sound that sounded halfway be-tween a groan and a snarl. �Babe, I didn�t think I�dhave to explain that to you,� he said, �but look. Thisis serious business. A man could go to prison foryears�and get his butt raped for years by viciouscriminals�for doing it with a 12-year-old. I�m notabout to let that happen. I�ll do whatever it takes tomake sure it doesn�t happen. Do you understand?Whatever it fucking takes.� He was clutching her breasts sohard that Wendy feared they would bleed, or at least beseriously bruised.
�Oh, no!� Wendy cried, putting up with the pain forthe sake of nabbing this suspect, who was now mak-ing his vile character dreadfully clear. �Youmean�well, like I say, I�m sure not going to tell, but if
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there was some other 12-year-old who did tell, youmean��
�I mean,� the man said slowly and distinctly, �that12-year-old wouldn�t live to testify at the trial.There�d be an accident�a fatal one. I�ve got a specialkind of insurance to make that happen. It�s not soldlegally, and the premiums are pretty hefty, but it�sworth it, and they guarantee the job will get done.�
�Oh!� said Wendy. �Well�I�m sure glad I won�t bein that 12-year-old�s place!�
�No, babe,� the man assured her. �You sure won�t.You�re far too good for that. You�re the greatest.�
Wendy and the man left the shower and gotdressed in silence. Wendy glimpsed Judy watchingthem. Judy was wearing a long, fluffy sweater, pre-sumably to conceal her gun and her badge. Judy ap-peared to be sending a text message on her cellphone.
�Well, babe,� the man said as they were about toleave the club, �I hope I�ll see you here again prettysoon. I waited too long to see you here this time.�
�Oh, yes, I�ll see you again soon!� Wendy said, butshe didn�t say where or how.
The man gripped her butt and kissed her on themouth one last time. Then they left the club. Two bigpolice officers in uniform, one black, one white, wereawaiting them on the street.
�All right, sir, you�re under arrest,� said the blackone. Wendy discreetly stepped away.
�Under arrest?� the man shouted. �God damn it!You�re lying! I haven�t done anything!�
�Attempted child molesting,� the white officer cor-rected him, grasping his arm. �We�ll need to put thesehandcuffs on you.� Wendy saw Judy coming out ofthe club with her gun drawn.
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�The fucking hell you will!� the man screamed. Heturned toward Wendy. �You fucking cunt!� heshouted at her. �You two-timing, lying, cheating,stinking cunt! You set me up for this! You were in onit from the start! Well, I�ll see you in hell, bitch!� Withtremendous strength he ripped himself away fromthe officer�s grasp and rushed toward Wendy. Franti-cally Wendy looked for somewhere to hide. She couldsee nowhere but behind Judy.
�Freeze!� Judy commanded the man, pointing hergun straight at him. �Put your hands up right now orI�ll shoot!�
�Shut up, bitch,� the man said, looking right andleft for a way to get around Judy and attack Wendy. �Imight as well get killed as go where I�m going if I live.�Wendy was afraid Judy would shoot him dead rightin front of her�but suddenly the man started jerkingand twitching uncontrollably. Wendy saw that theblack officer was holding something that looked kindof like a gun, but had cord-like things stretching fromit to the man�s back.
�You might as well go where you�re going as getkilled, then,� said the black officer with a grin. �Noneed for a gun if a taser will do the job. Now let�s getthose handcuffs on.� Judy and the white officer re-strained the man while he was handcuffed. When theman could speak again, he started screaming addi-tional obscenities at Wendy, but not for long. The offi-cers escorted him to a waiting police car and droveaway.
�Good work, Wendy,� Judy said. �How about a cel-ebration at my house on Sunday afternoon?�
�Uh, sure,� Wendy said, �at least if I don�t get killedby that guy�s illegal insurance company.� Shelaughed nervously. �He was telling me how he payshefty premiums to an illegal insurance company thatkills witnesses.�
�Most likely you won�t,� Judy assured her. �He wasprobably bluffing to scare you. Even if he wasn�t, en-terprises like that aren�t too reliable about fulfillingtheir promises once their customers are behind bars
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and no longer paying the premiums. But still, if youhave anything to do with law enforcement, you needto keep in mind that there�s going to be some danger,and you have to think hard about what you�re goingto do about it.� Wendy was becoming all too wellaware of the danger, but not yet of what she was go-ing to do about it.
�Anyway, you�ll probably survive at least untilSunday afternoon, and so will I,� Judy said with agrin. �Here�s my home address.� She wrote an ad-dress, not too far from where Wendy lived atBelinda�s house, on one of her business cards andgave it to Wendy. �See you there about one in the af-ternoon for Sunday dinner?�
�Uh, sure,� Wendy said. �Thanks a lot. I�m lookingforward to it.� She didn�t add that what she was look-ing forward to most was meeting Judy�s wife.

Chapter 4
Wendy rode her bike west along Moundvale Ave-nue from Belinda�s house near Mounds Junction,within walking distance of Arthur�s. The avenuesloped downward between Oak Mound on the rightand Maple Mound on the left. Those were both niceneighborhoods, but the houses in between were get-ting shabbier as she got farther down the slope andaway from the Junction. She stopped and looked atJudy�s card. Good, she thought, the address wasonly a fewmore blocks farther on�and that was reallygood. By the time she got there, the slope was becomingsteeper and she could see straight down into the heart ofthe largest, most notorious slum in Pacific Heights, knownsimply as �the District.� The spring weather was chilly, butthat wasn�t the only reason why Wendy shivered.
Judy�s house was a small, sky-blue one in need ofa paint job, with a round-topped front door, at thecorner of Moundvale and Robursson. Wendy lockedher bike to the signpost at the corner. She took aquick look down at her clothes, hoping they were de-cent enough: a light pink high-necked top that dis-
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played no nudity but did show the shape of herbreasts, and a hot pink skirt that came down almost,but not quite, to her knees. Judy had told her shewould fit in better if she didn�t show off too muchskin, and these clothes were about the best she hadfor not showing skin while still being able to ride herbike in comfort. She tried to keep calm as she walkedup to the door and knocked.
The door opened. Wendy saw a pregnant womanwith frizzy brown hair, a big nose, great brown eyes,and a wide smile. �Hi! Are you Wendy?� the womansaid.
�Uh, yes,� Wendy said, looking at the woman witheyes open wide. She wore a light flower-print mater-nity blouse and a dark blue knee-length skirt, con-cealing much of the loveliness that Judy must haveseen in the nude. She loves Judy! Wendy�s mind criedout in silence, and the echo resounded at once: Judy�shad sex with her!
�I�m Christie MacGregor,� the woman said. �I�m so gladyou�re helping my husband catch child molesters!�
�Wow, so am I!� Wendy exclaimed. It was true�notleast because, by helping Judy catch child molesters,Wendy had been enabled to meet this lovely, homelywoman, Christie.
�Come on in,� Christie said, opening the door wide.Wendy came in.
�You know my husband Jim,� said Christie, �alsoknown as Judy.� Judy got up from an old-lookingarmchair in the little living room. Wendy hadn�tknown Judy�s real name was Jim. Now she wouldfind it easy to remember, for Judy, or Jim, was wear-ing a loose-fitting men�s plaid shirt and men�s khakitrousers. Still, she had to keep thinking of Judy asJudy.
�Hi, Wendy,� Judy said, shaking Wendy�s hand.�We�re glad you could come.�
�Uh, so am I,� Wendy said. The men�s clothessomehow made it even harder to keep from thinking
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of Judy having sex with Christie. Wendy hoped thesex thoughts weren�t oozing out of her eyes to be seenby all, but she felt irrational fear that they were. Moreirrationally still, her heart began to feel a painfulyearning to be like Judy and to have a wife like Chris-tie�a yearning that, of course, was never to be ful-filled.
�Our children will be joining us soon for dinner,�Christie said, raising her voice. �Rebecca! Raymond!Time for dinner! Please come out and meet our guest,Wendy!�
A boy who looked to be about seven years old,wearing a cowboy hat, a star-shaped badge, and a toygunbelt, raced into the living room with his toysix-shooter drawn. �Put your hands up right now orI�ll shoot!� he ordered Wendy. Wendy laughed andraised her hands.
�Raymond, you brat, shut up,� a girl demanded,following the boy into the living room. Wendy couldnot see the girl well at first, for she picked the boy upfrom behind and ordered him to drop the gun.
�Stop it! That�s against the law!� Raymond criedout, flailing his legs in vain. �Resisting law enforce-ment! You�ll go to jail for this!� Wendy laughed again.
�Drop it! Now!� the girl commanded. Raymond re-fused and kicked some more. Judy, deftly avoidinghis kicks, extracted the gun from his hand. �Ray-mond,� Judy said, �we only use guns on bad guys, ifwe have to. Wendy�s not a bad guy. Wendy helped mecatch a bad guy. That�s why I invited her here. Now, youcan be polite to Wendy and eat dinner, or not be politeand not eat dinner. Which will it be?�
Raymond frowned, but obviously knew he had lostthe struggle. �Dinner,� he snarled.
The girl put him down and introduced herself toWendy. �Good afternoon,� she said politely. �I�mRebecca MacGregor, and I�d like to apologize for mybratty brother�s bad behavior.�
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Wendy laughed yet again. �Not your fault,� shesaid. She gazed upon Rebecca�s pleasing looks for atleast as long as she thought polite. The girl looked tobe about 11 or 12 at most, and she was a littleshorter than Wendy. Her brown hair was wavy likeJudy�s, but fluffier; her face looked more like Chris-tie�s, with a big nose and wide mouth, but she wasprettier than Christie. Her little breasts were no big-ger than Wendy�s; Wendy tried not to stare at them,but they seemed well worth staring at, as a glimpse atthe girl�s plain form-fitting white top sufficed to dis-close. Her white socks, running shoes, and dark blueknee-length skirt, almost an exact duplicate of Chris-tie�s, completed the look of a girl who was simple,clean, good-hearted, and feminine, with no nonsenseabout her, just as her mother seemed to be.
�Uh, I�m Wendy Batemiller,� Wendy said, realizingshe should say her name and not just look atRebecca.
�I�m pleased to meet you, Wendy,� Rebecca said,extending her hand. Her bright brown eyes and herinnocent smile made the words seem like much morethan a mere formality. Incredibly, Wendy began tothink, this lovely young creature really was pleased tomeet her.
�Wow�I mean, uh, I�m very pleased to meet youtoo, Rebecca,� Wendy said, shaking Rebecca�s hand.They shook hands long and vigorously, until Rebeccagiggled and let go.
�Um�your bratty brother�s got a good vocabu-lary,� Wendy said with a smile. �I bet not too manykids his age would be talking about resisting law en-forcement.�
�Oh, yeah, he sure knows how to say that all right,�Rebecca said, rolling her eyes. �My dad told him it was re-sisting law enforcement if you fight a police officer, so nowhe wears his toy badge and gun as much as he can, andhe says it�s resisting law enforcement whenever anyonetries to stop him from doing whatever he wants!� Wendylaughed heartily, and so did Rebecca.
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�Speaking of law enforcement,� Rebecca quicklysemi-changed the subject, �how did you help my dadcatch a bad guy?�
�Well, uh�� Wendy was speechless. She sure was-n�t going to tell Rebecca about having sex with theguy who thought she was 12 at Club Swank Wank.This little sweetheart, if indeed she was one as sheseemed, didn�t need to know about any of that.
�Was it like how my dad sometimes catchesthem?� Rebecca prompted him. �You know, my dadwears girls� clothes to work, because sometimes badguys will try to do nasty things with him when theysee he looks like a girl, and then he can catch them.Is that what happened?�
�Um, yeah, that�s a lot like what happened,�Wendy said with relief. �There was a bad guy whothought I was only 12, and he wanted to do nastythings with me.� Wendy saw no need to mention thatthe bad guy had succeeded in doing the nasty things,with her own eager co-operation. �So your dad and acouple of police officers in uniform caught him andtook him to jail.�
�Wow, that�s good!� Rebecca said. �The bad guythought you were only 12? How old are you really?�
�I�m 18.� Rebecca grinned and her eyes grew wider,as if 18 were a far better age than her own. �How oldare you really?� Wendy had to ask.
�I�m 13. Actually, 13 and a half.� Wendy raised hereyebrows slightly, but said nothing. The girl seemedpretty small for 13 and a half, but surely she wasn�tlying. Rebecca laughed and went on: �And I�ve nevermade anyone think I was 18!�
�Don�t try,� Wendy rushed to say. �It�s not worth it.There�ll be plenty of time to make people think you�re18 when you really are 18.� Visions of the futureRebecca at age 18�not more than four and a half yearsfrom now�flooded Wendy�s imagination, making herheart beat hard.
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�Speaking of making people think you are whatyou really are,� Rebecca semi-changed the subjectagain, speaking more more softly and drawing closerto Wendy, �would youmind telling me�are you reallya girl, or are you a boy?�
Wendy laughed in surprise, but quickly stoppedherself. �I�m a boy,� she said, �now that you mentionit.� Rebecca�s eyes grew wider still. �Did I have youfooled?�
�No,� Rebecca said frankly. �I was pretty sure youwere a boy. My dad looks pretty much like a girl in hiswork clothes, but he doesn�t act as much like a girl asmy mom does. I could still tell he was a boy and mymomwas a girl, even if mymomwasn�t going to have a baby!�
�Rebecca? Wendy?� Christie called out from thedining room. �Dinner�s ready; come and eat!�
�OK, Mom,� Rebecca said. Quickly turning toWendy, she said in a soft, eager voice, �I�m glad you�rea boy!� Then she turned and walked into the diningroom before she could see Wendy�s wide-open eyes orhear her thundering heart, much less discern thewords Wendy was forcing herself not to cry out: �I�mincredibly glad you�re a girl!�

*******
�Wow, thanks a lot for inviting me,� Wendy said to Judyafter dinner, as she was getting ready to ride her bike backto Belinda�s. �That was great.� She didn�t add that thegreatest part was meeting Rebecca, talking withRebecca, feeling her heart melt in the sunshine ofRebecca�s smiling, laughing young face. She did add,�Maybe you and your family would like to have Sundaydinner at my place sometime.� She hoped that would beall right with Belinda and her husband; she was pretty sureit would.
�Great idea,� Judy said. �But we�ll need to cele-brate catching another molester, and I�ve got one inmind. Are you up for it?�
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�Uh, sure,� Wendy said. She hoped she wasn�t get-ting the heart of a molester herself. Rebecca was solovely, so desirable, so friendly to Wendy�and yet soyoung! Wendy could readily see and feel how a poten-tial molester could be tempted, and succumb tostrong temptation, with a girl like Rebecca�and yetWendy herself must never do anything to betrayRebecca�s trust. Wendy would be no better than herown revolting mother, she knew, if Rebecca could nottrust her to be kind, and good, and�Wendy strug-gled for a word�and decent with her always!
�OK, how about I treat you to lunch at Blessing�stomorrow,� Judy said, �and I�ll tell you what I�ve gotin mind?�
�Fine with me,� Wendy said. Blessing�s Buffet, veryclose to Arthur�s on Mounds Boulevard, was a nice,clean, inexpensive restaurant where Wendy occa-sionally ate when she wanted an especially fillingmeal. �See you there.� She mounted her bike, turnedaway from the view of the District, and began to as-cend the slope.

*******
�These restaurants always bring back memories,� Judysaid when they had filled their plates at Blessing�s. �Christieand I ate at the one in Seaview Grove after I helped thepolice there catchmy first bad guy, when I was only 15. Hewas a really bad guy, too�aspiring young hard-core pornproducer, molester, criminal ringleader, and murderer.He�s doing 100 years in prison now.�
�Wow,� Wendy said. �Um, the guy you want me tohelp you with isn�t a murderer, is he?�
�I don�t think so. He�s such a sweet guy, his victimslove him, even after he gently dumps them when theyget too old for him, like when they�re about 14 or 15at the oldest. He pretends his so-called �everlastinglove� for them is simply ascending to a new, morespiritual level, when what�s really happening is thathe just can�t get it up for anyone above that age.We�ve caught him admitting that he�s only �sexually
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oriented� toward young people of both sexes, frompuberty up to a couple or three years afterward. Butsince they still love him after he�s done with them,they won�t tell on him, because he makes it perfectlyclear that no one who loved him would ever tell onhim. Since there�s no corpus delicti, we can�t use hisadmissions against him. That�s where you come in.�
�Uh�I�m supposed to be the corpus delicti?� Itsounded pretty gruesome, like a dead body, eventhough Judy said she didn�t think this guy was amurderer.
�You�re supposed to establish the corpus delicti.� Judysmiled. �Corpus delicti means any kind of evidence that acrime was committed, apart from what the suspect said.You need it to keep people from being convicted on falseconfessions to crimes that never happened. Believe it ornot, some people do make false confessions for their ownbizarre reasons. So, you�ll need to get in touch with this guyand lead him to believe you�re a lonely, horny 12-year-oldwho�s deeply in need of the �everlasting love� that only hecan give. When he takes the bait, then we can nab himand use his admissions against him�as well as video evi-dence of him attempting to molest you.�
�Um, this isn�t going to happen at Club SwankWank again, is it?�
�No, that would be entirely unsuitable for this. Helikes to lure the victims to his lair�but I bet he�d bedaring enough to go to the victim�s lair too, if hethought he could get away with it. It would add someextra excitement if he thought he was molesting aboy or girl right under their parents� noses. Wouldyour place be suitable for that, do you think?�
�Uh, I guess so. I�ve got a basement apartment un-derneath an old couple�s house. I could tip them offso they wouldn�t be too surprised at what was hap-pening.�
�Great. I bet he�ll fall for it just fine. Well, are youup for it?�
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Wendy was silent for a minute. She felt a pang ofqueasiness at the thought of sending a �sweet guy� toprison for giving �everlasting love� to young peo-ple�but the pang soon passed. Wendy imagined,with loathing, how the �sweet guy� might sweet-talk agood-hearted young girl like Rebecca�yes, a wholelot like Rebecca�into lying down with him and let-ting him screw her, and then dump her in the trashunder the pretense of ascending to a new, spirituallevel of love. Wendy felt she would want to strangleanyone who did that to Rebecca, or anyone likeRebecca. She couldn�t really strangle this �sweetguy,� but she could help send him to prison, so hecouldn�t betray the innocent hearts and bodies of anymore young boys and girls�and, if she could, shewould.
�Yes, I�m up for it,� Wendy told Judy. �Let�s gethim.�

*******
�My mom doesn�t love me, and my dad doesn�t livewith us,� Wendy was soon telling the �sweet guy� in a videochat. �I really need love. You know what I mean?� She wasdressed for the part of the lonely, horny 12-year-old in asheer, skimpy spaghetti-strap negligee that plainly let theman see her bare breasts with erect nipples beneath it.The only other thing she wore was a discreet, inconspicu-ous little necklace that contained a tiny audio-video re-corder and transmitter, which Judy had provided to her.
�Oh, Wendy, my dear, I know exactly what youmean,� said the man, who used the name RonaldMcLoving. He was a plump, baldingman with kind-lookingeyes and a sweet smile, fully dressed. �I�ll give you everlast-ing love. With me, you�ll be safe, you�ll be cherished andadored, you�ll have all the love you ever dreamed of andmore.�
�Oh, yes!� Wendy cried. �Yes, please!Can you comeover to my house? My bedroom�s in the basement, and Ican let you in so my mom won�t know.�
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�I can come,� Ronald McLoving assured her. �Mydear, I love you. I�ll do anything for you.�
�I�m only 12,� Wendy said. �I�m not too young foryou to love, am I?�
�My dear, you�re exactly right! Please don�t beafraid! I�ll come right now! Just give me your ad-dress!� Wendy gave him the address, adding that heneeded to come around to the basement door on theside and she would let him in. He assured her that hewould find her. Then the screen of her tablet wentblank.
�Well, that looks pretty promising,� Judy said.�We�ll hide in the closets here. I�ve tested the videotransmission, and it works fine. He should be in ourhands before too long.� Judy hid in one closet, andthe detective who was with her, a tall, thin mannamed Bob Feasby, hid in another.
Before too long, indeed, Ronald McLoving arrivedand knocked on Wendy�s basement door. He was al-ready breathing hard when Wendy let him in. �Oh,Wendy, my love,� he said as they descended thestairs, �I�m so glad you asked me to come! For love ofyou, I drove straight through the District fromQueen�s Bluff! It�s a pretty creepy place after dark,but fortunately I didn�t have any trouble. You won�tscold me for putting myself in danger for love of you,will you?�
�Oh, no!� Wendy assured him. �I�m just so gladyou�re here!� At the bottom of the stairs she turned toface him at once, embraced him, and kissed him onthe mouth. She pretended she was too young and in-nocent to know what to do with her tongue, but heslipped his tongue deep into her mouth. His handsclasped her waist at first, but soon descended to herbig girlish butt. His cock was hard and really big, asshe could feel through his pants.
�Oh, Wendy,� he murmured, pulling up her shortnegligee to grip her bare butt. �Wendy, my beauty,my love�my only love forever.� Farther and fartherup he pulled the negligee, until he was stripping it off.Putting his mouth back on hers, he rubbed and
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squeezed her breast while making little moans of de-light. Then he lowered his hand to her loins and ca-ressed her erect clitoris, showing no sign of surprisethat it was three and a half inches long. �Oh, mydearest,� he said. �I�m so thrilled that you loveme�as I love you!�
Rapidly he stripped. His nude cock was immense.His bulb looked as big as an apple. �Please touch me,Wendy,� he begged, obviously meaning that sheshould touch his cock. She did, delicately but ea-gerly. He shivered with delight.
�Wendy, will you kiss me?� he asked her tenderly.The meaning of this was obvious too. �Oh, I�ve neverkissed a man�s you-know-what before!� Wendy said,quite truthfully. �Are you sure it�s all right?�
�Perfectly sure,� he said. �Here, kneel before meand kiss me, just as if you were kneeling to pray inchurch. Do you go to church, Wendy?�
�Uh, no. My�my mom won�t let me.�
�Oh, dear! Well, the experience of worship is one ofthe most profoundly satisfying in human life, butthere are many different forms of worship. This willbe one. Worship and cherish my manhood, Wendy,and you will find bliss beyond belief.�
Wendy obediently knelt before Ronald McLovingand kissed his bulb, then licked it underneath withher lips on the end. It was too big to fit in her mouth,but she kissed it all over, and he seemed to find theexperience eminently satisfactory. Some pre-ejacula-tion fluid oozed out, but Wendy avoided getting muchof it in her mouth.
�And now let me kiss your lovely little-girl clitoris,Wendy,� the man said at last. �A girl your age will justbe awakening to the blissful feelings her clitoris cangive her. Will I be the first to kiss it?�
�Yes, you will,� Wendy told him truthfully. He kneltbefore her and took her entire three-and-a-half-inchclitoris into his mouth. Wendy felt a shock of extreme
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delight. Her own pre-ejaculation fluid was emerging.She could hardly hold back her orgasm.
�Please get up,� Wendy begged him. �Make lovewith me with your you-know-what between my legs.That�s how I�ve been dreaming of it.�
�Oh, Wendy, your dreams will be fulfilled!� RonaldMcLoving assured her, getting up at once. �You�re avirgin, aren�t you? A lovely, now dearly beloved, veryyoung virgin?�
�Yes! Yes!� Wendy cried. �But not a virgin for long!�
They embraced. He plunged his cock between herthighs and grasped her butt. Their mouths met andthey kissed deeply. Wendy no longer pretended thatshe didn�t know what to do with her tongue. It wasdarting in and out of his mouth at top speed. At topspeed, too, Ronald McLoving thrust his cock betweenher thighs as she pressed her upward-facing clitorisagainst his abdomen. Their butts together under-went an astounding earthquake and they ejaculatedtogether, Wendy against his abdomen, he beneathher lovely young-girlish buttocks, which he was grip-ping with all his might.
�Oh, Wendy!� the manmoaned as he pumped hardto eject the last drop of his semen. �Oh, Wendy, mylove, you�ll never be sorry for this! This is the true be-ginning of our everlasting love!�
�It�s the true end of it, too,� Judy said, emergingfrom the closet with her gun drawn. �You�re under ar-rest for attempted child molesting.�
Ronald McLoving gasped, but kept grippingWendy�s butt and quickly stepped around so shewould be a shield between himself and Judy. �Thismust be some kind of joke,� he said. �This isn�t reallyhappening.� Wendy looked up at his eyes. Theyshowed that he knew it was really happening. They weredarting all around to find a way of escape.
While keeping his grip onWendy�s butt, he maneu-vered to pick up his pants, which presumably con-
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tained his car keys and driver�s license. �Drop those,�Judy commanded. The man did not comply.
�I know you won�t shoot Wendy,� he said. �You willallow me to exit this place with Wendy between meand you, and to drive away. You will not be allowed toarrest me for no crime, but simply for loving a younggirl with all my heart. I will have to take Wendy withme, to make sure we will both be allowed to leave thisplace in peace.�
�Go right ahead,� said Judy, �if you want to be ar-rested for kidnapping too.�
�That won�t be necessary,� said Bob Feasby, whohad silently emerged from the other closet and wasnow standing behind Ronald McLoving. �There�s notgoing to be any kidnapping. Let go of Wendy and getthese handcuffs on.� He grabbed McLoving andstarted to handcuff him. McLoving looked as if hewas thinking of putting up a struggle, but Wendycould see him quickly realizing that he would lose.
�This is supreme evil!� he said, in a cold, outragedvoice as the handcuffs were locked in place. �How dareyou try to punish me for simply trying to awaken a lovelyyoung girl to the ultimate bliss of everlasting love? Andwhen the lovely young girl turns out to be a betrayer, atool, a puppet in your murderous hands�well, I know en-trapment when I see it, and I know how to sue bad cops forevery cent they have!�
Wendy smiled. She knew, because Judy had toldher, that this wasn�t really entrapment, since RonaldMcLoving was obviously predisposed to commit theoffense.
�Fair enough,� Judy said with a grin. �If we werebad cops, I guess we might deserve to lose every centwe have.� She and Bob Feasby escorted thehandcuffed McLoving up the stairs and to the policecar that awaited him, leaving Wendy alone and stillnude in the basement.

Page - 46

A GIRL SO YOUNG BY DULCI DAILY



*******
�Well, this dinner�s going to be pretty simple, but I hopeyou�ll like it,� Belinda said when Judy and her family had ar-rived on Sunday.
�It�ll be fine, don�t worry about it,� said Belinda�shusband Fred.
�Our dinners at home are almost always prettysimple,� Christie said with a smile. �We�ve come downin the world since we grew up in Seaview Grove. Po-lice officers don�t get paid nearly as well as they de-serve�but that�s what my husband wants to do, andhe�s good at it, so that�s that.�
�Well, I�m glad,� said Belinda. �We certainly needgood police officers�and I�m glad to know Wendy�sbeen helping the police catch molesters. They�re sosickening, and there seem to be so many of themnow.�
�What do you expect?� Fred said, seeming prettygrumpy. �It�s their God-damn orientation. First thehomoes said, �This is my orientation, I was born this way, soI�ve got to do any homo sin I God-damn well feel like.� Ofcourse the molesters chime in and say, �Well, this ismy ori-entation, so I�ve got to subject kids to any filth I God-damnwell please.��
�Fred, don�t use that language in front of the chil-dren,� Belinda reprimanded him. �You�re not going totell me it�s your orientation to use such language, soyou�ve got to subject the children to it!�
Fred didn�t exactly laugh, but he might have if hehadn�t been so grumpy. �All right,� he said, �gol-darn,gosh-dang, doggone, fricking, frocking, flunk-ing�pick one, as long as it�s not the real word.� Theothers did laugh, but not loudly.
�Did you help my dad catch any more bad guysyet?� Rebecca asked, her eyes shining with admira-tion.
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�Yes, I did,� Wendy was pleased to be able to tellher. �We got one more.�
�Who was he?� she asked.
�Well,� Wendy said, �he was a man who pretendedto give young boys and girls �everlasting love,� to getthem to do nasty things with him.�
Rebecca looked outraged. �That�s really mean!�she cried. �What a sick trick! I hope he goes to jail fora long time!�
�Yeah, so do I,� Wendy agreed. Did she dare add,�That�s sure not what everlasting love is about�? Ifshe did, would she expose herself as plagued by acrazy, impossible dream of everlasting love withRebecca�a sweet, lovely, very young girl she hadonly recently met? Would she shock everyone pres-ent by the unsuspected depth of her yearning forsomething that could never be�or could it? If there waseven one chance in a billion that Rebecca might some-day return her love�and that Wendy might someday be-comeworthy of Rebecca�s love�how could she crush herown heart by not speaking out?
She lost her chance to speak�but soon she wasglad she had lost it. �I�m glad my mom and dad havereal everlasting love,� Rebecca said, �and I�m sure gladyou helped my dad put that man in jail!� She looked atWendy with even greater admiration than before, almostas if she had said, �My hero!� She was blushing, Wendycould plainly see. Her heart could hardly bear the shock ofjoy, though it was crazy joy evoked by crazy thoughts:Does Rebecca want me to know she, too, has hopes foreverlasting love? Is she blushing because she�s revealedher heart to me? She�s far too young�but she won�t al-ways be too young! Do I dare to hope for unbelievablebliss, with Rebecca, in some future year?
�Wow, I�m really glad too,� Wendy said, daring to rejoicein Rebecca�s admiration, and even to gaze into herlovely, wide-open brown eyes. �I�m really, really glad!�
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Chapter 5
�Our next molester,� Judy said when Wendy nextmet with her, �will be a rich guy who calls himself�Mother�s Masterful Helper.� We know he�s rich, atleast rich enough to take repeated trips to certain for-eign countries where tourists can get away with awhole lot of child molesting if they want to. In thiscountry, he�s on the prowl for young boys to �girlize,�under the pretense that their moms want him to.�
Wendy stared at Judy with her mouth open. �Iwonder if he ever metmymom,� she said. �For mymom,that was no pretense�but she didn�t need any help fromhim. She girlized me herself.� Wendy said nothing abouthow eager she had been to be girlized.
�She must have been a whole lot different from mymom,� Judy said. �I never let my mom know I wore girls�clothes�although she found out anyway when I got sus-pended for wearing them to school. She wasn�t toopleased, to say the least.�
�Yeah, my mom was a whole lot different,� Wendysaid. �She started dressing me in girls� clothes when Iwas 11. When I was 12, she�well, she got nude anddemonstrated so-called �sexual self-sufficiency� tome. I mean, she actually masturbated and had an or-gasm right in front of me. She wanted me to mastur-bate like a girl, too, and I did. Then later on shestarted watching me when I masturbated like a girl.The first time she watchedme, she masturbated too.�
Judy stared at Wendy, speechless. �I wonder if�Mother�s Masterful Helper� ever did meet your mom,�she said when she could speak. �Our investigators havefound him engaging in so-called �ageplay� over theInternet, where he does those exact things. Of course hekeeps saying it�s just play and doesn�t mean he reallywants to do those things with young boys�but we stronglysuspect he�s lying. He�s not going to those foreign coun-tries just for so-called �ageplay.��
�So you want me to find out if he�ll really do it withme,� Wendy said.
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�Exactly,� Judy said. �You�ll need to present your-self to him as a shy, fascinated, excitable young boywith barely suppressed girlish tendencies, who canbe led to submit to his masterful girlization�butyou�ll need to make sure to let him do the leadingwhen it comes to having you do the real things. He�sactually beaten an attempted molesting charge be-fore on the basis of entrapment. We don�t want it tohappen again.�
�OK, I think I can do that,� Wendy said. After a mo-ment she added, �It�s too bad you can�t arrest mymom for doing the same things.�
Judy frowned. �Your mom never actually molestedyou, physically I mean?�
�No. Only mentally. But I moved out as soon as Ilegally could. She was mad when I did.�
�When was the last time she masturbated in frontof you?�
�Um�when I�d just turned 16.�
�I�m afraid we can�t do anything about that now,�Judy said with a sigh. �There�s an extended statute oflimitations for child molesting, but not for engagingin an obscene performance in the presence of a mi-nor. That�s a misdemeanor, and the statute of limita-tions is only two years. Besides, the prosecutor�s re-luctant to charge crimes like that if there�s no videoevidence. Juries nowadays tend to believe video a lotmore than testimony.�
�OK, then, I guess we�ll have to let my mom go,�Wendy said with no little reluctance. �But at least Ican try to get some video evidence against �Mother�sMasterful Helper�!�

*******
�MOTHER�S MASTERFUL HELPER,� read the masterful-look-ing letters on that gentleman�s website. It showed a pic-ture of a balding man, tall and thin, attired like an English

Page - 50

A GIRL SO YOUNG BY DULCI DAILY



butler, holding a large covered dish. The man raised thelid to reveal an effeminate-looking youth in boys� clothes,who then removed those clothes to reveal delicately, butunmistakably, suggestive girls� clothes. The man then low-ered the lid. This happened over and over, with several dif-ferent girlish youths appearing in rotation.
Below that large animated image, bold text pro-claimed that �YOURMOTHERWANTS YOU to live up toyour full girlish potential!� Below that appeared a huge but-ton with the legend �CLICK HERE to send a totally privatemessage to Mother�s Masterful Helper about your desire tosubmit to your mother�s commands!�
Wendy clicked the button, and a text box appearedbelow the legend �Tell Mother�s Masterful Helper ex-actly how your mother wants you to be girlized and sissi-fied!�
Wendy had little difficulty in writing her message:
�I�m a 12-year-old boy named Wendell. My motherwants me to wear pretty girls� clothes, includingsee-through nighties, short skirts, tight pink panties,a little bra, and things like that. I want to obey mymother, but I�m afraid. My mother thinks I need astrong, masterful man to train me in obedience. Canyou help me stop being so afraid?�
Wendy sent the message from her computer athome, after she got off work at Arthur�s, and went tomake her dinner. Before she was done eating, thewebsite lighted up with a signal that she had a newprivate message. She opened it at once and read:�Yes, Wendell. I can certainly help. First, please ap-pear before me wearing boys� clothes in a video chat.You must show your face, for you must be totallyhonest with me to get the help you need. Make sureyour webcam and microphone are operational, andthen click this link to appear before me.�
Fortunately Wendy did have some boys� clothes.She rapidly stripped off her girls� clothes, which shestill had on from working at Arthur�s, and put theboys� clothes on. Then she clicked the link and avideo chat window opened up. Soon she was face to

Page - 51

RELUCTANT PRESS



face with Mother�s Masterful Helper himself, andvideo-recording their encounter for posterity.
�Good afternoon,� said the man in a strong, deepvoice with a pronounced British accent. �You areWendell, I believe?�
�Yes.�
�I am most pleased to make your acquaintance,Wendell. Your first duty will be to enter the nude andlet me see you measuring yourself for your new girls�clothes. Please remove all your boys� clothing now.�
�Oh!� Wendy cried. �You�you want to see me na-ked? Are you sure that�s all right?�
�Yes, Wendell. It is perfectly all right. Your motherrequires it.�
�Does she? Well, then�all right, I guess.� Wendyunbuttoned her shirt, pulled it off, and stripped offher undershirt, revealing her bare breasts. �Nastyboys tease me and say I have �tits� like a girl,� Wendytold the man. �I�m embarrassed to let you see them.�
�Please don�t be embarrassed, Wendell. You arelovely. Your girlish potential is obviously very great.Your mother will be extremely pleased to view yourtransformation. Now remove your trousers, please.�
Wendy complied, making sure the man could seeher erect clitoris. �Sometimes I do this in secret,� sheconfided, �to pretend I�m a girl.� She pressed her clitorisdown into hiding between her thighs.
�I am most pleased to learn of this,� said the man.�Your girlish tendencies are already well advanced.Now please let me see you measuring yourself, andreport your measurements to me.� Wendy complied.
�Your girls� clothes will be ready for you tomorrow,�the man said. �I will arrange our meeting then, by aprivate message here. You will inform your motherthat you are going to the library. That will be the code
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word by which she will recognize that you are beingtrained in girlishness by me. Please be ready.�
�I will! Oh, yes, I will!� Wendy assured him.

*******
Wendy again wore her little recorder-transmitter neck-lace as she saw the man approaching in his big RV thenext day. She actually had gone to the library; at least, shewas waiting for him right in front of the Mounds JunctionBranch of the Pacific Heights Public Library. He beckonedher to enter. She was still wearing her boys� clothes, but notfor long.
�Wendell, I�m so pleased that you�re here,� the mansaid. �You are about to begin the most exciting trans-formation of your life�your transformation fromWendell into Wendy.�
�Oh, it is exciting,� Wendy said, �but I�m afraid! Youwon�t�you won�t try to do anything nasty with me, willyou?�
�Absolutely not,� the man said. �Please don�t beafraid. I have your girls� clothes here. They are verypretty. I know you�ll love them.�
The man produced a shopping bag. �Here are yourpanties and bra,� he said, extracting those items.�Your little breasts are very fine indeed. This AA-cupbra for young girls will fit them perfectly.�
Wendy stripped, put the bra on, and found that itdid, just as her own AA-cup bras did. It was lacy andlow-cut, a lot like her own bras. Her erect clitoris wasstill nude. Quickly she pressed it into hiding betweenher legs and covered it up with the panties.
�Here, look at yourself in this full-length mirror,�said the man. �Now, aren�t you the prettiest little12-year-old girl you ever saw?�
�Ooh!� Wendy cried on looking in the mirror. �I ampretty, aren�t I? Thank you so much!�
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�You are most welcome. Would you be embar-rassed to have me photograph you in your undies?�
�Oh, yes, I would�but I�m so excited, I�ll let you doit anyway! Am I blushing?�
�You are,� said the man, �and it only increasesyour loveliness.� The man photographed Wendy witha cell phone. �Now one with you pulling your pantiesdown, if you please.� Wendy pulled her panties downuntil her little delta was showing, making sure tokeep her clitoris hidden between her legs. The manphotographed her some more.
�Pull them back up,� the man said, �and put onyour skirt and blouse.� He handed her those itemsand she put them on. The blouse was white, and sothin that Wendy�s bra could plainly be seen beneathit. The plaid skirt was extremely short, even shorterthan Wendy�s own miniskirts. Some old-fashionedlacy white anklets and black Mary Janes completedher outfit. The man photographed her in the com-plete outfit.
�And now,� the man said, �I will need to spank you,for you have done something to me that a good littlegirl should never do to a man. You have made mehave feelings of a very special kind for you. Do youknow what I mean?�
�Oh, I�m sorry!� Wendy cried. �Are they�are theyexcited feelings? I didn�t mean to!�
�I�m sure you did not mean to,� the man said, �butyou must learn never, never to do it again. Now, lie acrossmy lap and take your spanking like a good girl.�
Wendy complied, hoping he wouldn�t notice herdiscreetly adjusting her necklace so the camera wasat the back of her neck. She could feel the man�s bigerect cock through his trousers. The man lifted hershort skirt and pulled her panties all the way down,revealing her big girlish butt with her little clitorissticking out beneath it. He began to spank her hard.She gave little squeals of mingled pleasure and pain,pumping her hips so the man could see she was ex-cited.
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�And now,� the man said when he had spanked hermany times, �have you learned your lesson?�
�Oh, yes!� Wendy assured him. �I�ll never do itagain!�
�That�s my good little girl,� the man said. �Now letme kiss you and make you all better.�
The man bent over and kissed Wendy�s butt; thenhe bent farther over and licked her clitoris beneath it,making her tremble with excitement. �Oh, my goodlittle girl!� the man said again. �You�re so sweet�andso irresistible!� He raised his head, pushed up her blouse,and unhooked her bra; then he reached under her andsqueezed her breast. �Please don�t let your mother knowabout this,� he begged her. �She wouldn�t understand.Please get up for just a minute�and take off your blouseand your bra.� Wendy complied. The man opened histrousers and pulled themdown, revealing his big cock thatlooked at least eight inches long. �Now lie back down onmy lap,� the man said. Again Wendy complied.
�You�re making me do something a man shouldnever do with a little girl,� the man said, �but you�reso lovely, I can�t help myself! Lie very still while Icome all the way into you, my little love.�
The man stroked Wendy�s backward-facing clitorisfor a moment; then he reached between her legs,gripped his cock, and brought it up between her legsso it was rubbing against her clitoris. �This is what isknown as making love,� the man said, beginning topump his hips. �This is how men and women undergo thegreatest excitement in life. But it�s very naughty andshameful for a little girl to make a man so excited that hecan�t help doing this with her�so I�m going to have tospank you again, my dearest Wendy!�
The man spanked her with one hand while grip-ping her breast with the other. �Oh, you�re hurtingme,� Wendy cried, �but please don�t stop!� Shebucked her hips hard, frantically rubbing her clitorisagainst the man�s cock, which she was squeezinghard between her thighs. The man pumped mightily,moving Wendy�s hips rapidly up and down. �Oh! Oh!
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Ohhhh!� Wendy moaned as her orgasm came upon her.The man stopped spanking her, clasped her clitoris in hishand, and received her spurting sperm behind herclose-clenched thighs, as his own sperm spurted upwardabove her young-womanly butt. �Wendy! My love! Mybeauty!� the man cried out. �My good, good little girl!�

*******
Mother�s Masterful Helper, unlike Wendy�s first two sus-pects, didn�t try to fight or flee when he found out he wasbeing arrested for attempted child molesting. Right out-side the RV near the library, Judy and three other officerswere waiting for him when he emerged to see Wendy off.When Judy told him he was under arrest, he simply staredand clenched his teeth in cold, stark horror.
�This is wrong,� he said when he could speak, after hehad been handcuffed. �I�ve been entrapped. I�ve beatenone of these trumped-up charges before because I wasentrapped, and I can do it again. I should have known�itwas too easy, too lovely, too perfect to be true.�
He looked at Wendy, now wearing boys� clothesagain, with a look of icy loathing. �So you�re workingfor the police,� he said. �You�ve lied to me, you�ve de-ceived me, and I suppose you�re proud of it, becauseyou�ve entrapped me for them. How old are you really?�
�I�m 18,� Wendy said.
�I find that hard to believe,� the man said, �but evi-dently the police believe it.�
�Yes, we believe it all right,� Judy said. �Let�s go.�
�Wait,� said the man. �I can�t go to prison for this. Ifit comes to that, I�ll need a deal�and I can offer you areally good deal.� He had lost his British accent, andnow sounded like a desperate American.
�I thought you didn�t need a deal,� Judy said, �be-cause you�re sure you�ll beat this charge by claimingyou were entrapped. Remember?�
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�I�ll discuss it with my attorney. If he thinks I�m notassured of beating the charge, I�ll accept a deal. I�lltestify against my boss, who�s in charge of the wholeenterprise of girlizing and eroticizing young boys thatI�m only a part of. In exchange, I�ll need to receive atotally suspended sentence.�
�Who�s your boss?�
�We call her Big Mama.�
Judy raised her eyebrows high. Wendy didn�tknow who �Big Mama� was, but it seemed Judy did.
�All right,� Judy said, �you discuss it with your at-torney, and after that your attorney can discuss itwith the prosecutor. Now let�s go.� Two officers es-corted Mother�s Masterful Helper to a police car anddrove away.
�Who�s Big Mama?� Wendy then asked.
�We don�t know,� Judy said. �I mean, we don�tknow her identity, although we keep hearing abouther. She does appear to be on top of an organizationthat specializes in girlizing and eroticizing youngboys. As Mother�s Masterful Helper didn�t mention, italso specializes in using the boys for child porn andprostitution. I�m pretty sure that�s where his wealthcomes from. I�m sure he would have dragged you intothat, if we hadn�t stopped him.�
Wendy frowned and clenched her teeth. Big Mama,it seemed, was a vicious female even worse thanWendy�s own mother�and Wendy had barely es-caped her grip, just as she had barely escaped hermother�s grip, and only after years of subjection. BigMama must be stopped, Wendy thought�especiallyif good girls like Rebecca might ever be in dangerfrom her.
�Does she do those things with girls too, or onlyboys?� Wendy asked.
�Only boys, so far as we can tell. We don�t know hermotive for that.�
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If only my mother were Big Mama, Wendy thought, I�dknow her motive all right: hatred of boys andmen! She didnot say the words. Her mother was pretty foul, butsurely�surely, Wendy had to believe�she was not thatfoul. Wendy said only this: �Well, I sure hope you can catchBig Mama�and please let me know if I can help!�

Chapter 6
For most of that spring and summer, Wendy�s lifefell into a mostly pleasant routine of working at Ar-thur�s, nabbing suspects, reading, listening to mu-sic, and visiting with Judy and her family. So far shehadn�t had to testify at any trials; the great video evi-dence had already persuaded some suspects to pleadguilty, including Ronald McLoving and thered-bearded man from Club Swank Wank (whosename turned out to be Billy Chuttocks). She changedher style of dress at work, now wearing knee-lengthskirts and high-necked tops, so Rebecca would bepleased and not dismayed if she ever happened to seeWendy at Arthur�s. Rebecca liked Wendy very muchindeed and looked up to her, Wendy was still incred-ulous but delighted to see. She promised herself shewould always do her best to be worthy of Rebecca�strust and admiration, no matter what.
Judy and Christie�s new baby, named Rose, wasborn that June, and Rebecca was soon permitted tohold the baby. One rare midsummer day, on a picnicwith the family at Junction Green, Rebecca cuddledbaby Rose and responded with delight to her smile,while Wendy sat so close to them she was almosttouching them. Wendy�s heart rose up toward the skyin daydreams, crazy daydreams, of Rebecca herselfbecoming the mother of such a baby in some futureyear�after marrying Wendy. Of course Wendy couldnot speak of such things, but at least she could makesure to do nothing to crush the dreams.
Near the end of the picnic, Judy took Wendy asideto talk. Wendy still always thought of Judy as Judy,not Jim, although she had now often seen Judywearing men�s clothes, like now.
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�We thought we were making some pretty goodprogress on the case of Mother�s Masterful Helper,whose real name is Baines J. Stifford,� Judy said.�His attorney convinced him he wasn�t going to winthis one on entrapment, and there have been somediscussions with the prosecutor�but now he�sclammed up. Somebody must have gotten to him andmade him think Big Mama was going to have himbumped off for snitching on her, if he didn�t shut upquick.�
Wendy glared. �Did he give you any informationabout her?� she asked. �Can you investigate herwithout him?�
�We still don�t have a lot of verifiable information,�Judy said, �but at least he gave us her identity. Thatwon�t do too much for us, though, because she�s to-tally above suspicion, and there�s not much more wecan do about investigating her without somebodyco-operating. If she�s making some dirty money,she�s really good about concealing it�and she�s got awhole lot of experience with money.�
�Who is she?�
�She�s a senior accountant at Magnum Supreme.�Wendy rapidly began to feel sick, but she had to ask:�What�s her name?�
�Her name is Barbra Brackruck.� Wendy triedhard to keep from vomiting.
�Uh�I can�t believe this,� Wendy said weakly.Even as she said it, she knew it was false. She couldbelieve it all too easily. With the bitter taste of barelysuppressed vomit in her mouth, she said, �That�s mymom. Her name was Barbra Batemiller when shewas married to my dad. After they got divorced, shechanged her last name back to Brackruck.�
Judy stared in silence. Wendy could see the painin Judy�s eyes. �I�m really sorry for you,� Judy said atlast.
�Yeah, so am I,� Wendy said, hardly thinking aboutwhat she was saying. She was thinking about what
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she might be able to do�which no one else coulddo�to investigate her mom. The thought was appall-ing, sickening, revolting�but the thing must bedone, to bring Wendy�s mom to justice for all hercrimes.
�I wonder,� Wendy said, �if I might be able to inves-tigate my mom like no one else could. If I�if I movedback home and got her to trust me, she might let meknow some things that no one else could find out, ifthey weren�t in her organization.�
Judy�s eyes were wide and her eyebrows high. �Doyou really want to do that?� she asked.
�No,� Wendy said. �I really don�t want to do that.But�I will anyway, if it will help put my mom where she be-longs!�

*******
�Mom?� Wendy said on the phone that very night. �Thisis Wendy.�
�Well, hello, Wendy!� said Mom. �I haven�t heardfrom you for quite a while!�
�Yeah, I know. I�ve been thinking about a lot ofthings�and I�ve decided I was wrong about somethings.�
�Oh, really? What things?�
�Well, like �doing it� with men. I gave it a try, and itwasn�t nearly as great as I thought it would be. Um,you were right about that, and I was wrong.�
�Well, I�m very glad to hear you�ve realized that atlast!�
�And, uh, I think I was wrong about deciding tomove away from home, too. Our home is actually agood place to live, and, um, I was wondering if youmight let me move back in.�
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�Oh, Wendy, of course I would! You�re always wel-come here! And have you decided to go to the U andstudy accounting after all, too?�
�Um, well, no�at least, not yet. Arthur�s is actu-ally a good place to work, Mom�and you know, if Istayed with the company, they�d actually pay for meto get a degree in accounting, if I decided to do that.�Wendy didn�t add that there was zero chance thatshe, whose interests were in things like music, his-tory, and literature, would ever decide to get a degreein accounting.
�Well, it�s your life, Wendy,� Mom said, oblivious toWendy�s silent observation that Mom didn�t mean it.�But you�re more than welcome to come home! Whenwould you like to come?�
�Well, I think within the next day or two, if that�sOK.�
�Oh, certainly!� said Mom. �The sooner the better!�

*******
Wendy told Belinda she was moving back home for alittle while. �Oh!� said Belinda. �Well�are you sure that�s agood idea? I remember you said your mother was, well, abit too domineering.�
�Yeah, I did,� Wendy admitted. �But I�m sure it�s agood idea anyway. I can�t explain everything rightnow, but I will�after I�ve moved out again.�
�Oh!� Belinda repeated. �That sounds very myste-rious! Well, I�m certainly looking forward to your ex-planation, when you can give it to me!�
Wendy promised her she would give it as soon asshe could. Then she made the arrangements to moveas efficiently as she could. She took few belongingswith her. By the end of the day after she called Mom,she was back home�wearing her sexiest low-cut topand her shortest miniskirt.
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�Oh, Wendy, I�m so glad to see you again!� Momsaid. �And you�re still such a beautiful girl!� Momgave Wendy a long, tight hug that let Wendy feelMom�s breasts pressing against her. Moredismayingly still, Mom gripped Wendy�s girlish buttduring the hug, which she had never done before. Atleast Mom didn�t express any suspicion aboutWendy�s inconspicuous necklace.
�Uh, thanks, Mom,� Wendy said. �I�m sure gladyou think so.�
�Oh, we�re back to old times, Wendy�aren�t we?�said Mom. �You�re coming back because you�youwant to let me see you again. Isn�t that right?�
Wendy knew exactly what Mom meant: to let hersee Wendy having an orgasm again. Wendy had beenpretty sure this would happen. She hadn�t mastur-bated for months, having orgasms only in connectionwith nabbing suspects�except for the occasionalwet dream, and she hadn�t had one of those forweeks. Now she was almost bursting with sperm,which she hoped would help her overcome her repug-nance at the thought of masturbating like a girl infront of Mom yet again.
�Yes, Mom,� Wendy said. �You know me. I just loveto let you see me. It�s been way too long.�
�Wendy, would you do it for me on video?� Momasked. �That would be so lovely, if you would!�
�Uh�sure, Mom. I�d love to,� Wendy said. Momquickly produced a video recorder and set it up on atripod. �All right, please start,� she said.
Wendy complied. She tried to give Mom, and theunseen video viewers of the future, the best eyefulshe could. The better she performed now, she fig-ured, the more Mom would trust her, and the morethings Wendy could find out.
Wendy cupped her clothed breasts in her hands,caressing and squeezing them, accentuating hercleavage above her low neckline. �Smile, Wendy!�Mom commanded. Wendy smiled at the video re-
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corder and pulled her neckline even lower to showmore of her bare breasts. Then she pulled her topdown off her shoulders, showing her bra; she pulledit farther down, over her hips, and dropped it to thefloor. Still smiling, she saw Mom unbuttoning hershirt to reveal her own bra.
Wendy turned away from the camera and pressedher clitoris down into hiding inside her panties. Lift-ing her miniskirt above her big butt with one hand,she reached inside her panties beneath her butt withthe other and pulled her clitoris back so it could bedistinctly seen peeking out in back of her thighs,though still inside her panties. Slipping her hand outof her panties but moving it back beneath her butt,she caressed her backward-facing clitoris until shecould feel her panties starting to get wet frompre-ejaculation fluid. All the while, nothing could beseen of her above the waist except for her hair, herbare back, and her bra band and straps.
Now she unhooked her bra, took it off, and turnedback to face Mom and the camera, putting her handsunder her bare breasts and pushing them up tomake them look bigger. Mom was imitating her.Mom�s nipples were really big and hard; Wendy�s nip-ples were very hard and hot too, though muchsmaller than Mom�s. Wendy�s hands soon ascendedto rub and squeeze her breasts, making her open hermouth wide and breathe heavily; Mom imitated herclosely. Wendy pulled her panties down and pumpedher hips, clutching her backward-facing clitoristightly between her thighs, while her hands remainedon her breasts; Mom did the same, but also maderapid scissor-like motions with her legs. WhenWendy felt her climax coming upon her, she quicklyturned away from the camera again, so her lovelybare butt and her clitoris beneath it could be seen asher sperm spurted out behind her thighs. She heardMom moaning in orgasm, exactly when her own or-gasm was overcoming her.
�Oh, Wendy, that was magnificent!� Mom gushed.�That was wonderful! I�m so delighted to have youback! Now let�s get our nighties on and talk! I�ve gotgreat hopes for you�I couldn�t tell you about thembefore because you were too young, but now that
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you�re 18, you�re an adult, and I can tell you every-thing!�
�Hey, that�s great, Mom,� Wendy said. �Tell me every-thing! I�d love to hear it!�
Soon Mom and Wendy were sitting together, bothwearing extremely sheer nighties that plainly showedtheir breasts beneath. Mom�s nipples were still hard.She seemed to be just as excited about telling Wendyeverything as she had been about watching Wendystrip and masturbate like a girl.
�Wendy, you remember how I started giving yougirls� clothes when you were 11, and I showed youhow to engage in sexual self-sufficiency when youwere 12,� Mom said.
�I sure do, Mom,� Wendy said. �I�ll never forget it.�
�Well, I couldn�t tell you this when you were youn-ger,� Mom said, �but you weren�t the only boy I�vedone that for. I�ve discreetly girlized many boys, andI�ve devoted almost all my spare time to an organiza-tion I�ve founded for the purpose of girlizing boys. Inow have several Master Girlizers working under mein the organization, and I need another one. One ofmy Master Girlizers had a most unfortunate weak-ness for molesting the boys he girlized, and the policecaught him. I had to take stern measures to ensurethat he wouldn�t endanger the organization. Heneeds to be replaced�and I�m hoping you�d like to re-place him.�
�Wow!� Wendy exclaimed. �You really mean that? Icould get to girlize boys, like you girlized me?�
�Yes, Wendy. Are you interested?�
�Wow, am I ever! Tell me all about it!�
�I envision you,� Mom said, �having your ownwebsite, entitled �Please Be a Girl Like Me.� It wouldshow beautiful pictures of you, while discreetly men-tioning that you are a girlized boy and you would loveto help other boys be girlized too. Boys would contactyou for help, and you would help them by providing
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them with pretty girls� clothes. If they were ready forsexual self-sufficiency, you would help them withthat too. You would need to exercise great discretion,since boys are often ready for sexual self-sufficiencyat very early ages. You were ready at 12; other boysmay be ready at 11 or even 10. The earlier they beginto practice girlish sexual self-sufficiency, so long asthey are ready, the better.�
�Wow! Are some boys really ready to be girlizedwhen they�re 10?�
�Yes, Wendy. I have girlized 10-year-old boys my-self, and so have my Master Girlizers.�
�Um�would the girlized boys appear in videos,like the one you just made of me?�
�Yes, if they were ready. You see, Wendy, these vid-eos are part of a great and noble plan.�
�Um�what plan?�
�Well, to girlize boys and teach them sexualself-sufficiency is good in itself; but it�s even betterand more beneficial to use girlized boys to educatemen�and, by educating men, to free women frommen�s grip. You see,men are fundamentally slaves of theirpenises�and the fascination of a young person who isobviously a beautiful girl, and yet whose clitoris is also apenis like their own, is irresistible to many men. When menare educated to go wild about beautiful young girlizedboys, and to neglect or abandon their wives or girlfriendsin favor of them, then the wives or girlfriends are helped tobecome free from the men�s grip. Do you see?�
�Uh�yes, I see.� Wendy swallowed hard, hopingshe wasn�t going to vomit.
�That was what happened to your father,� Momsaid confidentially. �He went wild about a beautifulyoung girlish boy, and ran off to California with theboy. I loathed him for it at the time, but now I see itwas all for the best. I decided to devote my life to help-ing other women become free from men, and to help-ing boys avoid becoming men.�
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�Uh�wow, well you sure helped me,� Wendy said,�and I hope I can help other boys like me!�
�I�m sure you can, Wendy. You�ll be wonderful atit.�
�Uh�Mom, does this organization ever have thegirlized boys, uh, you know, do things with the men?�
�Some of the girlized boys,� Mom said with evidentreluctance, �do perform personal favors for the men,for a suitable fee. I find it one of the most distastefulfeatures of the organization, but it is necessary.Some penis-slaves cannot be educated merely byviewing lovely girlized boys displaying sexualself-sufficiency, as you have just done. They require acruder, viler, filthier form of education, in the form ofgirlized boys sucking their penises, and things of thatkind.� A grimace of extreme disgust was gripping Mom�sface. �But you, Wendy,� Mom quickly went on, �will neverbe subjected to anything of that kind. Your displays of sex-ual self-sufficiency, such as you have just shown me, willbe enough to educate many men to turn away fromgrabbing and abusing women, and toward their own formof sexual self-sufficiency. You will educate other youngboys only to do the same. The cruder, viler activities arecarried on only in an entirely separate division of the orga-nization.�
�Uh�wow, that�s a relief,� Wendy said. �Well, thatsounds great! When can I start?�
�Very soon,� Mom said. �But you must always re-member, Wendy, that everything must be carried onas discreetly as possible. A great many people wouldwish to destroy our organization if they could. Manywomen have not yet realized what a tremendousblessing it is to become free from men. Manyso-called sex educators, in the grip of hugemoney-making corporations, want to steer youngpeople away from sexual self-sufficiency and towardsubjecting young women to men�s penis-slavery, be-cause that is where the big money is to be made.Many ugly, hateful fanatics loathe the very thought ofgirlization of boys, and of introducing young peopleto sexual self-sufficiency as soon as they are ready.
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Even many providers of sexual services and eroticvideo, who conform to arbitrary age limits on sexualexpression, wish to crush us for not conforming, forusing beautiful young people to take away their busi-ness. And the police, of course, are always ready topounce on anyone who dares to treat fully sexualyoung people with the respect for their sexuality theydeserve. The Master Girlizer I mentioned has foundthat out the hard way.�
�Ugh, that�s horrible,� Wendy said. �I�ll be as dis-creet as I can, to make sure I don�t get in trouble withthe police!�

*******
�My mom spilled a lot of beans,� Wendy told Judy,handing her the recorder-transmitter necklace. �She toldme pretty much everything about the organization. Shetook a video of me, too, and she said she�s going to getme a website called �Please Be a Girl Like Me.� Then I�msupposed to start recruiting boys to be girlized. She wantsme to be one of her �Master Girlizers.��
�That�s really good progress,� Judy said. �Can weget a copy of the video of you? Is it going to be avail-able on the website? And is it, uh, pretty hot?�
�Yeah, it�s hot, and I think it will be available,�Wendy said. �I guess it�s supposed to inspire otherboys to want to be girlized and appear in videostoo�or else to give men blow jobs and things. She ad-mitted some of her girlized boys do that for money.�
�We�ll get her now,� Judy said. �When the websitegets going, let me know so I can get a copy of yourvideo. Then try to recruit an underage boy who wantsto be girlized and make a video too. Don�t actuallymake the video yourself, of course, but bring the boyto your mom and have your necklace running whileshe makes it. At that point, we�ll have her, and we�llmove in.�
�Will do!� Wendy said. �It�s about time!�
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*******
Soon the �Please Be a Girl Like Me� website was up andrunning, with a preview clip of the first part of Wendy�svideo, and a link to order the whole thing for amodest fee.It had animations like on Mother�s Masterful Helper�swebsite, but they all showed Wendy in various moderatelysexy poses. Gigantic text instructed the viewer to �CLICKHERE to let me help you be a girl like me!�
Nobody clicked the link, it seemed, for a few days.Then one day when she got home from working at Ar-thur�s, Wendy saw a private message for her. Herheart beat hard as she opened the message and read:�Dear Wendy, I love your website. I�ve secretly beenpretending I was a girl since I was 9 years old. I�m 13now. I still keep it secret from everybody, but I�mabout to burst if I don�t let somebody know. Pleasehelp me! Love and kisses, Gina (boy name Gene).�
Wendy responded at once. �Dear Gina, I�m so gladto get your message! You can let me know all about it,and you�ll be so glad to be a girl! You�re ahead of me; Ididn�t start pretending I was a girl until I was 11. Justmake sure your webcam and mic are working, andthen click this link for a video chat with me! Love andkisses, Wendy (boy name Wendell).�
Wendy sent the message. Gina must have beenwaiting to get it. Within a few minutes, Wendy got thesignal for the video chat. Wearing the same low-cuttop she had pulled down in the video, Wendy enteredthe chat. She saw a thin boy with long, stringy darkhair and glasses, wearing a tight sweater with bulgesfor breasts. They were obviously fake, but theyshowed how excited Gina was about being a girl.
�Hi, are you Gina?� Wendy said. �I�mWendy. I�m soglad to meet you!�
�Wow, I�m really glad to meet you too, Wendy,�Gina said. �You were so cute and sexy in that video!Can you help me be like you?�
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�I�m pretty sure I can,� Wendy said. �You�ll needsome girls� clothes. I see you�ve already got a bra.�
�Well, actually,� Gina admitted, �this isn�t a bra,it�s just wadded-up hankies under my sweater.They�re all I�ve got. It would be so great to get a realbra with nice big cups, and enough padding to makethem fit.�
�I can arrange that,� Wendy said, �and I can getyou a complete girls� outfit to go with it. Do you wanta sweater like that one, only more girlish, with a lowneckline?�
�Well, not too low,� Gina said. �I don�t have great littlebreasts like yours. Mine are totally flat.�
�Well, nobody will know that from looking at youwhen you get your girls� clothes. How about a skirt?Short, medium, long?�
�Uh, probably long. My legs aren�t as great asyours, either.�
�It�ll be long, then. Have you got your measure-ments? I mean, with no wadded-up hankies?�
�Yes, I�ve already got them.� Gina provided them,and Wendy wrote them down.
�OK, Gina,� Wendy said, �and, uh, after you getyour girls� clothes, are you thinking of making anyvideos yourself?�
�Oh, wow! Uh, I don�t know�I�m pretty sure Icouldn�t make one anywhere near as great as yours.�
�I bet you could make a pretty good one, if you�rereally excited about being a girl, and it looks like youare.�
�Oh, well, yeah, I sure am!�
�Well, then, I�m sure you could do a good job. Imean�well, if you�ve been pretending you were a girlsince you were 9, I�m thinking maybe you�ve mastur-
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bated like a girl, if you don�t mind me asking aboutit.�
�Wow, I don�t mind at all! It�s so great to be able totell somebody about it! Yeah, I�ve masturbated like agirl since I was 11, you know, hiding that thing be-tween my legs to look like a girl, and then feeling likea girl too, and going all the way, except my thing wassquirting something girls don�t have, back betweenmy legs. I thought I was the only one, until I saw yourvideo, and then I said, �Wow! Yes! Here�s somebodyelse who does the same thing! I�ve got to meet her!�
�Oh, Gina, you will!� Wendy cried. �And soon!�

*******
�Meet me at our studio,� Wendy instructed Gina thenext day, after obtaining girls� clothes for her. �My momwould like to meet you too�and maybe even shootsome video.� She gaveGina the address of Mom�s little ar-tistic studio on Mounds Boulevard near Junction Green,and arranged the time. Silently she texted Judy to let herknow the time and place too, so the police could beready to move in and arrest Mom.
Soon Wendy saw Gina approaching the studio.Mom was already inside. �Hi, Gina!� Wendy cried.�I�ve got your clothes!�
Gina ran to meet her, wearing boys� clothes, butwith her long hair in twin ponytails like a girl. �Wow, Ican hardly wait!� Gina said. �Thanks so much!�
They entered the studio. Wendy introduced hermom. After the quick introduction, Gina said, �OK,where�s the dressing room?�
�Uh, well, there isn�t one,� Wendy said. �Momwants the video to show you stripping off your boys�clothes and putting on the girls� clothes.�
Gina took a deep breath. �Well, OK,� she said.�Just say when to start.�
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�Any time,� said Mom after setting up the recorderon the tripod.
Gina stripped. Her breasts were totally flat, as shehad said. Her clitoris was thin, fully erect, and atleast six inches long. She demurely slipped it downand back between her legs almost as soon as it ap-peared.
�Here�s your bra,� Wendy said, handing Gina aC-cup padded bra. Gina�s blue eyes were wide withdelight as she put it on, until she tried to hook it inback. Quickly Wendy moved to help her hook it.
�Your panties,� Wendy said, giving Gina a pair oflacy pink panties, which she put on at once.
�Your sweater.� This was a thin, sky-blueshort-sleeved sweater that fit tightly over Gina�s bra.Gina looked down and pressed her false breasts inadmiration when she had put it on.
�Your skirt.� A long skirt with swirls of many colorsmade its way from Wendy�s hands to Gina�s, overGina�s head, and down over her false breasts and herthin hips.
�Look at yourself in the mirror,� Wendy directedGina. �Aren�t you lovely?�
�Wow!� Gina said. �I really look like a girl now,don�t I?�
�You sure do,� Wendy said, �and now let�s see howyou act like a girl.�
�Well, uh�what I do is, I, uh, pretend I�m a lesbianwith another girl,� said Gina. �You know what Imean?�
�Uh, sure I know what you mean,� said Wendy, al-though she herself had never pretended to be a les-bian.
�Well, uh��Gina was blushing and sweating��isthere any chance youmight, uh, help me with that?�
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Wendy stared. �Wendy, play lesbian for her,� Momcommanded.
�Uh, well, OK,� Wendy said. �But I�ve never donethis before.�
�Go ahead, it will be easy,� Mom said. Wendy won-dered if Mom herself had engaged in lesbian sex, butshe didn�t ask.
Wendy approached Gina and played along. Shedidn�t want to do anything that would amount to mo-lesting Gina. She tried to ascertain the right momentto give the signal to Judy and the other waiting offi-cers.
�OK, Gina, I guess we start by kissing,� Wendysaid. She kissed Gina on the mouth. Gina stuck hertongue deep into Wendy�s mouth. The two girls ca-ressed each other�s butts while still kissing. ThenWendy reached up under Gina�s sweater to unhookher bra, and Gina reciprocated. Soon the two girlswere embracing with their breasts bare, Gina�s flat,Wendy�s rounded and pointy.
�Gina, turn your back to the camera,� Mom di-rected her. Gina complied. The girls embraced andclutched each other�s butts again. Then Wendypulled Gina�s skirt and panties down at once, andGina did the same to Wendy.
�Wendy, stroke Gina�s clitoris,� Mom directed.Wendy knew Gina�s six-incher must be plainly visibleon video behind her legs. She started to reach be-neath Gina�s small butt to touch her big clitoris, butstopped herself. That would be molesting Gina forsure, she figured. It would be terrifically exciting toboth herself and Gina, but it would be going too far.The time for the signal had come�right now.
�Oh, Mom, that�s too exciting for me,� Wendy said.That was the signal. The police would hear it over thetransmitter and arrive in a matter of seconds.
�Wendy, this is no time to stop,� Mom told her inan exasperated voice. �You have to do this. Please.Just stroke Gina�s clitoris.�
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�Mom, I just can�t,� Wendy said, trying to fill thetime until the police arrived. �Uh�I�ve never donethis before. I�m not good at it. I guess I�m a failure as alesbian.�
�Wendy! I can�t believe this!� Mom shouted. �Thisis an essential part of your work as a Master Girlizer!This video must and will be made! Now get your handon Gina�s clitoris! Now!�
Wendy heard a knock at the door. �Don�t answer that!�Mom commanded. Wendy disobeyed. Totally nude, sheran to the door and flung it open for the police to enter.
�Barbra Brackruck,� Judy said with her gundrawn, �you�re under arrest for production of childpornography and racketeering. Put your hands upand don�t move.� Four uniformed officers crowdedinto the studio after Judy. Mom seemed to turn toice, unable to speak.

Chapter 7
Wendy heard little about Mom�s case before thetrial of Mother�s Masterful Helper, Baines J. Stifford.She knew only that Mom was represented by an at-torney named Dick Wolfram, who Judy said was agreedy, aggressive lawyer who would do pretty muchanything for money. Wendy had never been a witnessat a trial before, and she almost forgot about Momduring the preparations for Stifford�s trial. She sawthe courthouse, met the prosecutor, and discussedthe facts she would testify to, along with the traps thedefense attorney might lay for her.
The day of the trial soon arrived. On Judy�s advice,Wendy wore men�s clothes and brought a big book toread while waiting to testify. It contained five detec-tive novels by Agatha Christie. Wendy was readingone featuring Miss Marple when she was called totestify.
She swore to tell the truth, the whole truth, andnothing but the truth, and sat in the witness stand.
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The prosecutor, Mindy Boomschmidt, a red-hairedwoman no taller than Wendy, asked her a few prelim-inary questions; then she said, �Wendy, do you re-member an occasion when you came across awebsite entitled �Mother�s Masterful Helper�?� Wendysaid she did.
�Had someone told you about that website?�
�Yes, Detective Ju�uh, Jim MacGregor.� She fig-ured she should call Judy Jim, since he was wearinga men�s suit and tie in the courtroom.
�Why did Detective MacGregor tell you about it?�
�Well, I work part time as a Molester DetectionSpecialist for the Pacific Heights Police, and that sitewas considered to be of interest to the police.� As shehad been advised, Wendy said nothing aboutMother�s Masterful Helper being a suspected mo-lester, although it was pretty obvious that he was.
�Did you make contact with the person who ranthat website?�
�Yes, I did.�
�How did you do that?�
�I sent him a private message telling him I was 12years old, my mother wanted me to wear girls�clothes, I was afraid, and I needed a strong, master-ful man to train me in obedience.�
�Were you really 12 years old?�
�No, I was 18.�
�Why did you say you were 12?�
�It was part of the investigation, to determinewhether he was interested in molesting 12-year-olds,creating child pornography, or anything like that.�
�Did he respond to your message?�
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�Yes, he told me to appear before him in a videochat. I did, and he told me to take off all my clothesand measure myself for girls� clothes.�
�Did you do anything to lead him to tell you to takeyour clothes off?�
�No.�
�Did you do what he said?�
�Yes.�
�Did you later have an occasion to meet him in per-son?�
�Yes, the next day, he asked me to meet him in anRV near the Mounds Junction library, where hewould give me my girls� clothes.�
�Did you meet him there?�
�Yes.�
�Do you see him in the courtroom today?�
�Yes, he�s the tall, balding man at the defense ta-ble, wearing a gray suit.�
�Your Honor, let the record reflect that the witnesshas identified the defendant.� The judge said itwould.
�Did you meet him inside the RV the next day?�
�Yes.�
�And the RV was located here in the City of PacificHeights, County of Seaview, State of Pacificum, isthat correct?�
�Yes.�
�Now, Wendy, what kind of girls� clothes did thedefendant give you?�
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�He gave me a bra, panties, a see-through blouse,a really short skirt, white anklets, and Mary Janeshoes.�
�Had you asked him to give you a see-throughblouse or a really short skirt?�
�No.�
�Did you put those clothes on inside the RV?�
�Yes.�
�What happened after that?�
�Well, after I put the panties and bra on, he photo-graphed me in them; then he asked to photographme pulling my panties down, and he did that too.�
�What happened after that?�
�He told me he would have to spank me, because Ihad made him have feelings that a man should neverhave for a little girl.�
�Other than what you�ve told us already, had youdone anything to make him have those feelings?�
�No.�
�Had you touched him?�
�No.�
�Did he spank you?�
�Yes. Um, he lifted my skirt and pulled my pantiesdown, and spanked me on the bare butt. Then hekissed my butt and, uh, licked my penis, which wassticking out backwards underneath my butt.� Itseemed very strange to call her clitoris her �penis,�but Wendy did as she had been instructed.
�What happened after that?�
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�Well, he told me I was sweet and irresistible; um,he unhooked my bra, and said to please not tell mymother about this because she wouldn�t understand.He asked me to take off my blouse and bra, and heopened his pants to reveal his penis. Then he said tolie back down on his lap, and he told me I was mak-ing him do something a man should never do with alittle girl, but I was so lovely he couldn�t help himself.He stuck his penis between my legs while I was lyingacross his lap, and he told me this was called makinglove, it was how men and women undergo the great-est excitement in life, but it was very naughty andshameful for a little girl to make a man so excitedthat he couldn�t help doing this with her, so he wouldhave to spank me again. Then he did spank meagain, while he rubbed his penis betweenmy legs un-til he ejaculated, and he made me ejaculate too. Hecalled me �my love, my beauty, my good, good littlegirl.��
�Wendy, were you able to obtain a recording ofthese events?�
�Yes.�
�How did you do that?�
�I was wearing a concealed audio-video recordingand transmitting device.� Wendy didn�t say anythingabout where the device was or how she was wearingit.
�Have you watched a DVD copy of the recordingyou made that day?�
�Yes.�
�I�ll show you what�s been marked for identifica-tion as State�s Exhibit 1. Do you recognize that?�
�Yes, that�s the DVD copy of the recording I made. Iwrote those words on it with an indelible marker.�
�Does it truly and accurately represent the eventsthat happened inside the RV that day?�
�Yes, it does.�
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�Your Honor, the People will move to publishState�s Exhibit 1 to the jury.� The recording was thenplayed, not showing everything, but showing enoughto confirm Wendy�s testimony. Then it was time forBaines J. Stifford�s attorney, Renfrew O. Rumforks,to cross-examine Wendy.
�So, Wendy, you were working for the police?� hesaid.
�Yes.�
�The police were using you to entice Mr. Stifford toattempt to molest you?�
�No, I was investigating whether he would want todo that or not.�
�You initiated the contact with Mr. Stifford?�
�Yes.�
�You lied and said you were 12 when really youwere 18?�
�Yes.�
�You lied and said your mother wanted you to weargirls� clothes?�
�Well, my mother did want me to wear girls clotheswhen I was really 12. I�m pretty sure she still does.�
�You told him, without provocation, that nastyboys thought your breasts looked like a girl�sbreasts?�
�Um�well, I did tell him that.�
�You told him and showed him, without provoca-tion, that you sometimes hid your penis betweenyour legs to make yourself look like a girl?�
�Uh, I did tell him and show him that.�
�You did not protest his proposals to spank you?�
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�No, I didn�t.�
�You encouraged him to kiss your butt, to lick yourpenis, to stick his penis between your legs and ejacu-late while spanking you again?�
�Uh�I don�t think I encouraged him, he just didit.�
�You eagerly co-operated while he was doing it?�
�Well, uh, I did co-operate.�
�Thank you. No further questions.� Wendy was re-leased from the witness stand, and returned to read-ing Agatha Christie until the presentation of evidencewas finished. She did get to re-enter the courtroomfor the closing arguments. Holly Boomschmidt ar-gued that the evidence was overwhelming and the de-fendant was not entrapped because he was predis-posed to commit the offense. Renfrew Rumforksargued that Wendy, a police agent, entrapped Mr.Stifford by means of lies, enticements, and extremeeagerness for sex. He repeatedly referred to the testi-mony of a Dr. Augspringer, which Wendy had notheard.
Judy, being the lead detective, had been allowed toremain in the courtroom and hear all the evidence,while the other witnesses had to wait their turns.When the jury was out, Wendy asked Judy about Dr.Augspringer.
�He�s a quack psychologist.� Judy laughed. �Hetestified that a man who has no predisposition tocommit child molesting may be induced to do it any-way, if presented with strong and insistent induce-ments. Mr. Stifford showed no predisposition towardmolesting, according to tests Dr. Augspringer admin-istered and interpreted himself.�
�But�I thought, uh, Mr. Stifford�s attorney con-vinced him he wasn�t going to win on entrapment.�
�Yeah, but when the plea negotiations broke downand they had to go to trial, that was all they had, sothey had to give it their best shot.�
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Before Wendy had reached the point where MissMarple solved the mystery, it turned out that theirbest shot was not good enough. The jury returned,and the foreman announced, �We, the jury, find theDefendant, Baines J. Stifford, guilty of attemptedchild molesting, a Class 4 felony!�

*******
Soon after the trial, Wendy saw some news aboutMom�s case at last�and it was astounding. �Conspiracyclaimed in kid porn-racketeering case,� read the headlineon the Pacific Heights Informer�s website. �Magnum Su-preme accountant Barbra Brackruck, charged with pro-duction of child pornography and racketeering,� the arti-cle read, �is the victim of a conspiracy in high places,according to her attorney, Richard Z. Wolfram. In a newsconference today, Wolfram stated that the defense inBrackruck�s case is demanding a special judge, a specialprosecutor, and an extensive investigation of allegedmal-feasance. Brackruck has been framed, Wolfram alleged,in retaliation for her efforts to expose a massive �Child Ex-ploitation Organization� (�CEO�) that allegedly has gainedcontrol over the judge and prosecutor in her case, thelead detective, and numerous other public servants, aswell as leading educators, entertainers, and business fig-ures. Wolfram alleges that evidence tampering, bribery,and other crimes have been committed by high-placedchild exploiters who will stop at nothing to protect their in-terests. He plans to move for a continuance of the trialdate to allow ample time for the investigation. MindyBoomschmidt, the deputy prosecutor assigned toBrackruck�s case, says the People will oppose a continu-ance because Wolfram�s allegations are �nothing butsmoke-blowing, hot air, and outrageous lies.��
Wendy called Judy and asked, �Hey, did you seethe article in the Informer about my mom�s case?��Yeah, I saw it,� Judy said, �and I talked to Mindy about it.She thinks the judge is too weak-kneed to keep from cav-ing in and granting the special-judge motion, but she�sgoing to fight the special-prosecutor motion as hard asshe can. Wolfram will probably gain a fair amount of timefor his so-called investigation, but all he�ll accomplish is to
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waste time and grab as much of your mom�s money aspossible.�
�I can�t believe this,� Wendy said. �Well . . . no,wait, I guess I can believe it. Mom�s career and her littleorganization for girlizing boys are about all she�s got in life.If those go down the drain, she�s had it, as far as she�s con-cerned. I�m pretty sure she�d pay a lot of money, and putout a lot of lies, to try to keep that from happening.�
�Ugh,� said Judy. �It looks like that�s exactly whatshe�s doing.�

*******
Pretty soon Wendy almost forgot about Mom again fora while, as she had done at the time of Mr. Stifford�s trial,but not for the same reason. One Sunday after dinner ather family�s house, Rebecca invited Wendy to her 14thbirthday party.
�Uh, wow, sure, I�d love to come,� Wendy said.�Um�what would you suggest I wear?�
�Oh, just a pretty party dress.� Rebecca smiled.�Something like the other girls will be wearing. They�lljust be a few of my friends from church and ourhome-school social group, all very nice, decent girls.And my mom will be there, of course. Dad will takeRaymond to the police museum or something.�
�Only girls will be there?�
�Oh, yes! The boys our age are way too immature!�
Wendy stared at Rebecca. �Well, I�m glad you don�tthink I�m too immature,� she said, �but do you really think Icould pass for a girl? I mean, you saw through me prettyfast.�
Rebecca laughed. �Oh, but these girls� dads don�twear women�s clothes!� she said. �They don�t havethe experience I do. You�ll pass for a�a really cute girl.�
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Rebecca was blushing. Wendy tried to pretend she didn�tsee.
�Well, OK, I�ll give it a try,� Wendy said.�But�um�I don�t have any pretty party dresses, andI�m not sure where�s a good place to get one.� Wendy saidnothing about the sources from which she had previouslyobtained girls� clothes.
Rebecca looked Wendy over. �You can have one ofmine,� she said. �I�ve got an extra one. You and I arealmost the same size, so I�m pretty sure it will fit. Isthat OK?�
�Uh�wow!� Wendy said, almost dazzled by thethought that she herself might look like Rebecca, atleast in dress. �Sure, that will be great!�

*******
Rebecca�s birthday arrived, and so did six girls. Wendy,wearing Rebecca�s very pretty high-necked, knee-lengthpink party dress, was introduced to them as Rebecca�sfriend who worked with her dad for the police. From this itwas obvious that Wendy wasn�t just another girl of 14 or so,but the other girls didn�t seem to mind. Wendy didn�t re-member all their names from hearing them once, but shenoted the great variety in their appearance, fromone wholooked like a big full-grown woman to another who wasvery slender and even shorter than Wendy or Rebecca.Wendy tried not to make it too obvious that she had eyesonly for Rebecca.
The usual events of a birthday party for niceteen-age girls transpired: eating snacks, talkingabout many topics including immature boys, playinga few games, singing �Happy Birthday,� blowing outcandles, and eating cake. Then Rebecca announcedthat it was time for dancing. Some of the girls ex-pressed disappointment that no boys, however im-mature, could be imported for that sole purpose, butthey quickly resigned themselves.
�May I have this dance?� Rebecca asked Wendywith a little laugh, as Rebecca�s mom put on some se-
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date old-fashioned music in the crowded familyroom.
�Uh�sure, I guess so!� Wendy said. �But, uh, I�mnot too good at dancing.� This was an understate-ment, for Wendy had never done a ballroom dance inher life.
�Don�t worry about it,� Rebecca said. �This is atwo-step. It�s the easiest possible dance. You just dolike this, and then back like this.� She demonstrated.�And now you put your arm around me, like this.�She demonstrated that too. Wendy readily complied.
Wendy�s silly heart was beating hard, and ascend-ing toward the sky, as she held Rebecca close to her,danced with her, saw her bright eyes and her happysmile, and heard little words of encouragement fromher. Wonderment flowed through her in ever-increas-ing waves. Was this, Wendy wondered, the beginning ofher true fulfillment in life�fulfillment she had sought, butsought in vain, in youthful fantasies of being a girl havingsex with boys? Might she, imaginably, hold Rebecca evencloser to her in some future year, unite with her, give herbabies, and love her all their lives? Was the unknownpower that had drawn her to unite with imaginary boysand real men�and repelled her from the very thought ofMom�s isolated �sexual self-sufficiency��now drawing heronward, closer to the living source of her fantasies of a boyuniting with a girl, a man with a woman?
Wendy carefully held her girlish butt aloof, so hererect clitoris�which might even turn out to be a pe-nis after all�would not touch Rebecca through theirclothes. Through the great unknown power, what-ever it might be, her heart and mind were in controlnow, not her nipples and her clitoris. She now felt shenever wanted sex with men again. By the end of thedance, Wendy had made her decision�a decisionthat might determine the course of her whole futurelife.
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*******
�I�ve been thinking,� Wendy soon told Judy, �I reallydon�t want sex with men anymore. I wonder if my short ca-reer as an MDS is coming to an end already.�
�Well, it doesn�t have to, you know,� Judy said. �Imean, guys sometimes want sex with me when theyfind out I�m �one of those��I mean, acrossdresser�but they don�t get it. I�m sure not goingto cheat on Christie with random men just to do myjob and arrest sex fiends. Some of our MDS�s don�tactually do it with the suspects either. It�s strictly op-tional. You could be one who doesn�t.�
�Uh�well, I�ll think about it,� Wendy said.
�You�re not going to look like you�re 12 or 13 for-ever, I�m pretty sure,� Judy said. �As long as you do,you can be a big help to us.� Judy looked at Wendyclosely, but not unkindly. �You can help get molest-ers out of the world Rebecca lives in,� Judy added.
Wendy felt a fierce, hot blush suffusing her face atonce, as if Judy had come right out and said, �I knowyou�re in love with my 14-year-old daughter.� DidJudy really know? If so, how could Wendy dare tostand here and speak to her? Wendy did notknow�and yet she stood and spoke.
�Yeah, I want to do that, all right,� Wendy said, try-ing in vain to pretend everything was perfectly nor-mal and her face was totally inscrutable. �I�well,you know, Rebecca�s a great girl, and�uh, I thinkshe really looks up to me. I can hardly believe it, but Ithink she does.�
�Yeah, I think she does,� Judy confirmed.
�And so�well, I want to be, or try to be, the kind ofperson who deserves to have her look up to me. Imean�well, not the kind of person who has sex with ran-dom guys!� As if the blush were not bad enough, Wendycould feel herself starting to cry.
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�Yeah, I think I know what you mean,� Judy said.�The kind of person I wanted to be for Christie, backbefore we got married�and I still do.� Wendy�s eyeswere filled with tears and she could not speak, butshe nodded �Yes!�
�Well, OK, then,� Judy said. Now it was Judy�s turn to pre-tend everything was normal. �Just let me know when youdecide about being an MDS. Whatever you decide, you�llstill be a friend of our family.� Wendy nodded �yes� again.
For a moment there was silence, except for thesound of Wendy breathing while she cried. �We�llhave you over for dinner again soon,� Judy then said.More softly, coming closer to Wendy, she added, �Iknow Rebecca would be really disappointed if shedidn�t get to see you, uh, pretty often.�
Does Judy know? Does she care? Does she, unbeliev-ably, even approve? Wendy wondered�but she couldnot ask. All she could do was to cry some more, and try toturn into tears of joy her tears of bitter anguish at the dread-ful thought of ever losing Rebecca�s friendship�and offailing to win, at the right future time, her everlasting love.�So would I!� Wendy cried, abandoning all pretense of nor-mality, of self-restraint, of rational detachment fromRebecca. �So would I!�

Chapter 8
Two full years elapsed before the special judge�spatience with Dick Wolfram�s continuances fully ranout and Mom�s case was set for trial. One by one,Wolfram�s outrageous allegations had been exposedas total falsehoods. He had begged, cajoled, and evenissued veiled threats to try to get yet another contin-uance, but it had been denied.
The case was big news by now. More witnesses hadcome forward to confirm Mom�s video-recorded ad-missions to Wendy. Mom had been charged withmore crimes in addition to the original racketeeringand production of child porn: promotion of child
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prostitution, additional counts of production of childporn, intimidation, and obstruction of justice. In-credibly, Baines J. Stifford�Mother�s MasterfulHelper�had come up with the courage, or whateverit took, to reveal that Mom had issued a death threatto try to keep him from testifying against her.
Now the day of trial had come at last. Wendy wasfully prepared to testify against Mom, and hadbrought two volumes of Sir Winston Churchill�s His-tory of the English Speaking Peoples to read while waiting.She entered the courtroom, almost jam-packed with peo-ple, and found a seat with difficulty. At the prosecution ta-ble she saw Mindy Boomschmidt and Judy, now wearingamen�s suit and tie; at the defense table she saw a gigan-tic fat man with a shock of gray hair and a massive mus-tache, whomust be Dick Wolfram. The seat next to him, forthe defendant, was empty.
�All rise!� the bailiff said. �The Seaview County Su-perior Court is in session, the Honorable Daniel J.Robursson, Special Judge, presiding!�
All rose. The special judge, with a leonine mane ofshoulder-length white hair, entered the courtroomand said, �Thank you, you may be seated.�
�We�re here for the trial of the case of People of theState of Pacificum v. Barbra V. Brackruck, case number14-SU-FE-1725,� said Judge Robursson. �Are the Peopleready to proceed?�
�Yes, Your Honor,� Mindy said.
�Is the defendant ready to proceed?�
�Your Honor,� said Dick Wolfram, �as you know,my client has been released on bond pending trial.I�m expecting her here momentarily.�
�You did inform her of the date and time of trial, Itrust,� said the judge.
�Yes, Your Honor. I know of no reason to believeshe will not be here momentarily.�
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�Your Honor,� Mindy piped up, �if the defendantshould fail to appear for trial, the People are preparedto try her in absentia.�
�Your Honor, I object!� said Dick Wolfram.
�I�m not going to have her tried in absentia,� saidthe judge, �until I know why she isn�t here. If it turnsout she�s absconded, we�ll try her in absentia. If not,we won�t. Mr. Wolfram, I trust you will immediatelytry to contact your client by every means feasible.We�ll be in recess to allow a reasonable time to findout why she hasn�t appeared. Mr. Wolfram, Ms.Boomschmidt, you may accompany me to my cham-bers.� The bailiff said �All rise!� again and the judgeleft the courtroom, which immediately started tobuzz loudly with conversation.
Wendy thought of trying to call Mom herself on hercell phone, but she couldn�t. Her phone was in a wit-ness locker downstairs outside the security gates,since members of the public weren�t allowed to bringtheir cell phones into the secure area of the court-house. If she went to get it, she might well lose herseat. Besides, she figured, it really wasn�t her job toget Mom here. She opened Churchill�s volume 2 towhere she had bookmarked it, and began to readabout King Henry VIII.
She didn�t have long to read. Mindy Boomschmidtand Dick Wolfram re-entered the courtroom to-gether. Mindy said something to Judy, which Wendycouldn�t hear. Judy nodded �yes� and went backamong the spectators.
�Wendy!� Judy called out. �Please come here!� Re-luctantly Wendy closed her book, abandoned herseat, and went out to the aisle. Judy escorted her outof the courtroom.
�They can�t get a hold of your mom,� Judy said.�We need to see if she�s still at your house. Therecould be some kind of emergency. Do you still have akey to your mom�s house?�
�Uh, yeah,� Wendy said, �if she hasn�t changed thelocks.�
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�We�ll need to find out. We need you to come withus.�
�Well, OK.� They re-entered the courtroom. �Let�sgo,� Judy said. Dick Wolfram came along with Judyand Wendy. Judy made a call on her police radio, inwhich Wendy discerned the words �emergency runfrom the courthouse.�
Near the courthouse entrance, a police car withflashing lights on top was waiting. Judy got into thefront seat with the uniformed driver and gave himMom�s address. Wendy had to sit next to Wolfram inback. The car�s siren began to howl, and the car tookoff at high speed.
After a fast run around the Capitoline Hill, outMounds Boulevard, and uphill on Oak Mound, thecar arrived at Mom�s house. Wendy got out, ran to thedoor, and found that Mom hadn�t changed the locks.She opened the door. Judy and Wolfram followedclose behind.
The house didn�t smell good. Wendy felt sick. Soonshe felt sicker. She entered Mom�s bedroom, thesame bedroom where Mom had so often moaned andhowled alone while engaging in �sexual self-suffi-ciency.� Mom�s nude body was lying face up on thebed. Beside it, on a nightstand, was an open bottle ofpills bearing the brand name �E-Z-Out-o-Here,� awell-known brand of prescription suicide pills manu-factured in Pacificum. Next to the bottle was a note inMom�s handwriting.
�My life is over,� the note began. �This is for thosewho have killed me, by their greed, their craze forpower, their fear of freedom, their hatred of humanself-sufficiency, and their endless lies. Young peoplehave every right to sexual self-sufficiency! Womenhave every right to freedom frommen! I have commit-ted no crime but to stand up for these truths, againstthose who depend on sexual slavery for their su-premacy, their wealth, their emotional satisfaction,and their self-esteem! For this I have been perse-cuted, reviled, and hounded to my death! For seekingto expose child molesters, I have been called a childmolester! For seeking to educate miserable young
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boys in desperate need of becoming joyful, sexuallyself-sufficient girls, I have been called a producer ofchild pornography! For seeking to educate menabout their slavery to their own penises, and to freewomen from their grip, I have been called a promoterof child prostitution! I have done everything�every-thing�to try to savemy career andmy educational enter-prise. Nowmy own attorney�my greedy, high-paid, lying,cheating, two-faced attorney�has abandoned me toface the wolves, telling me I have no choice but to pleadguilty or be convicted at trial. He knows nothing of choice!He has no concept of the highest and most liberatingchoice in human existence! That is my choice�to endmylife with dignity, to escape from the grip of all my persecu-tors, to be free at last from all lies, all loathing, all misery.My last act, before taking my legally prescribed, legallyobtained E-Z-Out-o-Here pills, will be to engage in one fi-nal, supreme act of sexual self-sufficiency, one totally lib-erating orgasm. Then I will lie down, take my medication,and be free. I pity all those who lack the courage to do thesame. When the going gets tough, the tough get going.Good-bye.�
The stench was vile enough by itself, but togetherwith the note it was overwhelming. DesperatelyWendy looked around for a wastebasket to vomit in.She found one just in time. She was still retchingwhen she heard Judy talking on the police radioabout an �apparent suicide, the victim was the defen-dant in a trial that was scheduled to start today.� Shelooked up, but still felt awfully sick, when Dick Wol-fram called the judge on his cell phone and said, �Thepolice have just found my client dead in her home,apparently from suicide.� Wendy herself said noth-ing, for there was nothing she could say. Sheclenched her teeth and gripped the wastebaskethard.

*******
Wendy was in Mom�s house again, in Mom�s bedroomwhere she had killed herself, but the stench of death hadvanished. A fragrance of flowers had replaced it. No onewas home but Wendy�and Rebecca. Rebecca was lov-ingly embracing Wendy, just as when they had danced
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together, only now they were even closer and Rebecca�seyes were even brighter with love-light.
They kissed, on the mouth, deeply. Unbelievably,Rebecca wanted it as much as Wendy did. Wendy ca-ressed Rebecca all over, even on her breasts, and shedid not protest. Rebecca�s breasts now were biggerthan Wendy�s, though far from huge, and she obvi-ously loved to have Wendy caress them.
Rebecca opened her blouse for Wendy. Astound-ingly, she wasn�t wearing a bra, although she had al-ways worn one around Wendy before. Her barebreasts were lovely, with big, dark, erect nipples.Wendy kissed and sucked Rebecca�s nipples at once;Rebecca clutched Wendy hard in great delight.
Can this really be happening? Is she old enough? Arewe married? Such thoughts flitted through Wendy�s mind,but did not stay. She had to see if Rebecca would allowher to slip her hand inside her skirt, inside her panties, downto her warm, wet womanly opening. Rebecca did. Almostat once they were both nude. �Please, Wendy! Now!�Rebecca begged, lying down on Mom�s bed, spreadingher legs, and raising her knees to admit Wendy.
Wendy could think of nothing other than her in-tense need to enter Rebecca and unite with her.Wendy�s clitoris was now a penis after all, and shepressed it hard against Rebecca�s virgin barrier.�Please, Wendy! Push harder! Come all the way intome!� Rebecca pleaded, clutching Wendy with all hermight. Wendy struggled mightily to comply. Sud-denly, after intense effort, she succeeded! She wasfully within Rebecca�s tight, hot womanly cave, andRebecca was no longer a virgin! Wendy�s excitementwas so extreme that she ejaculated into Rebecca al-most at once, flooding her with sperm, drainingWendy�s whole being fully into her.
Wendy awoke. She was nude, for she usually sleptin the nude, but she was alone. Rebecca was notthere. Wendy�s semen had flooded only the sheet be-neath her. The dream had been as vivid as life, butstill it was only a dream.

Page - 92

A GIRL SO YOUNG BY DULCI DAILY



Wendy took a deep breath and sighed with relief.This was how it should be, she thought. She was try-ing to save herself for Rebecca, no matter how manyyears it might take, and she was mostly succeeding.Sometimes in the past she had masturbated, pre-tending she was making love with Rebecca after theywere married, but she tried hard not to. She knewRebecca wouldn�t like it if she knew about it, and shedidn�t want to do what Rebecca wouldn�t like, even ifshe didn�t know.
She was too exhausted, from her dream of deflow-ering Rebecca, to change the sheets. She simply putthe top sheet on top of the bottom one, lay down onthe top sheet away from the wet area, and quickly de-scended into dreamless sleep.

*******
�Wendy?� Judy said on the phone a few days afterMom died. �Are you holding up OK?�
�Uh�yeah, I think so,� Wendy said. �I guessmaybe I�ll never really get over it, but I�ve got to go onliving�and trying to live a better life thanMom did.�
�Yeah, well, you�re sure doing that, all right.�
�I sure hope so.�
�Well, are you up for Sunday dinner this week? Imean, if you�re not, we can just wait until some othertime.�
�Uh�no, this week�s OK. I guess�it might help meget over the shock.�
�I hope so. OK, we�ll see you this Sunday.�

*******
Christie opened the door again, as she had done thefirst time Wendy ever visited her family�so long ago now,two and a half years. �Oh, Wendy, I�m so sorry about your
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mom!� Christie cried. Then she did something she hadnever done before: she took Wendy by her shoulders,drew her to herself, and hugged her.
�What happened?� asked Raymond, now going on10. �Did your mom get killed or something?�
�Uh, yeah. She killed herself.�
Raymond made an ugly face. �Ugh! Blah! Whatgood is that? You should kill bad guys, not yourself!�
Wendy forced herself not to laugh. �Well, uh, actually,my mom was pretty bad�but I still wish she hadn�t killedherself.�
Wendy turned around, and found herself face toface with Rebecca. �That must have been terrible,�Rebecca said. �Are you all right?�
�Uh�yeah, I think so.� She wished Rebecca wouldhug her as Christie had done. Rebecca seemed tohesitate, but then she went ahead and did it, clasp-ing Wendy close to her heart. It didn�t seem to botherher that her breasts were pressing against Wendy.Rebecca, though still short, was a bit taller thanWendy now, and her breasts, though not huge, weredefinitely bigger than Wendy�s. They were a lot likethey had been in the dream, Wendy thought, tryingnot to think too much about Rebecca�s nipples.
�Well, Wendy, please come in for dinner,� Christiesaid, �and we�ll try to talk about nice, pleasantthings. I guess you don�t really want to talk aboutyour mother, do you?�
�Uh, no,� Wendy said, remembering the stenchand the note again, but getting a grip on herself. �Isure don�t.�
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*******
�Wendy, would you like to come out in the back yardand talk?� Rebecca asked after dinner. �Just you andme?�
�Uh�well, sure,� Wendy said. She had no ideawhat Rebecca wanted to talk about, but she wasn�tgoing to pass up any chance to talk with her�andlook at her, and feel the warmth of her heart, evenwithout touching her. They went out the back doorinto the small back yard, into which a lonely autumnleaf was descending now and then, and sat on thelone, dilapidated bench facing away from the house.
�What was your mom really like?� Rebecca asked.
�Uh�I�m not sure you really want to know that,�Wendy said.
�Yes, I do,� Rebecca insisted. �If I didn�t, I wouldn�thave asked.� She looked straight into Wendy�s eyes.�You see,� she said, �I want to know about you, andhow you got to be who you are�and your mom�s all partof that, isn�t she?�
�Well,� Wendy said, trying to evade the question,�then I should be talking about you, and your family,because you�ve helped me become who I am.�
Rebecca gave Wendy her sweetest look, with adawning, uneven smile. �OK, we�ll get to that,� shesaid, �but let�s start with your mom�and your dad. Ididn�t think you wanted to talk about them before,but�well, now I think we need to. What happened toyour dad?�
Wendy swallowed hard and looked away. �Heeloped to California when I was seven,� Wendy said,�with a teenage boy.�
Rebecca�s face showed pain. �That must have beenreally hard on you,� she said, �and on your mom.�
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�Yeah, it was. I guess it was even harder on herthan on me. She, um, started to hate men, and boys.After a while she decided she wanted me to be a girl,not a boy. She made me wear my hair long, and latershe gave me girls� clothes.�
�She didn�t do�um�bad things with you, didshe?�
Wendy clenched her teeth. �Not with me, exactly,�she said, �but in front of me. I mean, uh�with her clothesoff.�
�Ugh!� Rebecca cried. �That�s disgusting!�
�Yeah, it sure was�but I couldn�t get away fromher.�
�But you did get away, at last.�
�Not until I was 18. Before that��
Wendy was silent. Did she dare tell Rebecca more?If she did, would all Rebecca�s admiration for her godown the drain at once? But, if she did not�whatthen?
�What happened before that?� Rebecca asked,speaking softly, as if she knew she wasn�t going tolike the answer.
Wendy couldn�t let Rebecca down, or tell her it wasnone of her business, or anything like that. �Well,�Wendy said, �she wanted me to do some disgustingthings in front of her, too�with my clothes off�and I didthem.� Wendy looked away from Rebecca and hung herhead. �I didn�t want to tell you,� she said, �because�well, Ididn�t want you to think I was disgusting.�
Rebecca looked away too, but didn�t hang herhead. �Well, uh, even if maybe you did use to be dis-gusting,� she said, �you�re not any more�are you?�
�Uh�I sure hope not,� Wendy said. �I�d hate to bedisgusting to you!�
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Rebecca didn�t assure Wendy that she wasn�t, but shedid say, �You haven�t done those things since you left yourmom�s home, have you?�
�No! I mean�not exactly.� Wendy was going tohave to say more; there was no way out now. �Well,�she said after a long, deep breath, �I guess I�d bettertell you everything. If this doesn�t make you think I�m dis-gusting, then�uh�you�re really, really good at not beingdisgusted by me.�
�As long as you�ve stopped doing disgusting things,�Rebecca said, �that�s the most important thing.�
�Oh, yeah, I stopped doing them a couple of yearsago!� Wendy assured her. �See, when I was helpingyour dad catch guys who thought I was 12 and didnasty things with me�well, I did some nasty thingswith them, too. But then I went to your 14th birthday partyand danced with you�and somethingmademe feel likeI never wanted to do those things any more. And I neverhave, since then.�
Rebecca laughed. �What, just one dance with medid that for you? I didn�t think I was that good adancer!�
Wendy laughed too. �Yeah, well, it wasn�t just theone dance, it was�you.�
Rebecca stared at Wendy in disbelief. �You really meanthat?� she asked at last.
�Sure I mean it,� Wendy assured her. �If I didn�t, Iwouldn�t have said it.�
Rebecca gave a strange, short, soft, shy laugh. �Ithought,� she said, �I was just a silly girl with a fool-ish crush on a�a really cute older guy who wasn�tafraid to wear girls� clothes, like my dad isn�t afraid. Ihad daydreams about, you know, you someday turn-ing out to be like my dad, and me turning out to belike my mom, and�um�us getting married. I neverimagined you might be having any kind of thoughts likethat about me!�
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�Funny, I never imagined youmight be having any kindof thoughts like that aboutme! I figured I was far too old foryou, and you�d run away if I ever let you knowabout�um�my daydreams about you. And your par-ents probably wouldn�t like it either.�
�Well,� Rebecca said, �I�m not all that young anymore. I�m 16. I was just reading about a queen in theMiddle Ages, a really good queen, who got marriedwhen she was 14 and had her first baby when she was 15.�She grinned at Wendy, and the light from her heart shonethrough her eyes. �So you see,� she said, �I�m actually be-hind schedule!�
Wendy laughed. �I wonder,� she said, �if someday Imight help you not be all that far behind schedule.� Yes,Wendy actually dared to say it now�to suggest thatWendy and Rebecca might someday get married! �But Iguess we really should wait a while,� Wendy added. �Imean, this isn�t the Middle Ages, after all.�
�No, people grew up faster back then,� Rebeccasaid. �And we�d need to talk, uh, seriously aboutsome things, to try to make sure everything wouldwork out OK.�
�Yeah,� Wendy said. �But everything will work outOK�if I have anything to say about it!� The look of pure de-light on Rebecca�s face was Wendy�s ample reward. �Oh,yes, I hope so!� Rebecca said.
Wendy wanted to kiss her, but not without her fullconsent. �Uh�I wonder if I maybe should give you akiss,� Wendy said.
�Oh, maybe!� Rebecca laughed. �But only a littleone�like this.� She gave Wendy a quick kiss on thecheek. �You can give me a big one later, if we�re prettysure everything will work out OK.�
�Fair enough.� Wendy touched her shoulder ten-derly and gave her a kiss on the cheek, not quite asshort as the one Wendy had received from her.
After a moment of silence, Wendy asked, �Uh�wasthat all you wanted to know about my mom?�
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�Oh, your mom!� Rebecca exclaimed. �I did want toknow about her, didn�t I? Um�I guess I forgot!� Shelaughed again, and the look on her face sank deeplyinto Wendy�s heart. �Well, um, yes, I think that�s all,at least for now.� She glanced back toward her home.�I�m sure glad I have a good mom, anyway.�
�So am I.� Wendy felt a strong need to add, �I betyou�ll be a good mom yourself someday, too.�
Rebecca sighed. �I hope so�someday in the fardistant future. I mean, this isn�t the Middle Ages, af-ter all.� She looked up toward the sky. Morebright-colored leaves were falling toward the earth.�But maybe the time will pass pretty quickly. It does-n�t seem like all that long since we first met, but it�sbeen two and a half years.�
�Yeah, I bet it won�t seem like too long then�when-ever then is.�
They put their arms around each other. Rebeccabreathed a sigh of deep contentment. After someminutes of silent bliss, she said, �Well, I guess if we�redone talking, we might as well go back inside. Isn�t itgetting a little chilly out here?�
�No,� Wendy said. �Or, if it is, I didn�t notice.� Theylooked at each other; they smiled; they joined handsand turned toward home.
###
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