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JASMINE’S

VICTORIES

by Dulci Daily

Chapter 1
It all started, I guess, when Scut got into middleschool. Before that, she didn�t call herself Scut. Shecalled herself by her real name, Sarah, and she woreregular girls� clothes. Her clothes were pretty, eventhough she wasn�t.
That all changed (except she still wasn�t pretty)within a week after she started sixth grade. She gotall-black boys� clothes and announced that she wasto be called Scut.
�Scut?� I laughed. �Why?�
�Because I�m one hell of a damn tough lesbian,that�s why!� She clenched her fists and raised them,ready to punch me if I laughed again. I didn�t. If shehad fought me, she probably could have won thefight. She was only 12, but really big and strong for
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her age�as big as me, and probably stronger, eventhough I was 14.
�OK, then, Scut,� I said. I didn�t question her abouther sudden discovery that she was a lesbian. I fig-ured some guys at school probably called her one be-cause of how she looked, and she got mad at themand decided she was one because lesbians didn�t likeboys. Our dad would probably applaud her for �com-ing out.� Our mom would have been horrified, butshe was dead.
I started thinking hard about Scut�s pretty clothes.I wanted to wear them. I never dared to wear thembefore, because I knew she would get pissed andprobably fight me. Now, at my first chance, I was go-ing to wear them�and let Scut see me wearing them.She would still get pissed, of course, but I didn�t careany more.
I had a boner, though it was pretty small, onlyabout three and a half inches long. I had seen boysshowing off their boners, and all of them were biggerthan mine. I never showed off my boner. In fact, everytime I took a shower at home, I hid it between my legsand pretended I was a girl, with my boner trans-formed into my clitoris. The first time I ever had anorgasm, when I was barely 11, I was already pretend-ing I was a girl and my boner was my clitoris, and Ihad been keeping it up almost every day since then. Ifigured I�d probably had close to 1,000 orgasms, ev-ery one of them a girlish one with my clitoris hiddenbetween my legs, never sticking out in front like anormal boy�s boner.
I had to do it now. I was incredibly excited at thethought of wearing Scut�s pretty clothes. I went intothe bathroom and stripped down fast. Getting thewater as hot as I could stand, I stepped under theshower and pressed my boner down into hiding be-tween my legs. It wasn�t easy, because my boner wasreally hard, but I did it anyway.
Then, as I had done many times before, I pre-tended I was a naked girl getting very, very clean. Myplump, pointy, girlish little breasts got cleaner thanthey had ever been before, while I imagined myselfwearing one of Scut�s bras. My hidden clitoris got ter-
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rifically clean as I lathered myself up between mylegs�and, as always, it magically seemed to get lon-ger back there, sticking out beneath my butt. My bigbutt, too, got very clean when I clutched it hard withmy soapy hands and pumped it back and forth,harder and harder, until I was having an orgasm andmy clitoris was spurting backward beneathmy butt.
I wondered if Scut ever had orgasms. I knew mydad had them, because I sometimes listened outsidehis bedroom while he had one with Sam Pelior, theguy who had replaced my mom before she killed her-self. Their orgasms were loud. My own were as nearlysilent as I could make them.
I turned my thoughts back from orgasms to Scut�sclothes. The first chance I got, when Scut was out ofthe house, I was going to take the best of her clothesand make them my own. I was afraid I might ejacu-late in her panties because it would be so exciting towear them, but I was going to risk it. If Scut wantedto fight me for wearing her clothes, I would fight her.Even if I lost the fight, I was determined to keep theclothes.

*****
I got my chance on the Saturday after Scut an-nounced that she was a lesbian. She went to the li-brary; I told her she could ride my bike, which sheliked better than hers. My dad, the well-known,hard-working lawyer Inticus Fitch, went to his law of-fice. I didn�t know and didn�t care where Sam was, aslong as he was out of my way. Sam didn�t live in ourhouse; he only came over often to visit and have or-gasms with Inticus.
I invaded Scut�s bedroom and rummaged throughher clothes, first grabbing the prettiest panties andbras. Scut�s breasts were still not much bigger thanmine; the cups looked almost, though not quite,small enough to fit my chubby breasts.
I stripped and selected a cute pink bra. I had noidea how girls mastered the art of hooking bras inback. The only thing I could think of, after testing the
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elasticity of the band, was to hook it first and thenput it on over my head. My hands were shaking as Ifastened the hooks. Then I lifted it by the straps,ducked my head to get the band around it, and awk-wardly slipped it down.
The band fit just right; the cups were only slightlytoo big. I found some handkerchiefs, molded a singleone for each cup with my hands, and slipped theminto the cups. When I admired the lovely result inScut�s full-length mirror, my clitoris throbbed withexcitement.
Then I forced my hard clitoris down into hidingand started to put on Scut�s prettiest pink panties. Icouldn�t even get them halfway up before my clitorisfired a warning shot. I pulled them back down,breathing hard through my mouth, desperately try-ing to keep my excitement from overwhelming me.
I had to have an orgasm, really soon. Carefully I laydown on my back on Scut�s bed. With her bra still on,I gripped my breasts, raised my knees, and clutchedmy hidden clitoris tightly with my thighs. I had donethis many times before, usually rubbing my clitoriswith one hand, but this time I didn�t even need myhand; my thighs alone were enough. Almost at once Iwas pumping my butt, gasping for breath, and gush-ing onto Scut�s sheet beneath my thighs.
I lay there until my heart and my breathing slowedto normal speed. Then I got up, wiped the gooey tip ofmy clitoris with a tissue, put Scut�s panties onagain�my panties now, I thought�and finished get-ting dressed.
To cover my bra, I selected a tight pink top thatshowed the exact size and shape of my breasts, asenhanced by the bra. Finally, I picked out a brightmulti-colored knee-length skirt with a floral printand slipped it over my head, much more easily thanthe bra.
Wow, I really look ladylike! I thought, surveying mynew girlish-looking self in Scut�s full-length mirror.My light, wavy brown hair was already pretty long fora boy�s hair, and I knew Inticus wouldn�t care howlong it got. My baby-blue eyes looked like the eyes of
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an innocent good girl who never got sexy with boys.My full pink lips were kissable, but I tried to keepthem from looking too hot. My figure was chubby,but no more so than Scut�s, probably less. I began toimagine I could really pass for a girl, a good girl, andbe friends with other good girls. I even thought of agirl�s name for myself�a little like my real name,Jeremy, only ladylike and flowery. My new name, Idecided, was Jasmine.
I went to the bathroom, sitting down like a girl ofcourse, and washed my hands. Then, barefooted, Iglided through the empty house, swinging my bighips like a girl, but trying to keep my dignity like agood girl. I didn�t have a boner now, and that wasgood. Real girls, I felt sure, didn�t go around witherect clitorises all the time merely because they werewearing girls� clothes.
I grabbed all the best of Scut�s pretty clothes, tomake sure she wouldn�t try to keep them from me,and hid them under my boring boys� clothes in mydresser drawers. Then I began to wonder if I dared togo for a bike ride. It was a beautiful, sunny Septem-ber day, a rarity in Greater Pacific Heights, perfect fora ride.
Of course I dared, I thought. I was a girl now. Itwouldn�t take a lot of daring for a girl to go for a bikeride wearing girls� clothes!
I would ride Scut�s bike, of course, since she hadmine. She was always complaining about how herpink girl�s bike, which only had seven speeds, wasn�tas good as my royal blue boy�s bike, which had 21.Well, she could have mine now if she wanted it. Agirl�s bike was designed for riding in a skirt, and thatwas exactly what I wanted.
I put on some white socks and running shoes, nottoo ladylike, but many girls wore ones like them. For-tunately the skirt had pockets, in which I depositedmy keys and my cell phone. I tied my hair in a pony-tail, so it wouldn�t blow in my face when I rode. Then Imade sure the house doors were locked and wentinto the garage to get the bike.
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Scut had taken my black helmet along with mybike. That was fine with me; I would wear her pinkone. I put it on, opened the garage door, and went outinto the sunshine. Then I mounted the bike and be-gan to ride.
I turned right onto Manor Road and began to coastdownhill. Up here, some of the houses could fairly becalled mansions, although ours wasn�t quite bigenough to qualify. The houses gradually becamesmaller and less impressive as I descended towardFarquhar Village, where the library, the high school,and many shops of various specialties were located.
As I passed the well-known Temple of the GrandUnion with its gigantic Yin-Yang window, a gust ofwind caught my skirt and showed off my bare legs ina most un-ladylike manner. Some passing guys ofhigh-school age in a car, who didn�t know me, whis-tled at me and called out, �Hey, babe, great legs!� Iturned away from them, so as not to let them thinkthey had interested or excited me in any way�andyet my clitoris couldn�t help responding eagerly to thethought that I could pass for a cute �babe� with greatlegs, attractive to boys.
I decided to go to the library, and to let Scut see mein her clothes. I was pretty sure she would bepissed�I mean, highly displeased; of course it�s notladylike to say �pissed.� I was equally sure, though,that she wouldn�t dare make a loud scene in the li-brary. A librarian might recognize me but, if so,would do nothing worse than smirk.
I rolled up to the library on Village Lane, the mainstreet of Farquhar Village, and locked the bike. Noone seemed to recognize me or pay any attention tome when I entered. I found Scut in the periodical sec-tion, avidly reading an issue of The Lesbian Leadermagazine.
�Oh, hi, Scut,� I said in a soft falsetto voice. It did-n�t exactly sound like a girl�s voice, but it was the bestI could do.
Scut looked up. For a second she didn�t seem torecognize me. Then she did, and she was outraged.
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�What the fuck do you think you�re doing?� sheaskedme, but softly, so the librarians wouldn�t hear.
�I�m wearing your clothes, as you can see. I figuredyou wouldn�t mind, since you didn�t want them anymore.�
�You stole my clothes! Give them back!�
�Why, so you can throw them away? I will not, andI�m sure not going to take them off and give them toyou here! I like them, even if you don�t, and I�m keep-ing them.�
�The hell you are. If you�re still wearing them whenI get home, I�ll rip them off you and cut them toshreds, and throw them in the trash. That includesthe underwear. I�m going to leave you naked. Youcan�t get away with this.�
�Well, we�ll see about that�Miss Sarah MarieFitch.� I knew it would make her even more outragedwhen I called her by her real name. It did. She gaveme the finger with both hands, frantically moving herhands up and down like pistons. I simply smiled andwalked away, with my skirt swinging freely from sideto side.

*****
Inticus got home before Scut did. �Jemmy? Scut?�he called out in his deep, resonant bass voice. �Any-one home?�
�I�m home,� I said. I swallowed hard. I tried to pre-tend everything was normal, and of course I waswearing Scut�s clothes, because that was just how itshould be.
I arose and went into the living room. Inticus wassitting in his armchair, with his reading glasses on,reading a book. I stood before him in silence.
He looked up at me over the top of his readingglasses, took in my changed appearance at a glance,and raised his eyebrows. �Uh�call me Jasmine,� Isaid.
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�Hmm,� he said. He paused before going on: �Allright, then, Jasmine. This will take courage, youknow. You�ll come up against bigotry.�
�I know.� I wasn�t going to wear girls� clothes tomiddle school, because I knew how the bad boysthere would express their bigotry: by punching meand pulling my panties down. Next year, though, Ihoped I might dare to wear them to high school.
�You can always count on me to support your deci-sion,� Inticus assured me.
�Thanks, Inticus. I really appreciate that.� Inticusprobably didn�t realize how soon he would be calledupon to support my decision, but I sure did.

*****
�All right, let�s have those clothes,� Scut demandedafter she got home and invaded my bedroom. �All ofthem.�
�No. They�re mine now. You abandoned them. I�mkeeping them.� I smiled at her, though my heart wasbeating hard in fear of a fight. �I mean, somebody�sgot to be ladylike in this house.�
�Ladylike!� Scut�s face showed total outrage. �Youidiot! You asshole! It�s kill or be killed out there! Lady-like softies don�t survive!�
My heart was starting to fill with outrage like herface. �Well, I�m going to be a ladylike softie, and sur-vive,� I told her. �And let me tell you something. Yousay it�s kill or be killed, and you�re going to be one ofthe ones that kill, unlike the ladylike softies who getkilled. Well, if I ever find out that you�ve killed any la-dylike softies, I�ll get a gun, I�ll hunt you down, and I�llkill you! Got it?�
�No. I don�t know what you�re talking about. Nowgive me those clothes, God damn it!�
Scut grabbedmy skirt and started to pull it down. Islapped her in the face, hard. �God damn you to hell!�she screamed.
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�Inticus!� I cried out. �Help! I�m coming up againstbigotry! Scut�s trying to steal my clothes!�
�What�s all this?� Inticus demanded to know, strid-ing into my bedroom.
�Germy stole my clothes!� Scut cried out, using herinsulting nickname for Jeremy. �I want them back!�
�She does not want them back,� I countered. �Sheonly wants to keepme from wearing them, to keepmefrom being ladylike. She tried to beat me up, and shethreatened to kill ladylike softies.�
�I did not! He�s lying!�
�You did too.� I was smarter than Scut, I knew, andnow I was going to use my intelligence to full advan-tage against her. �You said it�s kill or be killed, and la-dylike softies don�t survive. That means you thinkthere are two kinds of people: those who kill, like you,and those who get killed, like ladylike softies. That�san explicit admission that you�re a killer and ladylikesofties are your victims.�
Inticus laughed. �Jemmy�I mean, Jasmine, youmay make a very effective prosecutor someday,� hesaid, �but you�ll have to bear in mind the presump-tion of innocence. Scut may have meant only that shethinks you have to be tough to survive, and that shedoesn�t think you�re tough enough if you�re ladylike.�
�She said kill or be killed,� I protested, �not just betough or be killed.�
�I think you should take that as mere hyperboleand rhetoric,� Inticus said, in a tone of voice indicat-ing that he wouldn�t accept any more disputationabout it from me. �Now, let�s talk about this charge ofstealing clothes.�
�Germy stole them,� Scut charged. �I want themback. All of them. Now.�
�I did not steal them,� I countered. �She aban-doned them. Abandoned property is free to thetaker.� I knew that because Inticus had told me. �Shejust wants to keepme from wearing them, not to wearthem herself.�
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�Well,� Inticus said, �I think you�re both overlook-ing something very important. Who paid for thoseclothes? Scut?�
Scut frowned. �You did, of course,� she admitted.�So what? They�re mine now.�
�Since I paid for them,� Inticus instructed her, �ina very real sense, they aremy clothes, not yours, andI may dispose of them as I see fit. I paid for them foryour use. If that use has ended, they may be put toanother use.�
Scut was smart enough to see which way the deci-sion was going to go, and she was pissed�I mean,vexed. �Germy doesn�t really want my clothes!� sheprotested. �He just wants to insult me by wearingthem! He wants to say fuck you to me because I�m notladylike, and his way to do that is to pretend he is la-dylike!�
�That�s a lie!� I cried. �I�ve wanted to be ladylike foryears! This is my big chance, and I�m not giving it up!�That might not have been exactly true, since what Ihad wanted and done for years was to get nude andhave orgasms like a girl, not exactly the most ladylikeof activities�but I figured it was close enough to thetruth to serve the purpose.
�My decision,� Inticus said without further ado, �isthat Jeremy, now to be known as Jasmine, may pos-sess the clothes that Scut has no longer been using.Scut, if you wish to return to wearing clothes of thatkind, I will buy you some more. If not, there is nomore to be said on this subject.�
I grinned, but I tried not to look at Scut and gloatover my victory. �God damn it,� Scut muttered underher breath. �Fuck you.� Then she turned around andfled from my room.
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Chapter 2
By the time I was 15 and ready to enter highschool, Scut had gotten used to me wearing theclothes that used to be hers, although she still didn�tlike it. Except when I was at school or having an or-gasm, I wore them almost all the time. They were al-most as normal to me as they would have been for areal girl, and it usually didn�t make my clitoris erectany more to wear them.
They were getting pretty tight on me by that time,so Inticus said I should give them to the Movers andShakers Thrift Store, and he would pay for me to getnew clothes. I went on a shopping spree and got someof the prettiest, best-fitting girls� clothes I could find.My clitoris wasn�t getting any bigger, still not morethan three and a half inches on my ruler, but my buttand my breasts were noticeably bigger. Scut�s pant-ies were way too tight on me now, so I got Patti�sPuffies which had lots of room for unusually bigbutts and clits. I discovered the excellent invention ofthe front-hook bra, which I could put on almost(though not quite) as easily as a shirt, and I boughtseveral lacy, low-cut ones of various girlish colors. Igot some cute tops with slightly low necklines, butnot too low, for that wouldn�t be ladylike. My skirtshad to be full, so my clitoris wouldn�t show if it gothard; I got a good selection, some approximatelyknee-length or a tiny bit shorter, some below theknee, but no unladylike miniskirts. A few dresses, acouple of pairs of pumps, and sandals completed mybasic wardrobe.
�Well, as I said,� Inticus told me on the morning ofthe first day of school, �this will take courage.� I fig-ured it would. I was wearing a white scoop-neck top,a white A-cup bra lightly stuffed with hankies, abright floral-print knee-length skirt with Patti�sPuffies underneath, and sandals. My clitoris wasn�terect, at least not yet, but my heart was beating hard.
�You are very fortunate,� Inticus said, �that the Pa-cific Heights Public Schools are among the finestpublic schools in the nation�and, among them,Farquhar Park High School is one of the very finest.You will notice that, even up here where the parents
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could easily afford to send their children to privateschools, very few do, because the private schoolshave little or no advantage in quality over FarquharPark High. You will have no reason to fear physicalabuse of any kind for wearing girls� clothes to school,as you might at so many other schools in other partsof the country.�
�I�m sure glad about that,� I said.
�But still,� Inticus said, �no doubt you will encoun-ter bigotry, and it will take courage to stand firmagainst it. Jasmine, you have my assurance that Iwill stand behind you and support you, no matterwhat forms of bigotry you may encounter.�
�Uh, thanks, Inticus,� I said. �I really need to knowthat.�
Inticus shook my hand, and I turned to go toschool. Scut�s pink bike and helmet were mine now; Iput on the helmet, got on the bike, and rode downhilltoward school.

*****
�FRESHMANORIENTATION,� said a big sign at theschool entrance, with arrows pointing toward the au-ditorium. I joined the crowd, as if I were just anothergirl, and made my way toward a seat. A few boyslooked at me twice, but no one else seemed to paymuch attention.
�Welcome to Farquhar Park High,� thebald-headed principal, Mr. Greengarten, was soonsaying on the stage at the front of the auditorium.�Our aim here is to give you the best possible prepa-ration for higher education, and for life in the realworld.� He then said some forgettable things and in-troduced the head counselor, Mr. G (whose realname was Bob Ruggerbuck).
�We�d like to offer you the most terrific and awe-in-spiring welcome possible,� said Mr. G. He was a to-tally manly, athletic-looking guy in his 30s or so, andit soon became evident that he was openly gay.
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�Especially to our new GLBT students,� he wenton, �we�d like to offer the warmest possible welcomethe law allows!� Some students laughed or madeother noises. I did not.
�We�ve got counselors here to meet your every needbut one,� he said, to the accompaniment of morelaughter and noises. �For that one, you�re supposedto wait until you reach the magical age of consent, onyour 16th birthday�and even then, you don�t get todo it with the counselors or teachers.� The noise grewlouder, with a bit of booing mingled in.
�For our lesbian students,� he said, �our excellentcounselor is Sally Buckworthy, known as Ms. L.� Afemale, who looked a bit like Scut only some decadesolder, stood up, gave a vague wave at the students,and sat down.
�For our bisexual students, our remarkably finecounselor is Edward Farquhar Steele; his middlename really is Farquhar, and he�s known as Mr. B.� Atall, thin, gray-haired man stood up, touched his fin-gertips together, bowed, and sat down.
�For our transgendered students, our sizzlinglysuperior counselor is Rosa Catalina, known as Ms.T.� I stared closely at the tall, buxom, almost totallywomanly-looking person with long dark brown hairand golden-brown skin who now stood up, gave a bigsmile, and waved at the crowd with both hands. Herbreasts were big, and her low neckline showedplainly that they were real. Only a bit of residualhardness and angularity in her face showed that shehad once been aman. She didn�t seem as ladylike as Iwould have preferred, but I figured I�d better get usedto her, for she was going to be my counselor.
�And for our gay male students,� Mr. G finishedup, �you guessed it, I myself am Mr. G.� There wassome whistling and applause, but some booing too.
�But don�t imagine we�ve neglected the straightstudents,� Mr. G assured the crowd. �We�ve gotstraight counselors galore, and they�ll meet thestraight students� every need but one too.� He intro-duced the straight counselors by name, but I didn�tpay close attention.
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My mind wandered to my fellow students as theassembly went on. I wondered if any of them wouldbe my friends, or my enemies. I wondered which oneswere the bigots that Inticus said I would surely en-counter. I feared some of them would give me a hardtime when they saw me stripping off my girls� clothesin the boys� locker room, for I was assigned to theboys� gym class although I had already signed up as atransgendered student online before school started. Iwondered if Ms. T could help me get assigned to thegirls� gym class instead. I decided to ask her as soonas I could. I had signed up for a counseling appoint-ment with her, but it wasn�t until tomorrow. Today Iwould have to face the boys in the nude, after mypretty girls� clothes came off.

*****
Nothing remarkable happened in English, Math,Music, Drama, or Biology class. Then came gymclass. In middle school, all the boys had to get nudetogether in a big open shower room that had been thesame for decades; that was where I saw boys showingoff their boners, and where I often got teased becauseof my girlish-looking little �tits� and my big, girlish�ass.� I hoped against hope that there might be moreprivacy in the high-school shower room, but therewasn�t.
�Wow! Shemale!� a big, mean-looking boy shoutedas soon as I came in, of course still wearing my girls�clothes. A crowd of boys started gathering at once.�Let�s see that shemale strip!� the big boy demanded.
I wanted to flee, but I couldn�t. I knew the boyswouldn�t let me�andmy own excitement wouldn�t letme, either. My clitoris was hard and throbbing at thethought of getting boys excited by stripping in front ofthem. I wasn�t gay, or I didn�t think I was�but whywasn�t I, if it was this exciting even to think of lettingboys see me removing my girls� clothes?
I complied with the big boy�s order. First I pulledmy top over my head, revealing my low-cut bra to thetune of wolf-whistles. My skirt came down next,showing my Patti�s Puffies. I unhooked my bra in
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front, the hankies fell out, and my bare breasts cameinto view, evoking more wolf-whistles. Finally Islipped my panties down, revealing my big butt andmy erect clitoris to the admiring throng.
�Oh, baby! This is it! We�ve got to do it!� the meanboy moaned. He stripped in a flash. His big boner, atleast twice as long as mine, menaced me at closerange. I knew I was going to refuse to �do it� with him,but I didn�t know what he would do to me for refus-ing. I wished I could be sure Inticus was right aboutno physical abuse at this school, but I didn�t knowthat I could.
�Cut it out, idiot,� another big boy called out, step-ping between me and the mean boy. Two other boysgrabbed the mean boy�s arms and held him. �Pleaseexcuse this asshole, Missy, and go about your busi-ness,� said the big boy. Terrifically relieved, I com-plied almost at once�but not before I looked up intothe eyes of the boy who called me �Missy.� He waslooking straight back at me�with admiration, I hadto imagine. He gave me a big smile, and I smiled backat him before turning away. My heart was throbbing,and I had to imagine his was too.

*****
After doing my usual poor job of playing sports, Ihad to strip for a shower. At least now I was wearinggym clothes, not girls� clothes. I stripped, and I mightalmost have passed for just another boy�except I feltcompelled to demonstrate that I really belonged inthe girls� shower room, not the boys�.
My clitoris wasn�t erect now. I easily slipped it intohiding between my legs, and at once I felt it startingto grow longer. Before it had reached full length, ashort, skinny boy, with a boner barely bigger thanmine, cried out, �Wow! Look at this! It�s a girl in theboys� shower room!�
Of course all the boys raced to look, andmy clitorisgrew hard at once between my legs when they did. Itried to pretend that everything was perfectly normal,that of course I was playing the cute nude girl in the
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boys� shower room, and it was nothing for boys to getexcited about�but I knew all along it was false. Mysoapy hands lingered far longer on my breasts than areal girl�s hands would have done, at least if she hadnot been showing off for boys. The more the boyslooked, laughed, and whistled, the more I kept rub-bing and squeezing my wet, soapy breasts, and thefarther my clitoris stuck out beneath my butt�espe-cially when I started to pump my hips, which I wastoo excited to keep from doing. I knew I was going tohave an orgasm in front of all the boys. I saw that sev-eral boys had boners, and a couple of them were evenbeating off while watching me. Then I closed my eyes,opened my mouth, and let my hips, my thighs, andmy hands onmy breasts excite my hot, crazed clitoristo the uttermost maximum. When I reached orgasm,I heard the boys hooting, whistling, and applauding,just as if I had been a rock star or some such exaltedpersonage.

*****
�Inticus, why do they have open shower rooms inschools?� I asked Inticus that evening.
�Well, Jasmine,� he said, �many years ago, it wascommonly believed that homosexuality was a sick-ness, or even a sin. Open shower rooms were thoughtto be a means of identifying homosexuals early in lifeso that they could be treated, ostracized, or pun-ished. The idea was that homosexuals would dis-play�er�indicia of erotic arousal if they were in thenude among other nude young people of the samesex, while so-called normal young people, who werenot homosexuals, would not. Of course open showerrooms were also less expensive than private showerstalls, so budget-conscious school boards favoredthem.
�Today, in many places, separate shower stalls forstudents have been installed, but the Pacific HeightsPublic Schools have resisted this trend. The idea to-day is that homosexual students should have aneasy means of identifying one another, to build upthe gay community, while those who feel discomfortabout public nudity may just as well stink until they
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take showers at home�and, of course, the budgetaryconsiderations are still there as well. It is not, per-haps, an ideal situation, but on the whole it is aworkable one.�
�What if I think I really belong in the girls� showerroom instead of the boys�?�
�At this point, I am not sure that could be ar-ranged. But talk to your counselor at school about it.You have a counselor there especially for thetransgendered students, do you not?�
�Yes.�
�Well, talk to her. I�m sure she knows her job, andshe�ll give you good advice.�

*****
�Hello, hello!� said Ms. T at my counseling appoint-ment the next morning. �Sit down! I�m so glad to seeyou!� She gave me a big, bright smile to confirm whatshe said. Her breasts, bulging beneath her low neck-line, seemed to confirm it too. It didn�t excite me tosee them, although I gathered it was supposed to. Ilooked away, catching glimpses of documents inframes on her wall. One I noticed in particular was adiploma from Pacific Heights University, showing shehad a master�s degree in educational counseling. An-other, more attention-getting, was a certificate ofsome kind from the Asexual Leaders of America.
�I see your legal name is Jeremy,� she said, �butwhat is your real name?�
�Um, it�s Jasmine.�
�Jasmine! How lovely, and howmuch like you! Youlook like a genuine flower in full bloom!�
I guessed I probably did, if only because I waswearing a bright floral-print dress. �Uh, thank you,� Isaid. I did appreciate the compliment, and yet I won-dered why it didn�t excite me, as it did when boysfound me sexy.
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�Well, Jasmine,� said Ms. T, �did you just come into chat, or do you have any problems I can help youwith?�
�I�ve got a problem,� I said. �I think I need to be inthe girls� gym class instead of the boys�.�
�Oh, dear, I can certainly understand that!� Ms. Tassured me. �That�s because you�re really a girl, butyou�ve got a birth defect that needs to be corrected.Once you�ve reached the age of consent at 16, youcan consent to have that mistake between your legscorrected, and it will all be paid for by the state healthinsurance plan. Then you can be fully a girl, and bein the girls� gym class!�
I stared at her, but then looked away and gri-maced. I didn�t think my clitoris was a birth defect,and I sure didn�t want to get it �corrected� by beingcut off�even if I had to stay in the boys� gym classuntil I graduated.
�Um, I was wondering if there�s anything I can doabout it before I�m 16,� I said, evading the main is-sue.
�I�m afraid not,� said Ms. T. �You see, the girls re-ally would notwant to see a boy�s cock in their showerroom, and they�d be afraid a boy was going to rapethem if he was allowed in there. So many boys are in-clined to rape girls if they get half a chance, youknow. It�s shameful, since you really are a girl, butyou�ll be wrongly regarded as a boy so long as you�vegot one of those you-know-whatsthat boys do commitrape with.�
She leaned forward over her desk, showing meeven more of her breasts. �I know you want to escapefrom those bad boys as soon as you can,� she said.�I�ll bet they were pretty mean to you when they sawyou in their shower room with girls� clothes on.�
�Um, yeah, some of them were.�
�But that will all be over with after you�ve turned16, and your life will be so wonderful, believe me!�
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I turned away again. I wasn�t sure I should con-front her, but I didn�t want to be put on a conveyorbelt that would haul me into an operating roomwhere my clitoris would be cut off when I was16�and I didn�t even want her to think I was gettingon the conveyor belt.
�Well, um, you need to understand,� I ventured tosay, �that I don�t think my�my clitoris is a birth de-fect, and I�m not getting it cut off when I�m 16, orever.�
A flash of anger darkened her golden face for an in-stant, but then it seemed to vanish in a smile. �I un-derstand,� she said. �A lot of girls who were assignedas boys at birth are reluctant to become fully girls inevery way, and they often rationalize that their cocksare clits. It�s not true, of course, and it�s harmful tokeep imagining that it is true. You�ll have to decidewhether you�re just going to pretend you�re a girl,with an outlandishly huge clit and balls to boot, orwhether you�re going to be really a girl in every way,and be free from the tyranny of those rapists in theboys� shower room. Let me tell you, the world�s recordlongest real clit on a female was two and a half incheslong. Your cock isn�t shorter than that, is it?�
�Uh, no.� I didn�t think I needed to tell her it wasn�ta whole lot longer than that either.
�And you�ve never heard of a real girl using her clitto rape another girl, as boys do with their cocks, haveyou?�
�No.� I wondered why Ms. T was so crazed on thesubject of rape, but I didn�t think it would be a goodidea to ask her.
�Well, then. It�s that simple. As long as you�ve gotthat cock, which you could use to rape girls, you�ll goto the boys� shower room, and they�ll treat you like afilthy gay shemale.When you don�t have it any more,you�ll go to the girls� shower room and be treated withthe respect you deserve. The choice is yours. For yoursake, I hope you�ll make the right one.�
�So do I,� I said. I got up at once. I could tell shewas thinking I had already made the wrong choice,
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although I didn�t tell her I would rather be treated asa �filthy gay shemale� than get my dearly beloved cli-toris cut off!
�Well, we�ll have more appointments, and I hopeyou�ll give careful consideration to what I�ve said,�Ms. T concluded. �Your happiness, and your wholelife, are at stake.�
�I know,� I said. I thought of a lot more things tosay, but I didn�t think it would be ladylike, or even agood idea at all, to say them. Besides, I had to get outof there quick, to make sure I wouldn�t throw up inthe presence of Ms. T.

*****
I wonder if I really ama gay shemale, I was thinkingas I entered the boys� shower room again. I do get soexcited when I strip for boys! It was happening again,as soon as I opened my dress to reveal my bra.Maybethis is where I belong after all!
�Hey, Missy, great to see you again,� said the bigboy who had saved me yesterday. �My name�s Mark.What�s yours?�
�Um, I�m Jasmine,� I said. My hands were trem-bling as I held my dress wide open, letting him see mylacy pink bra. Our eyes were fixed on each other. Iknew I was exciting him. I pulled my dress off myshoulders and let it slip to the ground. My clitoriswas hard inside my Patti�s Puffies. Mark was wearingonly briefs. I could see that he had an erection too,and his was much bigger than mine.
�Wow, Jasmine, that�s a great name,� he said, �fora great-looking girl!� He pulled his briefs down, let-ting me see his big boner. I pulled mine down in re-sponse, showing him my hot little clitoris.
�Hey, you know,� Mark said, �there�s going to be abig GLBT dance in the auditorium this Friday night.Any chance I might see you there?�
�Um, yeah, I think there�s a pretty good chance,� Iadmitted. I was afraid I�d ejaculate in my panties if I
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danced with this manly admirer, but I was going totake that risk.
�Great! Save a few dances for me, OK?�
�Well, I think that could be arranged.� I was blush-ing. I grabbed my gym clothes and awkwardly tried toput them on as fast as possible, as if that would re-lieve my embarrassment or my excitement.
After gym class, Mark stood right next to me in theshower. He had a big boner again, but he politely re-frained from beating off, even while intently watchingme get very clean with my clitoris hidden between mylegs. I made a feeble effort to match his self-control,but I failed. My breasts, and then my clitoris, weregetting extremely wet, soapy, and clean, while my ex-citement mounted beyond control as it had done yes-terday. When my orgasm came upon me, I glanced atMark to make sure he was watching; then I closed myeyes, bucked my hips, and gasped with open mouthas I showed Mark how incredibly excited I could be-come.

*****
�Well, hello!� said Mr. G. I had made an appoint-ment with him on Thursday of the first week ofschool. �What can I do for you?�
�Well, um, some people have been calling me a gayshemale,� I said, �and I wonder if that�s what I reallyam.�
�Hey, I wouldn�t be a bit surprised!� he said with agrin. �You�ve got the looks for a top-notch one, that�sfor sure!�
�Thank you,� I said. I was wearing a tightpeach-colored top with a neckline a tiny bit lowerthan I really thought ladylike, with a plain tan skirtthat didn�t quite reach my knees. My bra was stuffedwith hankies as always, but I figured Mr. G didn�tneed to know that.
�So have you known you were gay for a long time?�he asked.

Page - 22

JASMINE'S VICTORIES BY DULCI DAILY



�Well, no,� I said. �But since I�ve been wearing girls�clothes in public, I�ve noticed it gets me, um, very ex-cited when, you know, boys are attracted to me.�
�I bet a lot of boys are!� he said. �Even supposedlystraight boys. You know, a lot of them go crazy whena cute gay shemale comes along.� He grinned. �Ofcourse we know the age of consent is 16, so of courseyou�re not going to go all the waywith any boys untilthen.� He winked and nodded at me, as if he knew itwasn�t true�but actually, it was true. I wasn�t readyto �go all the way� with a boy, and I didn�t know if Iwould be even when I was 16.
�Oh, of course not,� I said.
�But before that, a terrific way to discover whetheryou�re a gay shemale would be to dance with someguys at the GLBT dance tomorrow night. Are you go-ing to go?�
�Um, yes.�
�Excellent! I�ll bet the guys will be lining up todance with you. When they do, just see whether youfind you respond like, you know, like a gay shemalewould.� He grinned again. �I�m betting you will!�
�Well, we�ll see.� I was betting I would, too, but Istill had to wait and see.
�Let me know what happens after the dance, OK?�said Mr. G. �I�d love to hear about it!�
�I will,� I promised.
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Chapter 3
The auditorium was decorated for the GLBT dancewith rainbows and gigantic letters G, L, B, and T allaround. I was wearing a royal blue ball gown with anankle-length skirt, sleeveless and with an ultra-lowneckline, but with a lace cami filling in the gap for thesake of decency and ladylikeness.
I looked around at the crowd. Some were bizarroeswith ugly clothes and deplorable hair, but otherswere nice and normal-looking. The auditorium wasfilling up fast. I found it hard to believe there werethis many GLBT students at Farquhar Park, eventhough it was a very large high school. I wondered ifmany straight students were here to look on�andmaybe even to go crazy over cute gay shemales.
�Hey, Missy�I mean, Jasmine,� Mark called out tome. I looked up to see him, clean-cut andmanly-looking in a light gray dress suit and a laven-der tie, approaching me quickly.
�Hi, Mark,� I said with a bright smile, showing howglad I was to see him.
�OK if I catch a dance with you?� he asked. �Theprogram says there�ll be ballroom dancing at first,and hard rock later on.�
I grimaced. �Let�s get some dancing done as soonas possible, then,� I said, �so I can clear out of herewhen the hard rock begins.�
We didn�t have long to wait. A male with long blondhair, surrounded by males and females with musicalinstruments, soon took the microphone on the stage.�Good evening, ladies and gentlemen,� he said. �Wel-come to this terrific extravaganza, the first GLBTdance of the school year at Farquhar Park High!� Ap-plause and related noises greeted this announce-ment.
�As you can see from the program,� the male wenton, �we�ll have ballroom dancing for the first part ofthe evening. We�re going to go really heavy on the
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soft, slow music for maximum cuddling while youdance.� More applause ensued.
�After that,� he said, �it�ll be time to break looseand run wild, with some of the hardest rock music inthe history of the universe!� Hoots and hollers brokeout among many of the crowd, but Mark and I werenot among them.
�So here we go,� he said. �Cuddle your partner anddance real close, while we play the music to fit themood.� Mark and I readily complied, pressing ourwhole bodies as close together as possible when fullyclothed, doing a slow, languid two-step while theband played an old-fashioned love song and theblond-haired male softly crooned.
I could feel Mark�s big erection pressing tightlyagainst my tummy, for he was several inches tallerthan I was. Before long his hands were gripping mybutt, and mine were gripping his.
I tried not to pumpmy hips, but he didn�t try not topump his. Suddenly I realized that his trousers wereunzipped�they must have been unzipped allalong�and he was reaching down with one hand tounleash his erection from his briefs, while still press-ing me tightly against him.
�Mark, what do you think you�re doing?� I asked inhorror, afraid he was going to have an orgasm righthere on the dance floor. He was gripping my butttightly and pumping his hips hard. I tried to backaway, but I couldn�t. I gasped as he ejaculated, get-ting semen all over the front of my gown.
�Missy, I�m sorry,� Mark said, still breathing hard,but relaxing his grip on me, when his orgasm wasover. �I couldn�t help myself. You know how it is whenyou desperately want it, and yet they say you�re tooyoung to do it.�
�Do I?�
�Of course you do. I saw your incredible orgasm inthe shower yesterday. You�re one of us for sure.You�ve got to join the Want It-Do It Movement.�
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�What�s that?�
�It�s a movement to lower the age of consent. Rightnow we�re fighting to lower it to 15. After that it will be14, then 13�until the age when kids can legally do itgets as low as when they can want it. How old wasthat for you?�
�Um�well, 11, I guess,� I reluctantly admitted.Even as I said it, I realized it wasn�t true. I hadn�t re-ally wanted to �do it� with any boys when I was 11,only to pretend I was �doing it,� in solitary safety inmy bedroom.
�Well, you see, we�ve got a long way to go. We�rehaving a rally after school on Monday, on the soccerfield. I�ll see you there, OK?�
I wasn�t liking this at all. Mark had soiled my beau-tiful ball gown, only to make a point�a stupidpoint�about wanting it but being deemed too youngto do it!Why was I now supposed to want to go alongwith him?
�Well, we�ll see,� I said, in a tone of voice that madeit sound like �you will not,� which I was pretty sure Imeant. At once I turned away from him, escaped fromhis grip, and walked away.

*****
I thought of fleeing from the dance at once, but Idecided to join the wallflowers instead. All along thewalls, many boys and girls were watching the danc-ing. Hardly any of them looked at me twice, and Ilooked at few of them twice, either. Most of themlooked as if I wouldn�t like them and they wouldn�tlike me. One girl, though, caught my eye andwouldn�t let it go.
She looked out of place at the dance, or as nearlyout of place as anyone could look in that wildly di-verse-looking crowd. She wore glasses and had long,straight brown hair; she was wearing a pinkknee-length dress, with a full skirt but quite tight inthe top, that showed the exact size and shape of hersmall breasts. They looked a lot like mine in my
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stuffed bra, except I had to think hers were entirelyreal. This girl looked unusually clean, too�at leastas clean as I ever got when bathing and having a girl-ish orgasm, or even cleaner. What looked really out ofplace, though, was her face, almost as pink as herdress. This girl, unlike almost anyone else in thegreat room, was blushing�either from embarrass-ment, suppressed excitement, or both at once.
It was almost as if a big sign had appeared in frontof my face, with a big arrow pointing straight at her,saying �MEET THIS GIRL.� I had to. I walked right infront of her, giving her a big smile. Her brown eyesopened wide. Her lips seemed to struggle to smile,but at last they did it, touching my heart.
�Uh, hi,� I said, stopping on the spot. With no pre-liminaries, I rushed right in: �Would you like todance?�
�Oh!� she exclaimed. �Well, uh, sure, if you�d liketo! I wasn�t sure anyone was going to want to dancewith me.�
�Why not?� I looked straight at her, and my fasci-nation grew. �It couldn�t be because you�re too ugly.�
Her face grew even redder. I could almost hear herheart pounding with dammed-up eagerness. �Well, ifyou say so,� she said. �All right, let�s dance.�
�You might not want to get too close right now,though,� I warned her as I took her in my arms andwe started to do the current dance, a slow waltz. �I�ma bit wet in front just now.�
�Oh, why?� She glanced down to see the semenstain.
�Well, a boy ejaculated on me.�
�Ugh!� she almost shrieked. �That�s disgusting!�
�Yeah, it sure is.�
�It makes me�um, glad I�m a lesbian,� the girlsaid.
�It makes me wish I could be one too,� I rejoined.
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�Well, why can�t you?�
My hard three-and-a-half-inch clitoris would haveshouted the answer at her, had she been allowed tosee it, but she wasn�t. �Um, because I�m really a boy,�I admitted. �I just like to wear girls� clothes and actlike a girl.�
�You�re good at it,� she praised me. �You could be amale lesbian.�
I could be your male lesbian girlfriend! My heartwas shouting the words, but my lips forced themback. Instead I primly said, �Um, well, yes, now thatyou mention it�I guess I could.�
�Well, I hope you will,� the girl said. I glanced downat her breasts. They were real, all right. Her bra wastoo flimsy to keep her erect nipples from showingthrough.
The girl danced closer to me, almost touching mysemen-stained gown. I looked into her eyes. Theywere gazing straight back at me. She smiled again,this time with no struggle. My heart was outracingmy clitoris in excitement. I was going to love this girl,I fancied, and maybe she was even going to love metoo.

*****
Soon we were going for a walk together in the freshevening air. �Uh, what�s your name?� I asked.
�I�m Debbie,� the girl said. �Debbie Buckmaster.What�s yours?�
�Um, I�m Jasmine Fitch.�
�Wow, Jasmine�that�s a beautiful name!� Debbiesaid. �How long have you had it?�
�About a year, I guess. That was when I startedwearing girls� clothes.�
�You look great in them.�
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�Well, thanks.� I grinned at her. �So do you!�
She laughed. �I�m glad somebody thinks so,� shesaid.
�Hey, how long have you known you were a les-bian?� I asked.
�Oh, just for a few months now.�
�How did you find out?�
She sighed. �Well, the Big G of Pacificum desig-nated me as one.�
�What?Who�s the Big G of Pacificum?�
�Have you heard of the Super-Slim Slammers?�
�Well, yeah, but I don�t know very much aboutthem.� They were on a list of dangerous right-wingorganizations that Inticus got from the PacificumCivil Liberties Union, which he was active in.
�My dad�s a top DG in the Slammers here. Everystate has a Big G who�s on top of all the Slammers inthe state, and some DGs to help him out. Then thereare ADGs, BADGs, and some other ranks, followedby MBGs and BGs. I was a BG before I got demoted toan LP. The lowest ranks are HPs and LPs�except forJs, which stands for Jerkoffs. Those are the ones whoquit the Slammers.�
My head was swimming. �Uh, what do all thoseother initials stand for?� I asked.
Debbie pursed her lips. �We�re not supposed tosay, to outsiders,� she informed me. �But�well, I�mpretty sure I�m going to end up as a J someday, after Iget away frommy parents. Of course Js don�t pay anyattention to the rules against disclosure. So, I guessit won�t hurt to get in some practice.� She giggled.
�I�m sure it won�t hurt at all,� I encouraged her. �Itsounds like you�re a J at heart already.�
�Um, well, yeah, I guess I am,� she admitted. �Isure hope the MS never happens. That�s the MassiveSlam, when the Slammers are supposed to take con-
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trol of everything. If that happens, they�ll kill all theJs, or else put them in prison for life.�
I was outraged�especially at the thought of Deb-bie getting killed or put in prison. �Well, let�s do ev-erything we can to keep that from happening,� I said,�starting with violating the rules against disclosure.Who are these Big Gs, DGs, and all the rest?�
Debbie took a deep breath and began. �Well, it allstarts with the AG,� she said. �That�s the AncientG-O-D, the creator of the universe as we know it. Theidea is that, by working our way up in the Slammers,we can become NGs, which is New G-O-Ds, who canend up creating new universes. The Big G of eachstate is the top NG in that state. DGs are DeputyG-O-Ds, ADGs are Assistant Deputies, BADGs areBeginning Assistant Deputies, and so on; then theMBGs are Master Beginning G-O-Ds, and BGs areBeginning G-O-Ds. On the bottom, the HPs are HomoPerverts, and LPs are Lesbian Perverts.�
I frowned. �So the Big G designated you as an LP,� Isaid. �Was that because he, or somebody, um,caught you doing something with a girl?�
�No, it was because he caught me not doing some-thing with a guy. You see, the Slammers have whatare called informal marriages, with girls as young as13 or 14. They have to keep it strictly secret, ofcourse, because it�s illegal to have sex with anyoneunder 16; they have to make perfectly sure the girldoesn�t get pregnant. I was designated for an infor-mal marriage with an ADG, in fact the top ADG in thestate. It was supposed to be a terrific honor. I keptputting him off for a long time, telling him I still felt Iwas too young although I was almost 15, and at last Iwas threatened with being demoted to an LP if I didn�tgo through with it. I still didn�t go through with it�sohere I am, an LP.�
�You�ve never actually, um, done any lesbianthings?�
�No, and I don�t want to, until I get married�Imean reallymarried. I think it�s sickening when peo-ple get sex-crazed with each other and then dump
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each other. When I finally get ready, I�ll want to sticktogether with somebody for life.�
�Hey, so will I,� I said�almost surprising the pant-ies off myself, for I had hardly ever thought of such athing before. �Um, well, we�re not ready for that,� Iquickly added, �but maybe we could stick together atschool, and after school. I mean, um, I could sure usea friend.�
�So could I,� Debbie said at once. We looked ateach other in silence. I was too embarrassed to try tohug her or anything like that, but I had to do some-thing.
�Well, OK, friend,� I said. �It�s a deal.� I extendedmy hand. She clasped it in both her own. My otherhand rushed to join them. Our hearts, I fancied, wereclasping each other like our hands.

*****
We were sticking close together after school onMonday when we saw the Want It-Do It Movementrally on the soccer field. �We hold this truth to beself-evident,� a massive, strong-looking guy wholooked like he could be a varsity football player wassaying, �if you�re old enough to want it, you�re oldenough to do it!� A solitary drummer struck up a loudrock beat, and the crowd around the speaker criedout in rhythm, �Want it! Do it! Want it! Do it!�
�Ugh, I don�t think that�s right at all,� Debbie said.�It�s like saying if you�re old enough to be crazy, youshould get to act crazy in any way you can thinkof�and if it turns out to ruin your life, that�s just toobad.� We started to walk on past the rally, but wecouldn�t walk fast enough to avoid hearing what thespeaker said next.
�They may try to crush us,� he proclaimed. �Theymay imprison us for doing it, or even trying to do it,with anyone even one day under the magic age of 16,no matter howmuch we want it and our so-called vic-tims want it�but they can�t get away with it forever!We will do the right thing, even if everyone says we�rewrong! We will carry this fight on for as long as it
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takes�and we will win this fight!� Again the drum-mer and the crowd broke out in noise: �Want it! Do it!Want it! Do it!�
We walked as quickly as we could, until the noisediminished. Then I spoke to Debbie. The speaker hadinspired me with a thought, and I had to let herknow.�Don�t you think,� I asked, �the Slammersshould go to prison for doing it, or trying to do it, with13-, 14- and 15-year-olds?�
Debbie stared at me. �My dad would kill me,� shesaid, �if I got an ADG in trouble for trying to do itwithme.�
�Would he really kill you?�
�Well, maybe not, but he�d get really mad, and he�dpunish me as hard as he thought he could get awaywith.�
My mind was working fast, using the knowledge ofcriminal law I got from Inticus. �Would he threatenyou with really hard punishment,� I asked, �to try toget you to go through with the fake marriage to theADG?�
�He already did,� Debbie said. �And he whipped mehard on the bare butt when he knew I wasn�t goingthrough with it and I was getting demoted to an LP.See, the higher up you get in the Slammers, the moreshameful it is to have a Homo or Lesbian Pervert for ason or daughter, or a Jerkoff, instead of a gung-hoSlammer who�s rising toward the top.�
�Don�t you want to escape from the Slammers?� Icried.
�Well, sure, I�d love to,� Debbie said. �But I don�tsee how.�
My teeth were clenched. I stared in anger, thoughnot at her. I was starting to think I knew how shemight escape, and my mind was racing to help her dothe deed.
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Chapter 4
�Inticus,� I said that evening, �how could I go aboutbecoming an undercover agent to expose an under-age sex ring?�
Inticus looked at me sternly over his readingglasses. �You couldn�t,� he said.
�Wrong answer,� I protested. �A friend of mine atschool was designated as one of their victims, andher dad whipped her for not going through with it. Ithink they need to be exposed and punished.�
�Perhaps so, but not by you.�
�Why not? Who will, if not me? Look, Inticus, theseare the Super-Slim Slammers. They�re on your list ofdangerous right-wing organizations. My friend toldme they have secret fake marriages with girls asyoung as 13. They tried to get her into one. How canwe sit by and let them get away with it, when wecould expose them and bring them down?�
Inticus groaned and looked away. �And what onearth,� he asked, �is your proposal for exposing themand bringing them down?�
�Well, you told me about how informants wearwires to record drug transactions.�
�Yes, I�m all too well aware of that. It makes a de-fense attorney�s job much more difficult when hecan�t say the informant may be lying about the deal.�
�Why couldn�t my friend and I wear wires, and Icould pretend I was joining the Slammers, and wecould record their threats and proposals toher�she�s 15 too�and get them caught?�
�You�re both underage. You�re not eligible to be-come police agents.�
�But why couldn�t they make an exception in thiscase? They use dope fiends as informants; why can�tthey use a couple of good, upstanding 15-year-olds?�
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Inticus tapped his fingers impatiently. �I can see,�he said, �you won�t be satisfied until the police them-selves tell you you can�t do it. Very well. I�ll take youto the police station tomorrow after school, andthey�ll tell you you can�t do it.�

*****
�Well, that might be possible,� said the detectivewe talked to in the police station down the street fromthe high school, after I explained the situation, �butonly if you had parental consent.�
Inticus groaned. I exulted, but silently. �Howabout it, Inticus?� I begged. �They�ll never suspect meof being an informant, because I�m too young, and Ican act totallysincere. Andmy friend Debbie needs tobe one too, because she�s the intended victim.�
�So Debbie�s 15 too?� asked the detective, Detec-tive Dan Hinds.
�Yes,� I said.
�And you�re saying she can�t get parental consentbecause her dad is in on the plot, and her mom won�topenly defy her dad?�
�That�s right.�
�Hmm. Well, I�ll have to consult my supervisor.From what you�re saying, we couldn�t use a decoy inthis operation; it would have to be the actual in-tended victim.�
�Yes. It�s like an arranged marriage, I mean an ar-ranged fake marriage, and you couldn�t substitutesomeone else for the, uh, the real fake bride-to-be.�
�All right. I�ll see if it can be arranged. It would begood if we could do something to expose and prose-cute those Slammers. We�ve suspected them of in-volvement in criminal activity for quite a while, butthere�s never yet been any proof of it at the higher lev-els. And, now, about that parental consent?�
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Inticus frowned and was silent. When he spokeagain, he said, �What guarantee would there be ofJasmine�s safety?�
�Well, the whole operation would be closely moni-tored for safety. We�d be watching the wire transmis-sions in real time, ready to step in at any time if therewas a problem. It would be as safe as we could possi-bly make it.�
Inticus frowned again, and was silent for a long,long time. �Well, all right,� he said at last. �I hope thisisn�t going to be a terrible mistake.�
�It won�t, Inticus, don�t worry,� I said, with slightlymore assurance than I felt.
Detective Hinds brought out a parental consentform. Inticus read it over carefully, and finally signedit. I rejoiced, still in silence.

*****
�Well, it really needs to be done,� Debbie admittedwhen I explained the proposal to her. �I guess I canstand to get some more whippings from my dad. It�sfor a good cause.�
�That�s the spirit,� I said. I didn�t tell her I hopedher dad would got to prison and be unable to give hermore whippings.
�Are you good at acting?� she asked. �You�ll have tobe pretty convincing.�
�I�m taking Drama, and the teacher thinks I�mpretty good so far.�
�OK, so you�ve been talking with me, and you�vebecome so gung-ho about the Slammers that you�veconvinced me I should stop being an LP and becomea BG again. Why? What�s so great about the Slam-mers?�
�Well, it�s the vision of life opening up into infinity,�I pretended I believed. �The prospect of actually be-coming a G-O-D and creating a new universe all your
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own.� My eyes were wide with the splendor of the vi-sion. �And the prospect of the Massive Slam, whendecent people will rule and perverts will go to prison.That�s something you�ll never get in school.�
�Well, hardly ever.� Debbie laughed. �All right, Ithink you can do it.�
�Do you think I should mention anything aboutthe informal marriages?� I asked.
Debbie thought about it. �I don�t see why not,� shesaid. �At least to the ADG who wanted one with me;his name is George Coursier. He might say some-thing incriminating in response.�
�I�ll do it,� I promised. �Now, tell me everything I�llneed to know to be a top-notch BG.�
�I will,� she said, �but first let�s get your uniform.It�ll be a good sign of commitment if you show up atyour first meeting already wearing the uniform.�

*****
The evening of the meeting came. The Slammersassembled in the Super-Slim Slam Salon, their bigmeeting-place about a mile out from the center ofFarquhar Village. Debbie�s dad gave her mom, Deb-bie, and me a ride, giving me a precious opportunityto impress him with how gung-ho for the Slammers Iwas. By the time we arrived, I was pretty sure he wasimpressed.
I was wearing my uniform, a male one; Debbie hadtold me the Slammers loathed any suggestion ofcross-dressing. I had a short red cape and a tight-fit-ting blue body suit, with a broad red band from thewaist to the loins. On my chest, which was squashedalmost (but not quite) so tight that no one couldimagine I had little breasts like a girl, was the goldeninsignia of the Slammers, three interlinked S�s insidea shield shaped like a police badge. Debbie�s uniformwas similar, except it had a red skirt that came tojust above her knees, and also a red band coming outfrom the shield on both sides, covering her breastsand extending around her back like a strapless bikini
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top. Her mom�s uniform was the same, except herbreasts were bigger. Her mom looked a lot like Deb-bie, only older and more worn-out. She did not lookhappy at all, and her response was merely perfunc-tory and polite when Debbie introduced me to her.
I looked around the big room. There must havebeen at least a couple hundred people there, andmore were still arriving. I wondered who all thesepeople were, what they did in the rest of their lives,what brought them to the Slammers and kept themthere.
I didn�t have long to wonder. Drummers and trum-peters, in uniform of course, began to play a loudmil-itary march. Everyone raised both arms and leanedforward as if they were taking off to fly, but all theyreally did was to march around the room in a circlewhile singing the Slammers� anthem, �Nothing CanStop the Super-Slim Slam.� Debbie had taught me allthe words, and I sang them loudly.
When the march ended, Debbie�s dad ascended tothe podium and spoke. He was a tall, clean-cut,dark-haired man who didn�t look a lot like Debbie,except her eyes and her forehead were kind of likehis, wide and intelligent-looking. �Welcome again,�he said, �to all G-O-Ds, on every level of development.I�ve got some terrifically exciting news this eveningabout our young people. First, I�d like to welcome mydaughter Debbie back after her, er, leave of absence.�
The Slammers applauded. Debbie stepped up tothe podium and spoke. �I�m really glad to be back,�she said with a big smile. She wasn�t too bad an ac-tress herself. �I was having some questions anddoubts, and even some struggles with lesbian perver-sion,� she said, �but a friend of mine helped me out. Itold him I belonged to the Super-Slim Slammers, andhe asked me about them, I told him some things, andhe said they sounded really great. He actually de-cided he wanted to join up, after hearing what I said.He�s here with us in uniform, and I�d like to introducehim: my friend Jeremy Fitch!�
The Slammers applauded me too. I stepped up tothe podium. This wasmy big chance to ingratiate my-self with the Slammers, including Debbie�s dad and
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what�s-his-name, George Coursier, who wanted toscrew Debbie under the pretext of an informal mar-riage. I hoped I wasn�t going to blow it.
�Thank you, Debbie,� I said. �That�s actually anunderstatement, about me thinking the Super-SlimSlammers sounded really great. When Debbie toldme about them, I thought, this is what I�ve been look-ing for and dreaming about all my life: the chance tobecome my own G-O-D and create my own universe!This is what they�ve been hiding from me all my life,at school and at home too! My dad�s active in thePCLU, and he can�t stand the Slammers.� I figuredthis would score me some points, because Debbiesaid the Slammers loathed the PCLU. �And atschool�well, everything�s upside down from the wayit should be. The perverts are on top, and decent,freedom-loving people who favor traditional familyvalues are on the bottom. They even have counselorswho want boys to get their�well, to get cut up andsupposedly turned into girls.� Angry noises broke outall around the room.
�But I�m breaking free from all that,� I assured theassembled Slammers. �I won�t bow down to it�andI�ll do everything I can to help other young peoplebreak free too! I�m going to do the right thing, even ifeveryone says I�m wrong!� That got me a round of ap-plause. The Slammers either didn�t know or didn�tcare that I got that expression from the speaker forthe Want It-Do It Movement. They didn�t need toknow that they would all say I was wrong when I didthe right thing.
�So I�m looking forward to an incredibly gloriousfuture,� I concluded, �especially after the MS, theMassive Slam! And believe me, I�m going to do every-thing I can to make sure the MS happens soon!� TheSlammers went wild with applause and admiration ofme. They didn�t need to know that, in the MassiveSlam I envisioned, the police would slam the Slam-mers.

Page - 39

RELUCTANT PRESS



*****
�Jeremy, I�d like you to meet my�my fiancé,George Coursier,� Debbie said during the social hourafter the meeting. I looked George Coursier in theeye. He looked a lot like Debbie�s dad, only younger,maybe 30 at most. He looked supremely self-confi-dent, and he put his arm around Debbie. My stom-ach showed a distinct inclination to vomit. It was go-ing to take all my acting skills to pull this off.
�Hey, I�m really glad to meet you,� I said, shakinghis hand and seeming as totally sincere as my stom-ach would allow. �Debbie told me about you. She saidshe, uh, wasn�t sure if she should go through withthe informal marriage with you.� My mind was fixedon the wire I was wearing, and the tiny, inconspicu-ous audio-video receiver at its end. I sure hoped itwas going to pick everything up all right.
�But Jeremy was really helpful to me about that,�Debbie said, smartly picking up my cue at once. �Hesaid I shouldn�t worry about being too young, espe-cially when I had a chance for an informal marriagewith somebody as high up as a top ADG, like you,which might turn into a formal marriage if everythingwent well.�
�Hey, that�s excellent!� said George Coursier. �Youknow, until the MS happens, we have to keep theseinformal marriages strictly secret. We�ve got enemiesin high places, and they�d love to put us in prison formarrying a girl even one day under the magic age of16. But we know we�re doing the right thing, no mat-ter what they say. A girl needs a husband when she�sripe and ready. You know, we make the girls wait un-til they�re 13, but we know some girls are ripe andready even earlier than that.�
�Uh, yes, I know,� I affirmed�strictly concealingthe fact that I myself, in my fantasies and my secretorgasms, had been a ripe and ready girl at the age of11. �Do you think there�s any prospect of making theage for informal marriage even lower?�
�Maybe after the MS, when we�re on top as weshould be,� he said with a grin.
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�Well, I�m 15 now,� Debbie said. �I�m sorry for mak-ing you wait so long�but we don�t need to wait anylonger.� I could almost feel that her stomach was inthe same condition as my own.
�We sure don�t,� said George Coursier. He loweredhis hand to Debbie�s butt. I tried not to shudder visi-bly.
�All we need now,� he said, �is a place to consum-mate the marriage. You see, I�ve got a formal wifewho�s just about reached the end of her term, but shestill lives with me, and she doesn�t want to see any in-formal wives around.�
�Oh, I�ll bet my dad could help with that!� Debbiesaid. She looked around and called out, �Dad!�George Coursier�s hand was still gripping her butt.
Her dad came up. �Dad,� Debbie said, �we need aplace to c�consummate our informal marriage. Doyou think we could use our house?�
�I�d be honored,� Debbie�s dad said with a bigsmile. �Shall we say tomorrow night?�
�Oh, yes!� Debbie cried. I actually had to force my-self not to vomit.

*****
�Well, this should work well, I hope,� said Detec-tive Hinds. Debbie and I were in the police stationwith him, going over plans before the big event.�Those incriminating admissions you recorded gaveus plenty of probable cause to get an anticipatorysearch warrant. When the condition for the warrantis fulfilled�that is, when it becomes evident from thewire transmissions that Coursier is about to con-summate the so-called informal marriage illegallywith a 15-year-old girl�our officers will use Debbie�shouse key to enter and make the arrest.�
�What if the wire doesn�t work right?� I demandedto know.
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�When the time comes, I�ll scream as loud as Ican,� Debbie assured me.
Debbie and I rode our bikes past the library, wherewe had supposedly been studying, and up ManorRoad toward our homes. Debbie lived slightly loweron the hill, but not too far from my house. �See yousoon,� she said as our paths diverged. I wished Icould hold her tight and kiss her, but I couldn�t.

*****
The big moment arrived. George Coursier arrivedat Debbie�s house. Debbie�s dad had honored mewith the duty, together with himself, of standingguard outside. If anything were to happen to inter-rupt the consummation, we would rush in to warnGeorge and Debbie, while fending off any intruders.
�Your bride-to-be awaits you within,� said Deb-bie�s dad. I hoped the wire was picking up his wordsall right. I wanted him to be arrested too, although Ihadn�t dared to tell Debbie that.
�All honor and glory be to you, O mighty G-O-D,�said George Coursier, �and also to me.� He enteredthe house. I heard the deadbolt click as he locked thedoor.
Then there was silence�long, dead silence. Iracked my brain for a way to get Debbie�s dad to saymore incriminating things. �Um, how long hasGeorge Coursier been interested in an informal mar-riage with Debbie?� I asked.
�Well, I first proposed it to him when she had justturned 14,� said Debbie�s dad. �I saw that he showeda lot of promise as a rising star among the youngerG-O-Ds, and I thought it would be an excellentmatch. He thought so too�and now, after some delayon Debbie�s part, it�s coming to pass.�
�Um�was Debbie worried that she was tooyoung?� I asked.
�Yes,� her dad said, �but I knew she wasn�t. Youknow, a father always knows when his daughter is
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ripe and ready. Debbie was at 12, or 13 at the latest,but I didn�t want to push her. I wanted to wait untilshe felt fully ready herself.�
�Um, so, when she was temporarily demoted to be-ing an LP,� I said, �was that just to help her realizeshe was ready?�
�Yes, that�s exactly right,� her dad said. �Youknow, Jeremy, you�ve got a really good brain. I cansee you rising really fast in the ranks of the G-O-Ds.�
�Hey, thanks,� I said. �I�m really glad to hear that.�
Again there was silence. My stomach protestedthat the wire might not work, Debbie might not beable to cry out, and George Coursier might rape herbefore the police could act. My heart loudly counteddown the seconds until the police arrived, but I hadno idea how many seconds that might be. It turnedout to be many, many seconds.
At long last Debbie screamed. Uniformed police of-ficers emerged from hiding beyond a next-doorneighbor�s house and ran toward the front door ofDebbie�s house. One of them quickly unlocked it, andthe others followed him in. �What�s this?� Debbie�sdad called out, running into the house. �You have noright! I don�t consent to this!�
�No-knock warrant,� one officer said, showing hima piece of paper. Debbie screamed again. I duckedpast the officer and ran toward her. Whatever hap-pened, I had to see if Debbie was all right.
I found her in a big bedroom. She was nude. I triedto rip my eyes away, because I knew she would beembarrassed if I saw her, but I couldn�t rip them fastenough to avoid seeing her lovely little bare breasts.
George Coursier was nude too. He still had anerection, a big one. Officers were restraining him. Istared straight at him, not caring if he was embar-rassed. �This iswrong!� he was shouting at Debbie. �Ican�t believe this! You betrayed me, and betrayed ourmarriage! Your little life will be worth nothing afterthe MS!�
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Debbie was in a corner of the room now, with herface and her breasts turned away from view. I tried tofind something she could cover up with, but Icouldn�t. I ran out of the room.
I had to see one thing more. In the living room, Isaw it, and my heart rejoiced. Debbie�s dad was alsounder arrest, and his face was livid with rage.

*****
�Super-Slim Slammers exposed in underage sexscandal,� read a headline on the Pacific Heights In-former�s website the next day. I read about how twohigh-up Slammers�Dennis Buckmaster, 41, andGeorge Coursier, 29�were arrested in connectionwith a scheme to have sex with a 15-year-old victim,who wasn�t named. The article continued with scut-tlebutt about the right-wing evils of Slammerdom.
I was reading the article on a library computer af-ter school. It wasn�t long before the unnamed victimshowed up and sat down next to me, as she was nowaccustomed to do every day after school.
�Hey, I�m sorry your dad got arrested too,� I said. Itwasn�t exactly true, but I felt I needed to show Debbiesome sympathy. �I wasn�t expecting that.�
�I was,� she replied, popping the flimsy hot-air bal-loon of my sympathy. �He was in on it from the first.He was the one who first suggested the idea to GeorgeCoursier.�
�Um, yeah, he admitted that to me,� I said.
Debbie sighed, deeply and sadly. �I guess Iwouldn�t even be surprised,� she said, �if he knewwhat George Coursier was going to try to do when hegot me alone.�
�What?� I blurted out. �And, uh�he didn�t suc-ceed, did he?�
�No, he didn�t succeed. But�well, you know howthey have to make perfectly sure a girl won�t get preg-nant in an informal marriage?�
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�Uh, yeah.�
�Well, he let me know about his way of makingsure I wouldn�t get pregnant. It was incredibly nasty.That was when I screamed the first time�when Ifound out what he wanted to do.�
I didn�t ask what he wanted to do. I was pretty sureI already knew. He wanted to butt-fuck Debbie.Loathing for George Coursier rushed through myheart and filled it to overflowing.
We were silent for a little while. �Uh, what�s goingto happen if your dad goes to prison?� I had to ask.�What are you and your mom going to do?�
�Well, I guess my mom will have to get a job. We�llget by somehow.�
�Let me know if there�s anything I can do to help,� Isaid at once. I had no idea how I might help, but I hadto let her know I would if I could.
�You can help just by being my friend,� she as-sured me.
I laughed. �Hey, that�s too easy,� I said. �Isn�t theresomething harder I can do?�
Debbie laughed too. �I�ll be sure to let you know assoon as I think of something,� she said.
How about if I love you all my life? my heart criedout. I didn�t dare say the words, not yet, but I had tosay something. All I could think of was this: �Um, areyou still going to be a lesbian, now that you�re not,uh, officially classified as one any more?�
Her soft brown eyes turned straight toward me.�Well, you�re not officially classified as a male les-bian,� she said, �but you�re still going to be one,aren�t you?�
My heart leaped out toward her. �Well, sure, youbet,� I said��I mean�if you�d like me to be one.�
Her delighted smile struck deep into my heart. Shetouched my hand, as if to say she would hug me andkiss me if we weren�t in the library. �Yes, I would,� she
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said, �very much.� My heart was hers. I even dared tohope that hers was mine.

Chapter 5
�Say, Jasmine,� said Mr. G when he just happenedto see me in the hallway at school, �I was just won-dering how the dance went. I thought you were goingto come back and see me, but I haven�t seen you. Areyou still pretty sure you�re a gay shemale?�
I was stunned at how far I was from being a gayshemale. It had been less than two weeks since theGLBT dance, but everything was different now.
�Well, no,� I said. �Actually, I�m a male lesbian.�
Mr. G crinkled his face in a mishmash of a smile, afrown, and a grimace. �Well, I�m afraid a male lesbianisn�t one of the recognized categories of identity,� hesaid. �Too often, so-called male lesbians are juststraight cross-dressers pretending they aren�tstraight so they can try to get girls� defenses downand their panties off. When the girls are real lesbians,it�s a recipe for total disaster. It sounds to me as ifyou might be bisexual.�
�Well, I don�t know,� I said. I didn�t feel bisexualwhen I was with Debbie, but I had to admit I had feltawfully gay at times when boys were admiring mysexiness.
�I think you should have a talk with Mr. B,� saidMr. G. �He�ll help you explore your bisexual feelingsand decide what to do about them.�
�Well, all right,� I said, not knowing what else tosay.

*****
�I think I�m in love with a girl,� I told Mr. B, �butsometimes boys get me really excited too.�
The tall, thin Mr. B touched his fingers togetherand looked upward. �That is certainly an indication
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of bisexuality,� he said. �Your decision is simply whatto do about your bisexual inclinations. The answergiven by the law until your 16th birthday, of course,is nothing. As your 16th birthday approaches, youmay wish to start planning your future life. Some bi-sexuals think it acceptable to marry a person of onesex, and to cheat wildly at every opportunity withpersons of the other. That is a recipe for ignominyand disaster. For bisexuals to be given the respectthey deserve, they must seek to legitimize dual mar-riage. Totally faithful, totally committed marriage toone man and one woman�that is the only road to re-spectability for bisexuals. Some imagine it to be im-possible that this will ever be accepted, but strangerthings have happened�and this, I am confident, willcome to pass in a surprisingly short time.�
I tried to think of it, but I couldn�t. It seemed sick-ening to imagine myself loving a guy as I loved Deb-bie�and much more so to imagine loving both atonce. I wouldn�t want to cheat on Debbie if I were evermarried to her, and it would still be cheating whetherI cheated with one or a million guys.
�Oh,� I said. �Um, but I�m not in love with anyguys, only a girl.�
�You will learn,� said Mr. B, �to channel your bi-sexual feelings in an appropriate direction as yougrow older and more mature. When you do, you willfind it as easy to fall in love with a man as with awoman, and equally desirable to be faithful to both.�
I didn�t believe it. I got up at once. �I think I�ll haveto get awfully old before that happens,� I said, �if itever does.�
Mr. B�s eyes flashed with displeasure for an in-stant, but he quickly raised them and touched hisfingers together again. �I can see,� he said, �that theroad to genuine maturity and responsibility, for you,will be very long.�

*****
�There is no such thing as a male lesbian,� saidMs. L when I consulted her about my identity. �There
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are males who try to take advantage of girls andwomen by pretending to be male lesbians. That is all.I saw through that pretense a long time ago. Don�twaste my time trying to convince me that you are areal male lesbian.�
�All right, I won�t,� I said. �That is all.�

*****
�When you�re 16,� Ms. T said in my scheduled ap-pointment with her soon afterward, �you�ll be able tobecome a real lesbian. Until then, there�s no point inpretending you�re a male lesbian. You have to be agirl or a woman to be a lesbian. A boy isn�t a girl, andthat�s that. To become a lesbian, a boy has to turninto a girl.�
I would have been glad to turn into a girl, if it didn�tmean getting my clitoris cut off�but that, I had al-ready decided, I was never going to do. �Well,� I said,�I�m glad I know a girl who accepts me as a male les-bian, even if no one else does.�
�She must be awfully immature, or ignorant,� Ms.T shot back. �Does she know the difference between amale�s cock and a female�s vagina?�
�Um, yeah, I�m pretty sure she does.�
�Well, maybe she needs to review the difference.When she does, she�ll see that there are no male les-bians. When you�re 16, I�m sure she�ll be glad to ac-cept you as a real, female lesbian.�
No, she won�t, I thought but did not say. She won�thave that opportunity.

*****
After that, the days went onmore or less peacefullyfor a little while. I successfully avoided the counsel-ors, I did pretty well in my classes (especially Drama),and the sight of me taking off my girls� clothes andhiding my clitoris between my legs in the boys�
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shower room was no longer such an exciting novelty.Every day after school when the weather was allright, Debbie and I rode our bikes home up ManorRoad together, after we met in the library. When theweather wasn�t all right, either Inticus or (more often)Sam Pelior would give us a ride to and from school,along with Scut who got dropped off at middle schooland picked up from there.
Sam was trying to intrude into our lives more oftenlately. He obviously wanted to becomemore than justInticus�s part-time orgasm buddy. Once he evenasked us in his car, when it was raining especiallyhard, �Say, Scut and Jasmine, don�t you think itwould be nice to have two daddies instead of justone?�
�Hell, no,� Scut said at once.
�Um, I�d have to see what Inticus thought aboutthat,� I replied more politely.
I got my chance to see what Inticus thought notlong after that. Sam made us some excellent bacon,scrambled eggs, home-fried potatoes, and pancakesfor Saturday morning breakfast, after an especiallynoisy orgasm session with Inticus the night before.Then, when we had just started to eat, Sam askedhim right in front of us, �Inticus, don�t you think it�sabout time for us to think seriously about gettingmarried?�
Inticus chewed his food carefully, swallowed itslowly, and took a sip of orange juice. �I do not,� hethen said.
Sam�s pale blue eyes blinked repeatedly and hislong, stringy hair shook with shock, but he persisted.�I really think it�s the right thing to do,� he said. �Imean, I feel that our marriage will give us far greaterloyalty, and dignity, and nobility. It will enrich ourmutual understanding, our love, devotion, and evenour intimacy. I really believe it will fulfill our hearts�deepest hopes and aspirations. And, of course, it willenable us to care for our children much more effec-tively than we could do alone.�
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Inticus took another sip of orange juice and put hisglass down much harder than necessary, making aloud noise. �Hot air,� he declared, his eyes flashingwith anger.
�But, Inticus�� Sam began to say. He got no far-ther.
�I have long recognized,� Inticus said, �thatsame-sex marriage is desirable as a matter of publicpolicy. I have long recognized that it is beneficial toattorneys, in particular, for many reasons. I havelong advocated it in the public forum, and I will con-tinue to do so, as long as it is, in any sense, a matterfor public debate.� He stood up at the breakfast table,as if he were in a courtroom. �But rather than countit as a blessing, to myself or my posterity, to bindmy-self legally to a person of the same sex, merely be-cause that person provides me with certain benefits Icould almost equally well secure at random in thePacificum Gay, Lesbian, and Bisexual Sex Act Cen-ter��he paused for breath��rather than submit tosuch indignity and slavery, I say, I would hide myhead in a bag of used condoms!�
Sam gasped. Inticus had slapped him down sohard that his eyes were filling with tears.
�Inticus!� he cried out. �I thought you caredabout�about us! About our life together! I thoughtyou were a�a noble gentleman who would do theright thing, no matter what! And now I find out that,to you, I�m nothing but a�a receptacle to be used andthrown away, like a used condom!� Inticus was si-lent.
�Well, you�ve made your choice,� Sam said. He wassobbing. �Now you just wait and see whether you canever find�find faithfulness like I�ve given you, inthe�the God-damned Pacificum Gay, Lesbian, andBisexual Sex Act Center!�
Sam ran out of the dining room, grabbed his bags,and left the house. Inticus scraped the remainder ofSam�s breakfast into the garbage. No one said any-thing more during breakfast. As soon as I had fin-ished my breakfast, I quietly rose, put my dishes in
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the dishwasher, walked to my bedroom, threw myselfdown on my bed, and cried my heart out.
Why? I wasn�t crying for Sam. I didn�t even likeSam�especially because I was afraid he and Inticuswere responsible for my mom�s suicide. I was gladSam was gone. No, I was crying for myself, in myheart�s deep hunger for faithful love. I was crying forDebbie, betrayed by her own father, reaching out tome in hope that I would never betray her. I was cryingin horror at the thought of anyone treating Debbie asSam said Inticus had treated him, as a receptacle tobe used and thrown away.
When I could cry no more, I was left with a resolu-tion. I would be faithful to Debbie for as long as possi-ble�as a friend and, maybe someday, more than afriend. I would never insult her or harm her. No mat-ter what might happen, I would cherish her as muchas I wished someone would cherish me.

*****
Not many days later, looking at the Informer�swebsite while waiting for Debbie to arrive in the li-brary, I saw a headline linked to an article I abso-lutely must read: �Sex suspect pleads guilty, spillsbeans on Slammers.� As part of a plea agreement tokeep him out of prison for the charges of attemptedrectal rape of a minor and aggravated intimidation,the article said, high-up Super-Slim Slammer GeorgeCoursier had made a written statement telling all heknew about the sexual misconduct of the Slammers.That included Debbie�s dad arranging for the un-named victim to get butt-fucked by Coursier, ofcourse (not the Informer�s exact words), but therewas far more to it than that. Not only were there alarge number of additional �informal marriages� withunderage girls, but there were an even larger numberof them with women who weren�t underage. Thehigher up a man got in the ranks of the SlammerG-O-Ds, the more informal marriages he could con-tract at once, in addition to a single formal marriage.Formal wives were subject to rapid ejection by meansof quickie divorces, after which the top informal wifebecame the formal one. Debbie�s dad had several in-
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formal wives, and Coursier said he had been plan-ning to eject Debbie�s mom in favor of a finer femalewhen he was arrested.
The unnamed victim was reading over my shoul-der when I finished the article. �Hey, Debbie,� I said,�that�s great news, isn�t it? I mean, George Coursierpled guilty and spilled the beans?�
�It�s terrifically great news,� Debbie said. �I surewasn�t looking forward to testifying at his trial.�
�Um, what do you think your dad is going to donow?�
�Well, I guess he�ll probably keep whipping me ev-ery night�maybe even harder than before.�
My jaw dropped. I knew Debbie�s dad had bondedout of jail soon after he got arrested, but I hadn�tthought of what he would do to Debbie after that.
�Whipping you every night?� I helplessly repeated.�Wh�why didn�t you tell me?�
�I didn�t think you needed to know. I can take it.�
�But�no!� I cried, only barely remembering tolower my voice in the library. �He�s punishing you forreporting a crime! That�s against the law!� My heartwas racing in outrage at Debbie�s dad. �Did he whipyou hard enough to leave marks?� I demanded toknow.
�Well, I think so,� Debbie said. �There�s been a littleblood on me every now and then after he got done.�
�Debbie, we�ve got to go to the police station rightnow,� I said. �This has got to stop.�
Debbie sighed. �Yes, I guess that�s right,� sheagreed, though not eagerly. �All right, let�s go.�
We walked down the street to the police station inlight rain. I asked if Detective Hinds was in. He was. Itold him what Debbie�s dad had been doing. Debbieconfirmed that he had. A female detective examinedDebbie in private and verified that there were marksof abuse.
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�All right, here we go again,� said Detective Hinds.�Debbie, we�ll have to take your father into custodyagain for some more charges.�
�I know,� Debbie said. �I�well, come on. I�ll let youinto the house.�
Detective Hinds got some uniformed officers to ef-fect the arrest. One of them gave me and Debbie aride. I called Inticus to let him know he wouldn�t haveto pick us up.
When we arrived at Debbie�s house and entered,Debbie called out, but no one answered. �My dad�sprobably not home yet,� she said.
�Well, let�s clear out so he doesn�t see us when hegets home,� said Detective Hinds. He and the officersleft the house. I stayed behind, just in case there wasanything Debbie needed me for.
There was. She screamed. I ran to her. In a big,luxurious bedroom, her dad was lying motionless onthe bed. I looked at him long enough to see if he ap-peared to be breathing. He didn�t.
�Wait!� I shouted, running back through the houseand out the front door. �Come back!�
I ran after the police. They stopped. �Come back inthe house!� I cried. �I think her dad�her dad�s dead!�
The police ran back into the house. Almost at once,after entering the bedroom, they started calling outpolice jargon over radios. �Condition D� was almostthe only expression I understood. I knew it meantdead. Aside from that, I understood only that thecause of death appeared to be prescription suicidepills, which evidently came from a bottle on anightstand by the bed.
�This appears to be a suicide note,� DetectiveHinds said, pointing to a letter-size sheet of paperwith neat handwriting on it on the nightstand, nextto the empty suicide-pill bottle. �You can look at it,but don�t touch it.�
I looked. �The betrayal by George Coursier,� thenote said, �has set my ascension in motion, sooner
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than I could have hoped. I will seek new opportuni-ties in a higher sphere of action, where my powers asa G-O-D can be exercised to the fullest. To those Ileave behind, I say: do not mourn for me, but rejoicefor me, and hope to follow one day in my footsteps.�
Debbie either hadn�t seen, or hadn�t accepted, herdad�s admonition to rejoice and not mourn. She wascrying. I wished I could comfort her, but I couldn�t. Iwas afraid this was all my fault.
Why did I meddle? Why didn�t I leave well enoughalone? If only I hadn�t suggested that some Slammersneeded to go to prison, Debbie would still be regardedas a Lesbian Pervert by the Slammers; I would still beher friend, her male lesbian friend; and her dadwould still be alive. Now I had ruined everything�orhad I?
�Debbie, I�m sorry,� I said to her. �If only I hadn�tmeddled in things that were none of my business,your dad would still be alive. I wouldn�t blame you ifyou never wanted to see me again.�
Debbie�s eyes and mouth opened wide, as if shecouldn�t believe what I had said. Before she couldspeak, we heard sirens getting louder and louder. Iknew that, in addition to the police, emergency medi-cal workers were going to invade the house.
�Is it OK if we go out of the house?� Debbie askedDetective Hinds.
�Sure,� he said. �Just don�t go too far away. We�llneed you to report what you observed.�
We went out the front door just in time to avoidsome people emerging from an ambulance and enter-ing the house. Debbie took my hand. I was glad andgrateful. I wouldn�t have dared to take hers.
�Let�s go down this way,� she said, pointing awayfrom Manor Road. Another police car, with lights andsirens on, was turning off Manor Road and comingtoward her house. We walked away hand in hand,until we turned a corner and walked out of sight ofher house.

Page - 54

JASMINE'S VICTORIES BY DULCI DAILY



�Jasmine, please don�t blame yourself,� Debbiebegged me, taking my other hand. �You did the rightthing. It needed to be done. It�s not your fault that mydad�did what he did.�
�But he wouldn�t have done what he did,� I re-torted, �if I�d just left well enough alone.�
�No, I guess he wouldn�t,� Debbie admitted, �but itwasn�t well enough, and you shouldn�t have left italone. You�ve got to do the right thing, even if itwill�um�turn out to get other people to do thewrong thing.�
She squeezed my hands and looked into my eyes. Iwished I could kiss her, but I thought it would seemdumb under the circumstances. �Well, that�s a re-lief,� I said. �It would have been pretty sickening ifyou�d really never wanted to see me again.�
Debbie laughed, although the last of her tears hadnot yet vanished from her eyes. �I�m pretty sure thatwon�t happen,� she assured me.
I had to embrace her and hold her close to myheart. She was willing, more than willing, to embraceme in return. �It sure won�t, if I have anything to sayabout it,� I told her.

Chapter 6
After that, the thought that Debbie and I might getmarried someday was hardly ever absent from mymind. She sure didn�t do anything to discourage me,to say the least. We were pretty restrained in display-ing affection�and I wanted it to stay that way, forfear of ruining everything�but every time we heldhands, or hugged, or even gave each other littlekisses on the cheek, was precious in my memory.
I wondered where we might get married. I waspretty sure I didn�t want it to be the courthouse,which Inticus would recommend. Inticus favored theview that people who didn�t believe in God or go tochurch were the �brights,� and those who did werethe �dims.� I couldn�t exactly see myself going to
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church either, but I figured there had to be somethingbetter than the courthouse.
I wondered if it might be the Temple of the GrandUnion, one day in late October when Debbie and Iwere riding to school past the great Yin-Yang win-dow. I decided to look at the temple�s website in the li-brary after school.
In the library, I got right to the point. One of thelinks on the temple�s home page was for �Weddings.�I clicked it and read that both members andnon-members of the temple could design their ownweddings and hold them in the temple. There werepictures of many couples who had gotten married inthe temple, including a few same-sex couples.
�We�re too young,� Debbie said over my shoulder. Ilooked up. She was smiling at me; then she put herarm around me and kissed my cheek.
�That�s too bad,� I said. �But we won�t always betoo young. I was wondering if we might check out theTemple of the Grand Union. I mean, weddings aren�tthe only thing they have there.� I was pretty sure thatwas true, although I hadn�t yet looked at the pagesthat weren�t about weddings.
�Well, we could find out what more they have,�Debbie said.
�Let�s do it,� I said. I got the temple�s phone num-ber from the home page and called. The woman whoanswered the phone said we could come over andtalk with the director of the temple, who was in to re-ceive visitors this afternoon. In hardly half an hourafter I first looked at the website, Debbie and I wereentering the wide doors beneath the Yin-Yang win-dow.
I wondered what the director would think of us. Welooked pretty much like two girls from the samepea-pod, except for the colors of our clothes. We bothwore peasant blouses with decently high necklines,but Debbie�s blouse was sky-blue, with a plain tanskirt; mine was bright yellow, with an equally brightfloral-print skirt. I was pretty sure the director wouldknow I wasn�t really a girl when I opened my mouth,
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though. Even with a lot of practice, I couldn�t quitemake myself sound like a real girl.
Now would be our chance to see. The receptionistgreeted us and led us to the director�s office. The di-rector stood up when we entered. He was a little oldman no taller than me or Debbie, about five-foot-fiveat most, with long white hair and a beard to match.His eyes were as blue as the bluest sky ever seen, onrare occasions, in Greater Pacific Heights.
�Hello, hello,� said the director. �I�m ArthurArdmoor. How can I help you?�
�Um, well, we go by the Temple of the Grand Unionevery day on our way to and from school,� I said, �andwe just wondered what it was all about.�
�Sometimes I wonder too,� he said with a smile. Ifhe could tell I wasn�t a girl, he wasn�t fazed. �As far asI�ve ever been able to figure out, it�s about the wisdomof the ages, which we sum up as the Grand Union ofHeaven and Earth. The idea is to fill our earthly liveswith heavenly light, and so unite Earth with Heaven.�
�What�s Heaven?� I asked.
The director�s eyes opened wide. �That�s an excel-lent question,� he said. �Many people rather thinkthey know what Heaven is when they don�t. They getthe idea that it�s a realm of maximum bliss, all right,but they envision it in terms of things you�d get tiredof after a while, various kinds of pleasures and what-not.�
He pointed to the circular window in his office, aminiature replica of the gigantic one that faced to-ward Manor Road. It displayed the same horizontalS-curve dividing the bright area above from the darkone below, with a bright dot in the center of the dark-ness, and a dark dot in the center of the light.�Heaven,� he said, �is an endless realm of light, thesource of all good things on the earth. Here in our lit-tle schematic diagram of the Grand Union, you seethe close, inseparable connection between heavenabove and earth below, all along the boundary be-tween them. You can also see the dot of earth in theheart of heaven, and the dot of heaven in the heart of
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earth. We understand that to mean that we on Earthshould have Heaven in our hearts, just as Heavenhas us in its heart.�
I wasn�t sure if what he was saying was true, but itdid sound fascinating�far more so than anything atschool. Debbie interrupted my thoughts, but only tofulfill them: �How do you fill your earthly life withheavenly light?�
�Well, in two words or less,� the director said, �it�s amatter of intelligence and kindness. You have to un-derstand the heavenly way to live, and fill your heartwith heavenly love. Then you�ll do good for yourselfand other people, and not harm yourself or anyoneelse. If you find that anything would suck you awayfrom doing good, or into doing harm, you�ll avoidit�although it might not be easy. There are a lot ofdetails you can figure out from there, but that�s thebasic principle.�
�Why don�t more people live like that?� I demandedto know.
The director sighed. �Well, as you can see allaround you,� he said, �this Earth is a realm of dark-ness. Why is it a realm of darkness? There are manytheories about that, but there�s no doubt about thefact that it is. And the darkness gets into people�shearts and minds, after which they do appallinglyun-heavenly things.�
�But if you let the light in, the darkness goesaway,� Debbie said.
The director beamed upon her, and me too. �That�sexactly right,� he said, �although it usually doesn�t allgo away at once.�
�Um�how does marriage fit into that?� Debbieasked, and my heart rejoiced to hear her.
�Oh, pretty well, pretty well,� the director said. Hepointed to a picture on the wall, showing himself withhis arm around a plump, red-faced, white-hairedwoman, surrounded with what appeared to be theirchildren, grandchildren, and a few great-grandchil-
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dren. �My wife and I have had a pretty heavenly life,with a few dark spots here and there.�
He looked at both of us, seeming to see what wason our minds. �We�d require you to wait until you�reat least 18 to get married, if you happened to haveany thought of that,� he said. �As you probably know,the minimum age for same-sex marriage in the Stateof Pacificum is 16, but for opposite-sex marriage it�s18, to discourage teen pregnancy. We rather thinkit�s fairer to make everyone wait until 18, even if theymight be able to pass their marriage off as a same-sexone as far as appearance is concerned.� He smiled atboth of us.
The director�s phone rang. �Oh, all right,� he said.�We�ll be done here in a minute.� Turning to us, hesaid, �This job keeps me pretty busy, so unfortu-nately I don�t have a lot of time to talk right now, butyou�re welcome to come back any time. Our bigget-togethers every week are on Sundays. We attracta lot of people who were raised as Christians, andwant something a bit less like the churches they�reused to�and also a lot of former Buddhists, atheists,and whatnot, who want something a bit more like achurch than what they�re used to.�
�Well, I think we�ll come this Sunday,� Debbie said,and I agreed.

*****
We did come that Sunday, and every Sunday afterthat. Debbie and I were in love, and everything in theTemple of the Grand Union did seem to fill our liveswith heavenly light: the beautiful music, the direc-tor�s talks about almost all things in heaven and onearth, the conversations and dining with good,friendly people, andmore. We were always among thefirst to arrive and the last to leave, hungering andthirsting for as much heavenly light as possible.
School was not nearly so heavenly, but it was fairlyuneventful for the rest of our freshman year. Everynow and then I had to have an appointment with Ms.T, who gave me the same old stuff about needing to
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become fully a girl when I turned 16, but I tried toshrug it off. Debbie accepted me as a male lesbian,and that was what I wanted to be for her, no matterwhat Ms. T said.
Looking back, the only other noteworthy thing I re-call from freshman year is that Scut started her cru-sade against �FGM,� female genital mutilation. In TheLesbian Leader she had read about an organizationcalled Lesbians Against FGM. Now she had started achapter of it, though a very small chapter, at middleschool. She was always talking about the horrors ofmale religious fanatics in faraway countries cuttingoff women�s clits to keep them from having orgasms,and how it had to be stopped.
One day, when she was getting especially virulent,I had to ask her: �How come you don�t oppose all gen-ital mutilation, and not only female genital mutila-tion?�
�What?� Her eyes opened wide in disbelief. �Whatare you talking about?�
�Here�s what. Right here in this city, at FarquharPark High School, there�s a push for genital mutila-tion of transgendered students. They call it �correct-ing a birth defect.� What do you think of that, Ms.Righteous Crusader?�
�I think you�re full of shit, that�s what. You�re talk-ing about SRS, sex reassignment surgery. It�s a to-tally different, totally legitimate procedure.�
�Why? Just because your opinion-molders in TheLesbian Leader say so?� I figured that was where shemust have gotten the notion that genital mutilationof transgendered males, unlike females, was OK.
�Hell, no!�
�Well, why, then? I bet there�s no good reason. I saythey�re both basically the same.�
�You�re nuts! Don�t you know the difference be-tween a cock and a clit?FGM is subjugationof women.SRS means correcting the birth defect of having afucking cock when you�re really a woman. It liberates
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women who were born with idiotic cocks, it doesn�tsubjugate them.�
�It subjugates them,� I insisted, �by taking awaytheir natural-born clits, which just happen to be un-usually large.�
Scut made an outraged face. �OK, so you don�tknow the difference between a cock and a clit,� shesaid. �Well, just see how far you�ll get trying to claim amedically approved procedure like SRS is the sameas a form of torture like FGM. Just in case you can�tguess, I�ll tell you: the answer is nowhere!�

Chapter 7
Sophomore year came. I knew Ms. T was going topush me harder to get on the conveyor belt for SRS.Now that I was 16, I could consent to it and get it paidfor by state health insurance, so there was supposedto be no good reason for me not to get it. I wasn�t look-ing forward to confronting her about it, but I knew Iwas going to do it. My only comfort was that the con-frontation wasn�t happening yet.
My gym class this year was the first one in themorning, not last in the afternoon. Last year, I wasthe only one in my gym class who wore girls� clothes.This year I wasn�t�as I found out within about oneminute of entering the locker room.
�Wow, world�s sexiest shemale!� a boy called out.�Make way for the world�s sexiest shemale!� I turnedto look. I was pretty sure I myself wasn�t the world�ssexiest shemale. Sure enough, I wasn�t. Entering thelocker room was what appeared to be a tall, pretty,round-faced girl with dark eyes, full lips, andgolden-brown skin. She wore dark-rimmed glassesand had dark, curly, shoulder-length hair held backby a white headband. Her tight white top was cut al-most low enough to show cleavage, and her fullabove-the-knee plaid skirt, fitting tightly around herremarkably broad hips, wasn�t quite full enough toconceal her big erection completely. Unlike me, I fig-ured, this beauty might actually be the world�s sexi-est shemale�and yet her face, remarkably enough,
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seemed to be the innocent face of a good girl, almostlike Debbie�s face.
I had to meet her. Aside from Debbie, I had veryfew friends. I ventured a guess that this beauty hadfew friends too. If she needed one, I decided, I wouldbe one.
�Hey, here�s company!� I said, approaching heramid the hoots and wolf-whistles. �I was afraid I wasgoing to be the only one wearing girls� clothes inhere!�
�Misery loves company,� said the golden-skinnedbeauty. Her voice was low but, unlike mine, it actu-ally sounded like a girl�s voice. She smiled, but onlyfaintly.
�Well, company hates misery,� I retorted. �Let mehelp you not be miserable.�
The beauty raised her dark eyebrows. �That wouldbe great, if you can do it,� she said, �as long as itdoesn�t involve having sex with me.�
�Don�t worry, it won�t,� I assured her. �I�ve got agreat girlfriend, and I don�t want to trade her in orcheat on her.�
Now the beauty really smiled, not only faintly. �Allright, company,� she said. �You�re hired for the job.What�s your name?�
�I�m Jasmine. What�s yours?�
�Misti.�
�Hey, Misti, great to meet you.� I shook Misti�shand. �Why don�t you sit with me andmy girlfriend atlunch, and we can talk?�
�It�s a deal.� Misti smiled again and turned towardher locker, not far from mine.
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*****
I meant it when I said I didn�t want to cheat onDebbie, but still I could hardly take my eyes off Mistiwhen she stripped for her shower after gym class,with many admiring boys looking on and makingmore noise. When she took off her bra, I saw that herbreasts were as big as many real girls� breasts, biggerthan Debbie�s, and her dark nipples looked just like areal girl�s nipples. My own chubby little breasts andpointy little pink nipples were like nothing in com-parison. When she pulled her panties down, I sawthat her erect clitoris was incredibly lovely, at leasttwice as long and stout as my own, with a bulb like aripe plum, and her hips were as broad as any buxomgirl�s hips. I could readily see why she would long fora friend who wouldn�t try to have sex with her, be-cause almost any red-blooded boy would try if hethought he could get away with it.

*****
I wasn�t sure what Debbie would think of havingthe world�s sexiest shemale join us for lunch, but Iwas about to find out. �Hey, Misti!� I called out,standing and waving from the lunch table whereDebbie and I were sitting. Misti sawme andmade herway among the tables to join us.
�Um, Misti, this is my girlfriend Debbie,� I said.�Debbi, this is Misti. I just met her this morning.She�s the only other person in my gym class whowears girls� clothes, and I thought she could usesome company.�
�Oh!� Debbie said, her eyes wide. �Um, well, OK.Uh, hi, Misti. Well, uh, tell us about yourself, OK?�
�OK, if you really want to hear about me,� Mistisaid. �Well, I guess I was an ordinary boy until I wasabout 12.. Then I started to notice I was looking a lotmore like a girl.� She glanced down at her breasts. �Itried to ignore it and I hoped it would go away, but itdidn�t. Before too long, before my 13th birthday, Iwas, um, looking totally like a teenage girl above the
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waist, and I needed to wear a bra. My parents tookme to doctors, who said I had a rare degree of hor-mone imbalance. They said it could be cured by hor-mone treatments and surgery, but�well, I wasn�tsure I wanted it to be cured.�
�You wanted to be how you were, even if other peo-ple said that wasn�t how you should be?� Debbieasked.
�Well, yeah. My dad was pushing me to get sur-gery, so I�um�wouldn�t have to wear a bra anymore. But my mom said this was how God mademe��Misti�s eyes darted around the room, as if to seewhether anyone was listening��and I was prettysure she was right. So, I wore a bra under my boys�clothes in middle school, even though it was reallyembarrassing when boys found out about it. Prettysoon I had to wear girls� pants too, because boy�spants stopped fitting me. When I came here last year,I decided it would be more fitting just to wear all girls�clothes�so I did, although my dad was mightypeeved about it.�
�Did you register as transgendered, and get Ms. Tfor your counselor?� I asked.
�I sure did,� Misti said. �Uh, what do you think ofher?�
�I don�t like her. She was always talking about howboys were rapists and I needed to become fully a girlto escape from them, even when I was too young toconsent to sex reassignment surgery. Now that I�mnot, I�m pretty sure she�ll be pushing even harder.�
�What?� Debbie broke in. �Jasmine, you�younever told me about this!�
�Um, I guess I didn�t. I didn�t think you needed toknow. I mean, I�m sure not going to consent to it, nowor ever.�
�Oh, that�s a relief!� Debbie laughed.
�Well, I kind of feel the same as you do,� Misti toldme. �I mean��she looked around again��God mademe below the waist too, the same as above. The more
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I think about it, the more I think I�m all right the way Iam�even if other people don�t think so.�
�Ms. T sure wouldn�t think so,� I said, although Iknew it wouldn�t be polite to mention Misti�sseven-inch clitoris in front of Debbie. �She�ll probablybe pushing you to get some, uh, drastic alterations,just like your dad was pushing you�only not thesame alterations.�
�I�m sure not looking forward to a face-off with herabout it,� Misti said.
�Neither am I,� I said, �but it�s going to happen,and we�d better get ready. Hey, Misti, you know, mysister�s in an organization that�s against female geni-tal mutilation. I asked her how come she wasn�t op-posed to all genital mutilation, and I didn�t think shehad a good answer. What we need is an organizationto stand up to Ms. T�like Students Against GenitalMutilation, or something like that.�
�Oh, great idea! Count me in!� Debbie said at once.
�Me too,� said Misti. �And I bet we won�t be the onlyones.�
�No, I�m pretty sure we won�t,� I said. �Ms. T needsto know she can�t get transgendered students aloneand bully them into getting mutilated. And at leastsome people who are against female genital mutila-tion should see that this is really the same thing, inprinciple.�

*****
Debbie, Misti, and I had the preparations for thenew organization well advanced by the time the sum-mons from Ms. T came for me, several days later. Ientered her office prepared, I hoped, for the show-down. I was dressed in the most ladylike fashion pos-sible, wearing a one-piece maroon-colored dress witha high buttoned-up neck and a long skirt�but noskirt could stop Ms. T�s X-ray vision from discerningthe overly long clitoris that lay beneath.
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�Hello, hello!� Ms. T greeted me. �Jasmine, this issuch an exciting time in your life! Now you�re ready toconsent to become fully a girl, awoman, for the rest ofyour life!�
�I�m not getting my clitoris cut off, now or ever,� Itold her bluntly. �And I�m starting an organization tohelp other transgendered students decide not to gettheirs cut off, either. It�s called Students AgainstGenital Mutilation.�
�You�re doing what?� Outrage in Ms. T�s eyesclashed monstrously with her smiling lips. �I don�tthink I could have heard you correctly, Jasmine.�
�I�m pretty sure you did,� I said. �What you�repushing is basically the same as female genital muti-lation, only for transgendered students who wereborn male. We�re going to oppose it, that�s all.�
�You are seriously going to claim that sex reassign-ment surgery, a medically necessary procedure forcorrecting gender dysphoria, is the same kind ofthing as female genital mutilation, a barbarous atroc-ity perpetrated by religious fanatics?�
�You heard me right.�
Ms. T tapped her fingers hard on the desk. �Jas-mine,� she said, �I have a great deal of patience withindividual students who are reluctant to go all theway to correct their gender dysphoria. If you weresimply to say to me that you need more time to thinkabout taking such a serious step for yourself, I wouldbe more than patient, considerate, and understand-ing.� She clenched her fists, and the smile vanishedfrom her lips. �But if you try to play on other stu-dents� fears, to keep them from fulfilling their truedestiny as fully female�if you set out to terrorizeother students into compliance with your male-dom-inated, cock-crazed, rapist agenda��she rose fromher seat and tried to stare me down��well, you willfind your future completely ruined, that�s all.�
I was speechless. I knew she was totally sincere intrying to harpoon me with these vicious, lying words.From the depths of my memories of boring, idioticEnglish classes in freshman year, I remembered ap-
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palling fragments fromMoby Dick.Ms. T now seemedas insane as Captain Ahab, driving his ship far offcourse in his frenzied quest for revenge upon thewhite whale�only transgendered students� �cocks�were Ms. T�s white whale.
�Jasmine, I will give you one week,� said Ms. T, �toabandon your plans for this sickening organization.If you do not��her ghastly smile returned atlast��you will get what you richly deserve.�
I couldn�t back down now. �You don�t need to waita week,� I said. �I�m not giving it up. Let�s see whatyou think I richly deserve, right now.�
Ms. T took a deep breath and tried again to stareme down, but failed. �All right,� she said. �You askedfor it. You won�t enjoy it.�
Suddenly Ms. T screamed, �Stop it! Help! Rape!Rape!!� She leaped up from her desk and attackedme as if I were really a rapist and she was fending meoff. I tried to defend myself, but she was bigger andstronger than I was. I couldn�t even get in any luckykicks, as I did when Scut was attacking me about�stealing� her clothes two years ago.
School security officers, closely followed by Mr. Gand Mr. B, raced into the room. �What�s going on?�the bigger of the two officers asked.
�He raped me,� Ms. T lied, shedding convinc-ing-looking tears. �He�s a male in female�s clothing. Ifought him off before he could ejaculate into me, buthe was raping me from behind. He took me by sur-prise.�
�Well, what do you have to say?� the big officerasked me.
�It�s not true,� I said. �I was refusing to go alongwith what she told me to do, so she claimed I rapedher.�
�He�s lying,� Ms. T insisted. �He grabbed me frombehind, forced my skirt up, and yanked my pantiesdown. He must have had his panties down already, it
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all happened so fast. He was in me before I knew it,pushing me down on the desk from behind.�
The big officer hesitated for a minute, but thenmade his decision. �All right, we�ll have to take youin,� he said, grabbing my arm. Almost before I knewit, I was in handcuffs, being escorted out of the roomand out of school.

Chapter 8
�All right, Jasmine,� Inticus said after he paid tobond me out of the juvenile detention center and Itold him what happened. �I�ve said I�ll always standbehind you and support you, and I will�and I believeyou. You have your faults, but I�ve never envisionedbeing a rapist as one of them.�
�Neither have I,� I said. �Hey, Inticus, this isn�t go-ing to get in the news, is it? I mean, juvenile proceed-ings are confidential, right?�
�They are,� said Inticus, �but, under the laws of theState of Pacificum, certain offenses are treated as be-ing automatically adult offenses if the alleged perpe-trator is over 16. Rape is among them. You�ll betreated as an adult in a non-confidential criminalproceeding. On the bright side, The Times of PacificHeights will probably be too dignified to give morethan
cursory mention to the matter. Since the allegationis highly scandalous, however, you will certainly seeit reported in the Informer."
I groaned. �All right, then,� I said, �I�ll just have tolive it down.�
�To anyone who knows you,� Inticus said, �I thinkyou will already have lived it down.�

*****
�Jasmine! Hi!� Debbie said when I called her on thephone after I got home. �I was worried about you
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when you weren�t at the library after school. Whathappened?�
�I couldn�t come to the library because I was underarrest.�
�What?Why?�
�Ms. T falsely accused me of raping her.�
�No! That�s horrible! I can�t believe that!�
�Neither could I, but it happened.�
�But�what are you going to do?�
�I guess I�m going to be the defendant in a rapetrial. Before that, I�m going to be big news in the In-former. Um, I guess I�ll probably get expelled fromschool, too.� I laughed, for want of anything else todo. �Will you stick with me through all that?�
�Of course I will!�
�Good, I knew you would. Well, if I get expelled, I�llhave more time to do research and writing on sub-jects of great interest.�

*****
In the morning I found out my status in school: Iwas suspended pending expulsion. Inticus said hewould do everything he could to defer the decision onexpulsion until after my trial; then he went off to hisoffice, and Scut went to school. Alone, I packed alunch, got on my bike, and gravitated to the library,where I would see Debbie again in several hours.
�Hi, Jasmine!� said Ben Rigoulette, a tall, skinnygay librarian who knew me by name. �How comeyou�re not in school?�
�I got suspended.�
�What? That�s hard to believe! Why did you getsuspended?�
�A counselor said I raped her.�
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�No! That�s impossible to believe! It wasn�t true,was it?�
�No, it sure wasn�t.�
�Well, did you report the counselor to the police?You know, it�s against the law to make a false reportof a crime.�
�Yeah, I know. I really should. There�s a detective Iknow. I�ll see if he�s available.� I called the police sta-tion and found out Detective Hinds would be thereabout one o�clock.
�He�ll be there about one,� I said. �Meanwhile, isthere any way I can find out some incriminating in-formation about this counselor, if there�s any avail-able?�
�Well, what do you know about�is it him, or her?�
�Her, but she used to be him.�
�Name?�
�Rosa Catalina.�
�Education?�
�Master�s in educational counseling from the U.�
�Associations?�
�She�s got some kind of certificate from the Asex-ual Leaders of America.�
�OK, let�s see what we can find out with that tostart with.� Ben typed some things on the computerhe was at. �Here�s her master�s thesis online,� hesoon said. �Very provocative title: �Should Sex Reas-signment Surgery Be Mandatory?��
�Ugh!� I said. �That could be incriminating. Thereason why she accused me of raping her was that Iwas starting an organization to help transgenderedstudents decide not to get sex reassignment surgery,called Students Against Genital Mutilation.�
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�Hey, that doesn�t sound like a bad idea,� Ben said.�But it shouldn�t be only for students. Why don�t youcall it Human Beings Against Genital Mutilation, andhave meetings in one of the meeting rooms here inthe library?�
�Yeah, I should, especially since I�m not a studentright now.�
�Or you�re a self-taught student.� Ben smiled.�Now, let�s see what we can find out about the Asex-ual Leaders of America.�
Ben typed some more things on the computer.�OK, they have an online forum,� he said before toolong, �and one of their active contributors, located inPacificum, has the screen name RosyCat. I wouldn�tbe surprised if that was her, would you?�
�No, I wouldn�t,� I said. �And if she said some in-criminating things in the forum, maybe the policecould use a subpoena to find out it was her.� It waspretty great having a dad who was a criminal defenseattorney to find out about things like that from, Ithought, although Inticus usually didn�t like it whenthe police used subpoenas to find out his clients weredistributing child porn and things like that.
�OK, well, here�s the URL for her thesis, and here�sthe one for the forum,� Ben said, scribbling the URLsfor me. �Have a good time investigating her.�
I had an excellent, though appalling, time. Ms. T�smaster�s thesis went much further than I could haveimagined. While acknowledging that it wasn�t realis-tic to hope for mandatory SRS in the near future, sheput forth bold proposals for making it mandatoryanyway.
Two groups were her special targets. One was malesex offenders against women and girls. She seriouslyseemed to hope that popular revulsion against sex of-fenders could be channelled into proposals for surgi-cally feminizing the offenders, depriving them of their�wiener-weapons� (her term) and putting them per-manently into the same class as their victims.
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Her second target group for mandatory SRS, as Iexpected, was transgendered genetic males. Hereagain she expected to capitalize on popular revul-sion, this time against sex-role confusion. When itbecame evident that males could not be stopped fromacting like women by psychotherapy or such things,she reasoned, people who favored traditional sexroles would naturally agree that those who acted likewomen must become fully women, to
restore the traditional order. Unlike the proposedpunishment of sex offenders by forced feminization,this would actually fulfill transgendered subjects�deepest needs, desires, and yearnings (even if theywere initially reluctant to accept it), for they were al-ready women within.
Given that there would be no mandatory SRS inthe near future, Ms. T put forth proposals for promot-ing voluntary SRS among transgendered teens.These included pushing the idea that the teenswould become incredibly voluptuous and desirablefemales if they got SRS; isolating them from otherteens who might influence them in the wrong direc-tion (i.e., that of not getting SRS); promising a brightfuture of no more depression or ridicule for beingtransgendered if they got SRS; telling them aboutteens who committed suicide because of not gettingSRS; gently and patiently ridiculing them for coward-ice and immaturity if they were reluctant to get SRS;and even, in extreme cases, seeking punishment forthem if they actively opposed SRS for others as wellas themselves.
As if that weren�t bad enough, Ms. T (if �RosyCat�was really Ms. T) went even further on the AsexualLeaders of America Forum. There she admitted thather real aim was to asexualize teens under the guiseof giving them a new and more exciting sexual-ity�since, of course, they would never agree to gettheir �wiener-weapons� cut off and get nothing in re-turn. It was well known that SRS and hormone ther-apy tended to decrease sex drive, and the percentageof asexuals among subjects who had received thesetreatments was far greater than in the general popu-lation. Ms. T�s supreme aim, it turned out, was to freetransgendered teens from the sex craze by freeingthem from interest in sex. Her true white whale was
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not just �cocks,� it was sex itself. If she could becomea G-O-D and create her own universe as the Slam-mers claimed they could, I imagined, her universewould be fully devoid of sex.

*****
I was feeling pretty queasy by the time I ate mylunch and went to see Detective Hinds. �Hey, Jas-mine!� he said when he saw me. �Long time no see!How�s everything going?�
�Not too well,� I said. �I�ve been falsely accused ofrape. I�m here to report the accuser for making a falsereport of a crime.�
�Falsely accused of rape!� he exclaimed. �Now, whodid that to you?�
�A counselor at school. She got mad because I wasstarting an organization opposed to genital mutila-tion, including sex reassignment surgery, and sheclaimed I raped her. She wrote a master�s thesiswhere she said it was OK to seek punishment for stu-dents who oppose SRS.�
�You�re kidding! This I�ve got to see!� I gave him theURL and he looked it up on the computer in his of-fice. �It�s toward the end of the thesis,� I said, lookingover his shoulder. �There it is,� I pointed it out whenhe got to it.
�God damn! You�re right!� he cried. �How can peo-ple like that get into our schools?�
�You got me. Anyway, her name is Rosa Catalina. Ithink she�s known as �RosyCat� on the Internet, inthe Asexual Leaders of America Forum.�
�Asexual Leaders? I thought I knew about all thosecrazy groups, but that�s a new one on me.�
�RosyCat admitted her real aim was to asexualizeteens by getting them to accept SRS. I was wonderingif you could get a subpoena to find out if it�s her.�
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�Hmm.� Detective Hinds frowned and tapped hisfingers. �Well, look, Jasmine,� he said. �I believeyou�re telling the truth, but if you�ve been chargedwith rape, you�ll have to be acquitted before anycharge like false reporting can be filed against yourcounselor. I�ll take your report, and then we�ll seewhat happens.� He took my report.
�Have you got a trial coming up?� he asked me af-ter that.
�Well, one hasn�t been set yet. I�m going to have apreliminary hearing tomorrow.�
�Have you got an attorney representing you?�
�Well, I hope it�s going to be my dad.�
�OK. Be sure to let me know what happens�andthe best of luck to you.�

*****
Inticus did represent me. My trial was set monthsaway, in January. I spent those months as a full-timeself-taught student in the library, still meeting Deb-bie there every day after school. One of the best-keptsecrets at Farquhar Park High was that the law didn�tactually require you to go to school after you were 16,so I would never have had to go back to school if Ididn�t want to.
Human Beings Against Genital Mutilation waswell off the ground by January. We had meetings inthe library, which were starting to attract a smallcrowd of students and non-students. Debbie, Misti,and Ben were regulars, and several transgenderedstudents from school showed interest. Best of all,there was nothing Ms. T could do about it, because itwasn�t a school organization.
About a week before my trial date, Inticus took medowntown�to see a doctor, he said, a specialist. Itwasn�t because I was sick, which I wasn�t; it was be-cause the doctor might be needed to testify about acertain special measurement, which might becomean issue at trial.
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We entered an elegant old brick building a fewblocks south of the courthouse, went up to the sixthfloor in the elevator, and entered an office bearing thename of Frederick W. Boomschnipper, Doctor ofSexology. After the business arrangements weremade at the front desk, a pretty red-haired nurse es-corted me into an examining room, while Inticus re-mained in the waiting room. Soon I was face to facewith Dr. Boomschnipper, a balding man even shorterthan I, with pale blue-gray eyes peering out throughthick round glasses.
�So you are Jasmine,� he said, with a hint of a for-eign accent. �Your father has provided some informa-tion about the purpose for your visit. This may be abit embarrassing, but I will need to measure the sizeof your penis when it is fully erect.�
�Uh�well, all right, I guess,� I said, �but it isn�t.�
�I didn�t expect it to be.� He smiled. �If you are inneed of some pornography for stimulation, I can pro-vide it for this legitimate medical and scientific pur-pose only.�
�Uh, no, I don�t think that would work too well,� Isaid. �Um�I could imagine myself doing somethingexciting with my girlfriend.�
�Very well, if you think that would work better. Ofcourse you will need to remove your skirt and yourpanties. I will leave the room while you engage inself-stimulation. When you are ready, push this but-ton at once��he indicated a red button on the side ofthe examining table��and I will take the measure-ment. Just please be sure not to ejaculate before themeasurement is taken.�
He left the room. I pulled my skirt and pantiesdown, sat on the edge of the examining table, andpressed my clitoris into hiding betweenmy legs. ThenI imagined that Debbie and I were married, and wewere making lesbian love. By the time I was kissingher nipple, my clitoris was responding fast. I stood upand put my hand between my thighs, pretendingDebbie was caressing my clitoris. Soon it was fullyerect indeed. I pressed the button and the doctor en-tered the room at once, holding ameasuring caliper.
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�All right, now,� he said. �Er�your penis, please?�
I spread my thighs and released my clitoris fromhiding. With a gloved hand, he verified that it wasfully erect. Then he measured its length, shaft thick-ness, and bulb thickness.
�Three and three-eighths inches long,� he said,�translating from the official metric measurement,which is 86 millimeters. Shaft thickness, one andone-eighth inch, 29 millimeters. Nice bulb thickness,three and three-eighths inches, 35 millimeters. Nowyou may either pull your skirt and panties up and goabout your business, or if you prefer, I will leave theroom while you ejaculate.�
�Uh, that won�t be necessary,� I said, quickly pull-ing up my skirt and panties. I had been giving myselforgasmsmuch less often since I had been in love withDebbie. I knew it would be years before we could getmarried, but still I somehow felt it was better to try tosave myself for her, as far as possible. Sometimes thepressure built up so much I just couldn�t help myself,but I tried.

Chapter 9
Themorning of my trial arrived. I sat at the defensetable with Inticus. At his request, I wore the samehigh-necked, long-skirted, maroon-colored dress Ihad worn on the day of the alleged rape. The audi-ence area of the courtroom was packed, no doubtthanks to the Informer�s scandalous coverage of mycase.
�All rise!� said the bailiff. �The Seaview County Su-perior Court is now in session, the HonorableEphraim C. Zizz presiding.� All rose, and the judgeentered the courtroom. He was a short old man whodidn�t look too different from Dr. Boomschnipper, ex-cept he had a full head of white hair. He announcedthat today�s case was The People of the State ofPacificum vs. Jeremy a/k/a Jasmine O. Fitch, andconducted the proceedings efficiently through juryselection and opening instructions. The prosecutor,Bob Bailey�also short, but much younger, with asoft, smooth voice�made his opening statement,
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about how the victim was a credible and well-re-spected educator who had no motive to lie; a sexualassault treatment nurse would testify that there wasoften no physical evidence of penetration after a rape;and he was confident that the jury would find meguilty. Then Inticus rose to speak.
�Ladies and gentlemen of the jury,� he said, �I amsure the People�s evidence will not indicate that thealleged victim in this case had any motive to lie�butthe defendant�s evidence will, and it will lead you tobelieve that the alleged victim did lie. Not only is thereabsolutely no physical evidence that the alleged rapeoccurred, but the evidence will show that the defen-dant was wearing a long-skirted one-piece dress, inwhich it would have been extremely awkward, if notimpossible, to commit rape. The evidence will alsoshow that the alleged victim did have an extremelystrong motive to lie, arising from the defendant�s op-position to her agenda of promoting genital mutila-tion of transgendered students. Indeed, the allegedvictim had actually written in favor of punishing stu-dents who dared to oppose her agenda. You will alsohear the defendant�s own account of the events inquestion, and I am confident that you will find ithighly believable. Finally, you will hear evidence thatthe defendant�s character is very far from being thatof a rapist. With all this, together with other evidencethat may be revealed during the trial, I dare say youwill be extremely disturbed by the thought that thealleged victim is lying�and you will find the defen-dant not guilty.�
The prosecutor then put on his case, starting withthe school security officer who had arrested me, Offi-cer Jake Briggs. Inticus asked only one question oncross-examination: whether I was wearing the samedress on the day of the alleged rape as I was wearingtoday. Officer Briggs said he believed I was.
The sexual assault treatment nurse, Nurse JudyPlumline, then testified as expected, that rapes oftendidn�t leave physical evidence, so it wasn�t surprisingthat she didn�t find any when she examined the �vic-tim.� Again Inticus asked only one question: �So youhave no way of telling, from physical evidence,whether a rape occurred in this case or not?� NursePlumline answered, �that is correct.�
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Then came Ms. T, Rosa Catalina. The prosecutorelicited her story: she was counseling the defendant,who was expressing hostility toward her. Suddenly,when her back was turned, she felt the defendantgrabbing her, pulling her underwear down and herskirt up, pushing her down on her desk, and rapingher from behind. She screamed and escaped from thedefendant�s grip before he could ejaculate, but shecould distinctly feel his penis inside her vagina.
�Ms. Catalina,� Inticus then said, �you say the de-fendant was expressing hostility toward you. Whatexactly did the defendant say?�
�I don�t remember his exact words, but he was ex-pressing hostility toward sex reassignment surgery,calling it genital mutilation, and saying he was start-ing an organization to oppose it.�
�Had you recommended that the defendant shouldreceive sex reassignment surgery?�
�Only if he�I mean, she was ready. I never pres-sure students to get surgery.�
�Why do you say �he�I mean, she�? Which is it? Heor she?�
�At first I presumed it was she, because of the de-fendant�s feminine appearance and demeanor. I feltsure that this meant the defendant was essentially agirl, trapped in a boy�s body, and needed her physicalattributes modified to fit with her essential nature.But then I discovered that the defendant was merelya male in female�s clothing�so he deserved to becalled he, not she.�
�So the defendant said he, not she, was starting anorganization to oppose what he called genital mutila-tion. How did you respond?�
�I strongly recommended that he reconsider, anddrop the plan for the organization.�
�What was his response?�
�He refused.�
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�And was it immediately after he refused that yousay the rape occurred?�
�Almost immediately.�
�Why did you turn your back on this hostile stu-dent?�
�Well, I had gotten up from my desk to try to rea-son with the defendant. After it didn�t work, I turnedto go back to my desk, when he pushed me down onthe desk and raped me.�
�All right. Now, I�ll have to ask you to describesome details of the alleged rape. Was the defendantwearing the same dress at that time as today?�
�Yes.�
�How much time elapsed between the time youturned away, to return to your desk, and the time thedefendant began raping you?�
�I don�t know. It couldn�t have been more than asecond or two. It all happened so fast.�
�The defendant grabbed you with his bare hands,pulled down your panties, and pushed up yourskirt?�
�Yes.�
�And then the rape began at once. Is that right?�
�Yes.�
�So the defendant�s panties must already havebeen down.�
�I suppose so, if he had any on.�
�All right, I�d like to show you a stipulation signedby the prosecutor and myself, stating that the defen-dant was taken straight from Farquhar Park HighSchool to the police station for booking, with nochange of clothing and no access to additional cloth-ing, and at the police station the defendant wasfound to be wearing a pair of white Patti�s Puffiespanties.�
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�Mr. Bailey, have the People agreed to this stipula-tion?� asked Judge Zizz.
�Yes, Your Honor,� said the prosecutor. �There�s nodispute about that point.� Judge Zizz then instructedthe jury to take the facts stated in the stipulation asestablished.
�Ms. Catalina, you did not see the defendant pull-ing his panties down before you turned away?�Inticus asked.
�No, I did not.�
�If he had pulled them down before you turnedaway, would you have seen him doing so?�
�I�m sure I would.�
�All right.� Inticus stripped off his suit coat and, inhis shirtsleeves, brought a gym bag up from underthe defense table. He opened the bag and pulled out along skirt, similar in cut and color to the skirt of mydress. Then, to the amusement of some in the court-room, he raised it over his head, let it drop, and put iton over his trousers.
�Ms. Catalina,� Inticus said, �I�m going to demon-strate what I think must have been the maneuversinvolved in this rape, if it happened, and I�d like youto tell me whether you think that�s what must havehappened.�
�I didn�t see what he was doing behind my back.�
�No, but you told me how much time he had to doit. Now, let�s go through this first in slow motion.First, the defendant must have bent over to pull hisskirt up out of the way, in order to be able to pull hispanties down. Is that right?� Inticus bent down tograsp the hem of his skirt.
�Objection, calls for conjecture,� the prosecutorsaid. �She�s already said she didn�t see what the de-fendant was doing.�
�Your Honor,� Inticus said, �these questions aredesigned to test whether the rape could have oc-curred in the manner described by the witness. And
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there is no conjecture in saying that a person wearinga long-skirted one-piece dress and panties must pullthe skirt up in order to pull the panties down. It�s areadily ascertainable fact subject to judicial notice.�
Judge Zizz frowned. �Very well, Mr. Fitch,� he said.�I�ll give you some leeway in cross-examination.�
�Thank you, Your Honor. So, Ms. Catalina, the de-fendant must have bent over, pulled up his skirt, andpulled down his panties. Correct?�
�I suppose so.�
�What about getting the skirt out of the way in or-der to perform the rape? You did not notice a flappingskirt being suddenly lifted behind you?�
�I�ve already said I had no warning that the rapewas going to occur.�
�So the defendant must have lifted the skirt a sec-ond time, and then held it in place�with what? Nothis hands, since you say he was using his bare handsto grab you. With his elbows, perhaps?�
�I have no idea.�
�All right, now let�s do this fast. Defendant bendsover, grabs his skirt hem, pulls his skirt up, pulls hispanties down, pulls his skirt back up, fixes it in placewith his elbows, moves to the desk without trippingover his panties, and reaches out with his bare handsto grab you, pull your panties down, push your skirtup, and begin the rape.� Inticus demonstrated themovements at top speed, although he didn�t reallypull down his trousers, much less his underwear,nor did he touch Ms. T. �And you say the defendantmust have done all this in approximately one to twoseconds?�
�I could have been mistaken about how long ittook. I could not have been mistaken about the de-fendant raping me.�
Inticus let the skirt slip to the floor. �You say youfelt the defendant�s penis inside your vagina?� hethen asked.
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�I certainly did.�
�How large was it?�
Ms. T grimaced at him. �I do not have a tape mea-sure inside my vagina.�
�But you say you felt it inside you, so you musthave been able to feel how far inside you it was going.Isn�t that right?�
�I would guess it was going in about five or sixinches, but that is only a guess.�
�Would you say the defendant�s penis was aboutaverage in size?�
�I am very far from being a connoisseur of the sizesof men�s penises, but I have heard it said that an av-erage penis is about six inches long. If so, then Iwould guess the defendant�s penis was about aver-age, or slightly below average.�
�But not a great deal below average?�
�I could only guess that it was not.�
�Very well.� Inticus brought forth a bound volumeof letter-size sheets of paper. �Now, Ms. Catalina, I�dlike to show you what�s been marked for identifica-tion as Defendant�s Exhibit 1. Do you recognize thisas a true and accurate copy of a master�s thesis writ-ten by yourself for Pacific Heights University?�
�Objection, irrelevant,� said the prosecutor.
�Your Honor,� Inticus said, �this evidence is highlyrelevant to show the alleged victim�s motive for mak-ing a false accusation, and her plan of seeking pun-ishment for students who opposed her agenda.�
�I�ll overrule the objection,� said Judge Zizz.
Inticus then read as many of the worst parts of thethesis as he could get away with into the record, untilMs. T got fed up and said, �You are only revealinghow ignorant you are of the purpose of an academicthesis, which is to impress the professors by puttingforth bold theoretical proposals, not to suggest that
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the author has any intention of putting them intopractice.�
�So, Ms. Catalina,� Inticus said, �when you saidthat students should be punished for opposing SRSfor others, you wish the jury to believe that wasmerely a theoretical proposal, having no relation toreality?�
�That is correct. I knew that my professors wouldbe impressed with my boldness in putting forth pro-posals to promote my views and crush all non-aca-demic opposition, so that is what I did.�
�It did not mean that you would really try to crushall non-academic opposition?�
�Certainly not.�
�And you wish the jury to believe it is mere coinci-dence that, almost immediately after the defendantdefied you and announced his plan to oppose youragenda, you raised an extremely serious accusationthat could result in devastating punishment for thedefendant?�
�That is when the rape happened to occur.�
�Very well. No further questions.�
�Your Honor, the People rest,� said the prosecutor.
�Your Honor,� Inticus said, �the defendant will callDr. Frederick W. Boomschnipper.�
�Objection, Your Honor,� said the prosecutor.�This witness has not been disclosed to the People indiscovery.�
�Your Honor,� Inticus said, �It�s well establishedthat the constitutional right to present a defensetakes precedence over discovery rules. I�m preparedto make an offer of proof, outside the presence of thejury, showing that this witness will give highly rele-vant testimony that could not, in fairness to the de-fendant, have been disclosed before trial.�
�All right,� said Judge Zizz, �we�ll adjourn to mychambers.�
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The judge, the prosecutor, Dr. Boomschnipper,and Inticus left the courtroom. After a while, duringwhich there was much talking among the audience,they returned.
�Very well, Mr. Fitch, you may proceed,� saidJudge Zizz.
�Dr. Boomschnipper,� Inticus said, �have youmeasured the defendant�s fully erect penis?�
�Yes, I have.�
�Did you verify that it was indeed fully erect beforeyou measured it?�
�Yes, with a gloved hand, I determined that the de-fendant�s penis was fully rigid.�
�What were the results of that measurement?�
�The defendant�s penis was three andthree-eighths inches long, one and one-eighth inchesin diameter at the shaft, and one and three-eighthsinches in diameter at the glans, the bulb of the pe-nis.�
�You are a medical doctor specializing in sexology,is that right?�
�Yes.�
�Your Honor, I�d like to qualify this witness as anexpert.�
�That won�t be necessary,� the prosecutor said. Hisvoice, for the first time during the trial, soundedshaky. �I�ve examined the witness�s curriculum vitae.The People will stipulate to the witness�s qualifica-tions.�
�The witness will be accepted as an expert,� saidJudge Zizz.
�Dr. Boomschnipper,� Inticus then said, �are youfamiliar with the range of variations in penis sizeamong human males?�
�Yes.�

Page - 86

JASMINE'S VICTORIES BY DULCI DAILY



�Would you say that the defendant�s penis wasanywhere near average in size?�
�No. It was far below average. The average is in thevicinity of six inches. The defendant�s penis washardly more than half the average length.�
�If inserted into a female�s vagina, could it readilyhave been mistaken for a penis five or six inches inlength?� I expected the prosecutor to object that thequestion called for conjecture, but he didn�t.
�No, I do not believe it could.�
�Thank you. No further questions.�
The prosecutor had no questions either. Inticusthen called me to testify. In front of all the people inthe courtroom, no doubt including one or more scan-dal-seeking reporters, I told the whole story of whathappened during the fateful appointment. I expectedthe prosecutor to ask me some questions. He didn�t.
Finally Inticus said, �The defendant will callDeborah L. Buckmaster.�
A bailiff escorted Debbie into the courtroom. Shewas wearing a high-necked, long-skirted dress likemine, only it was light yellow. She went to the witnessstand and the judge swore her in.
After some preliminary questions, Inticus askedher, �Are you acquainted with the defendant, JeremyFitch, also known as Jasmine Fitch?�
�Yes,� Debbie said.
�How long have you known Jasmine?�
�Um, almost a year and a half.�
�What is your relationship with Jasmine?�
�I�m Jasmine�s girlfriend.�
�Do you have an opinion about Jasmine�s charac-ter?�
�Yes.�
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�What is your opinion of Jasmine�s character fortruthfulness?�
�Jasmine is totally honest.�
�In your opinion, could Jasmine�s character bethat of a rapist?�
�No. Jasmine has always been�well, the mostgentlemanly, or ladylike person I�ve ever known, orboth.�
�Has Jasmine ever been�er�sexually aggressivetoward you?�
�No.�
�Thank you. No further questions.�
�Ms. Buckmaster,� the prosecutor said, �you are inlove with the defendant, are you not?�
�Yes.� Debbie was blushing as she had on the firstevening I met her, but she said it, and I rejoiced.
�Would you wish to marry the defendant someday,if possible?�
�Yes.� My heart was pounding hard.
�If the defendant were to go to prison for rape, itwould interfere with your prospects of marrying thedefendant, would it not?�
�Yes, until Jasmine got out.�
�Don�t you think you may be portraying the defen-dant�s character in an unrealistically favorable light,because of your hope of marrying the defendant?�
�No, I don�t. I wouldn�t want to marry Jasmine if Ididn�t believe�his character was every bit as good asI�ve said it is.�
The prosecutor was silent, as if he were thinkingdeeply. At last he said, �No further questions.�
�The defendant rests, Your Honor,� Inticus said.
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�Your Honor,� the prosecutor said, �the peoplewould request a short recess before closing argu-ments.� His voice sounded really shaky now.
�Very well,� said Judge Zizz. �The court will be inrecess.� He admonished the jurors not to talk aboutthe case until they began to deliberate. Then he andthe prosecutor left the courtroom at once, though nottogether.
The recess wasn�t all that short, in fact it waspretty long. At last the prosecutor re-entered thecourtroom, accompanied by someone I was hardlyexpecting to see with him: Detective Hinds.
�We�re ready to proceed,� the prosecutor told thecourt reporter, who got up to tell the judge. Soon thebailiff was again saying, �All rise!�
�Mr. Bailey,� said Judge Zizz, �are the People readyto proceed?�
�Your Honor,� the prosecutor said, �I know this ishighly unusual at this stage of the proceeding�butthe People find that the evidence, taken as a whole,convincingly establishes the defendant�s innocence.The People move to dismiss the charge of rape, aClass 2 felony.�
Loud talking and other noises broke out in thecourtroom at once. Judge Zizz actually had to poundthe bench with his gavel to restore order, as judgesdid in old movies.
�The People�s motion to dismiss is granted,� hesaid. At once Detective Hinds moved to the prosecu-tion table and said, in a voice loud enough to beheard throughout the courtroom, �Rosa Catalina, Ihave here a warrant for your arrest on the charge offalse reporting of a Class 1 or 2 felony, which is itselfa Class 4 felony.�
�You can�t be serious!� Ms. T cried. �This is an out-rage! I�ll sue the Pacific Heights Police for every centthey�ve got!� Detective Hinds, paying no attention,promptly handcuffed Ms. T and, together with thebailiff, escorted her out of the courtroom.
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Chapter 10
�Well, Jasmine, do you think you�ll be going backto school, or keeping on as a self-taught student?�Inticus asked me at home after the trial. �The choiceis yours.�
�Oh, I don�t know,� I said. �There are a lot of greatthings about being self-taught�but I kind of think I�llgo back to school, at least if I don�t get another coun-selor as bad as Ms. T, I mean Rosa Catalina.�
As it turned out, the new Ms. T, Jane AnneGoodmiller, was very far from being that bad. The oldMs. T never had meetings of all the transgenderedstudents, but the new Ms. T, Ms. Goodmiller, calledone soon after she was appointed as counselor. I wassurprised to find myself getting a standing ovation asI entered the room for the meeting. I guessed maybethe Informer�s scandalous publicity wasn�t all bad af-ter all.
�I�m aware of your former counselor�s attitudesand behavior,� Ms. Goodmiller said after introducingherself, �and I�d like you to know that mine are muchdifferent.� I looked at her with approval. She wasshorter than the old Ms. T and slender, with long red-dish-brown hair and a pretty face with sweet-lookingdark brown eyes. Her clothes were stylish, but shedidn�t reveal her breasts as the old Ms. T did. Hervoice was low for a woman�s voice, but she had mas-tered the art of making it sound feminine, which Ihad never yet done.
�I know your former counselor was too eager topromote sex reassignment surgery,� she said. �Thisis a very radical, and often unnecessary, procedure.Many transgendered or transsexual adults, includ-ing myself, have decided against getting it. If youhave been thinking about getting it, I would recom-mend that you think long and hard about whether itis really necessary, considering all the possible badeffects as well as the good ones. If you have not beenthinking about getting it, despite your former coun-selor�s efforts�well, there may be no reason for youto think about getting it.� Now it was she who got astanding ovation.
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�Now, about the matter of having to take showersin front of boys,� she said, �I know many of you areembarrassed at having to let boys see you taking offyour girls� clothes�but the girls would probably beembarrassed, too, if you were in their shower rooms.This is a problem that can be solved by means of in-vestment, if only the school board can be persuadedto listen. You�re not the only ones who are embar-rassed by public nudity. I would say that all studentsshould have a choice whether to take their showersin public or in private. This is the 21st century, andmany schools all over the country have built privateshower stalls; there is no reason why the excellentPacific Heights Public Schools should lag behind. Ifyou would like to form a transgendered students� as-sociation, with this as one of its goals, I would be gladto serve as the group�s advisor.�
This proposal went over really well. By the end ofthe meeting, officers had been elected for the new as-sociation. Misti nominated me for president and, stillto my surprise, I was elected although I was only asophomore. My future at school was looking incredi-bly much brighter than it had in the very recent past.

*****
Not too long before sophomore year was over, I hadto testify at the trial of People of the State of Pacificumvs. Rosa Catalina.Except that Inticus wasn�t there, itwas kind of a partial mirror image of my own trial, upto a certain point. The same prosecutor, Bob Bailey,represented the People, although the judge was a dif-ferent one, the Honorable Rebecca F. Bingley. Aftergetting in the evidence of how Ms. Catalina reportedthe alleged rape, the prosecutor had me tell what re-ally happened, and the parties stipulated that thesize of my penis was as determined by Dr.Boomschnipper. Detective Hinds also testified, abouthis investigation that led him to suspect the charge ofrape was false. Judge Bingley took judicial notice ofthe record of my trial, specifically the part whereJudge Zizz granted the People�s motion to dismiss,which was made on the basis that the evidence con-vincingly established my innocence. Then the rele-vant portions of Ms. Catalina�s testimony from my
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trial were read into the record, with Bob Bailey play-ing Inticus and a female I didn�t know playing RosaCatalina.
Her own testimony at this trial, though, was com-pletely different. Her attorney simply asked her whatwas her account of the events in question, and left allthe rest to her.
�The time has come,� said Rosa Catalina, �to tellthewhole truth, for nothing less than the whole truthcan be my defense. My heart has always ached forgirls who were assigned as boys at birth, ever since Ifound that I was one of them. To be really a girl, andyet to be seen as a boy, to me is one of the greatesttragedies in life. I have become free from this bond-age, and I have devoted my life to helping girls be-come free from it.
�To me, the greatest violation of a girl�s essentialfeminine nature�far worse than a single brief act ofphysical rape�is to oppose the correction of themonstrous birth defect that made the girl seem to bea boy. To keep a girl trapped in a boy�s body for life, Ifeel, is to impose life imprisonment upon someonewho has committed no crime. I have always shownthe greatest patience with girls who are reluctant totake this very serious, but absolutely necessary, stepin their lives. But when someone actually opposesthe correction of this birth defect as wrong�whensomeone insanely compares it to female genital muti-lation performed by the most loathsome religious fa-natics, and tries to terrorize girls into deciding neverto have their birth defect corrected�then I must hon-estly say that person is guilty not only of rape, but ofsomething not far short of murder.� The courtroomwas far less full than it had been at my trial, and sothe amount of noise made by the audience at thispoint was less than at the noisiest points of my trial,but still it was noticeable enough that Judge Bingleyhad to say, �Ladies and gentlemen, you will need tobe quiet in the courtroom, and anyone who continuesto make noise will be ejected.�
�The only question,� Rosa Catalina continued, �ishow such a person can receive the punishment thatperson deserves. If our legal system were not gov-erned by ignorance and bigotry, I could simply have
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charged that person with terroristic violation of es-sential feminine nature, which would be an ex-tremely serious crime. As it is, I found it necessary totranslate that crime into terms that could be compre-hended in our antiquated legal system. The closestequivalent, both in terms of terror and of violation ofessential feminine nature, was rape.
�There was nothing false about my charge that thismale in female�s clothing raped me. Rape was a far,far lesser evil than what this person did, but it wasexactly the same kind of evil. He did rape me, andworse than raped me! He did rape all girls he terror-ized into keeping their grotesque, unfeminine birthdefects, and worse than raped them! And yet our le-gal system is designed to miss the point entirely, towallow in a mass of irrelevant details about penis sizeand skirt length and panties, and number of secondsand physical evidence, and character assassinationof the victim! Well, let me tell you this: I don�t know,and I don�t much care, what twelve random people offthe street think of me. I know what History will thinkof me. History will judge that I am right�and, if I amfound guilty in this trial, History will judge that I ama martyr for the truth!�
If so, History didn�t have time to get in its verdictbefore the jurors got in theirs. After a pretty brief de-liberation, they returned their verdict: �We, the jury,find the defendant, Rosa Catalina, guilty of a Class 4felony, namely false reporting of a Class 1 or Class 2felony, to wit: rape, a Class 2 felony; and of a Class 5felony, namely perjury.�

*****
After the trial, Detective Hinds congratulated meon my victory over Rosa Catalina. Then he said, �Youknow, Jasmine, I think you�ve got what it takes to be-come a really good investigator. You�ve shown thatyou can do research, you can elicit incriminating ad-missions, you can testify convincingly, and you�veobviously got a first-rate brain. When you get closerto graduating from high school, you might look intojoining the Pacificum Bureau of Investigation. If youdecide to commit to them for a period of years, they�ll
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pay your expenses to go to college while you work forthem. They�re always looking for top-notch new tal-ent, and they�re not nearly as fussy about formalitiesas the FBI. Keep it in mind, OK?�
�Uh, well, OK, I will,� I said.
I did more than keep it in mind; I went right outand got a summer internship with the PBI, withInticus, Bob Bailey, and Detective Hinds serving asmy references. The internship was unpaid, and thework wasn�t too intellectually demanding, but I got toknow a bunch of people in the bureau, and theyseemed to think I showed promise.
My junior year was far more uneventful than soph-omore year, and I stayed in school all year. Scut wasa freshman, and she quickly got a cute littlered-haired lesbian girlfriend named Caitlyn. She wasa little less obnoxious now, and by the end of the yearshe and Caitlyn actually joined Human BeingsAgainst Genital Mutilation. She and Caitlyn got mar-ried as soon as they could, when they were both 16.
I got another internship with the PBI during thesummer, and my supervisor strongly encouraged meto apply for a job with the bureau that would beginafter I graduated from high school. I was pretty sure Iwas going to do it. I was thinking I was a borncrime-fighter�and, if I had a job lined up when Igraduated, I hoped it would put me in a better posi-tion for a successful marriage.

*****
�Well, um, I guess maybe we could get married anytime now�I mean, if you�re still interested,� I said toDebbie one rainy afternoon not long after senior yearstarted. I had a car now, a nice little subcompact withlow mileage that Inticus got me for my 18th birthday,and we were sitting in it in front of Debbie�s house.
Debbie laughed. �Oh, I suppose I�m still inter-ested,� she said, �if you are.�
�I sure am,� I assured her.

Page - 94

JASMINE'S VICTORIES BY DULCI DAILY



�Where do you think we should live together afterwe get married?�
�Um, I don�t know. I guess maybe we should figureout a few details like that first. Actually, maybe Ishould even make sure I�ll have a job with the bureauafter I graduate, too.�
�Maybe so. We�ve waited a long time already; wecan wait a little longer.�
�Is your mom going to be OK on her own?�
Debbie hesitated. �She�ll be lonely if I�m not there.And she says I�m a big help to her. In fact, she saysshe doesn�t know what she�d do without me.�
�Hmm, that doesn�t sound too promising.�
�No, but�well, I don�t know what you�d think ofthis, or what she�d think of it either, but�have youever read Emma by Jane Austen?�
�Um, no.�
�Well, Mr. Woodhouse, Emma�s father, is an in-valid, and he thinks he�s even more of one than he re-ally is. He�s sure he could never live without Emmaaround, but Emma and Mr. Knightley are deter-mined to marry each other�so Mr. Knightley rentsout his mansion and moves into the Woodhouses�home.�
�You�re thinking I should move in with you andyour mom?�
�Well, maybe. I think it would work. At least itwould work better than me moving out.�
I look a deep breath. �Well, I�m sure it would work awhole lot better than you and me not getting mar-ried,� I said.
Debbie looked at me in eager expectation. She wasblushing and successfully struggling to smile, as shehad done when I first met her�but she hadn�t beencrying for joy back then. �Yes, a whole lot better,� shemurmured.
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Her face came close to mine. It was pretty awkwardto kiss her on the mouth in that little car, but I did it.Our lips met, our tongues touched, and we lingeredlong together in each other�s arms.

*****
�Mom, this is my fiancee, Jasmine,� Debbie saidwhen I went to her house to meet her mom that Sat-urday.
Debbie�s mom looked at me without delight. �Soyou never got over that lesbian perversion after all,did you?� she asked. �Well, I guess I don�t have to callit that any more, and you�re old enough to make yourown decisions, but I don�t have to like it. Are you go-ing to adopt any grandchildren for me?�
�Well, I don�t know if that will be necessary,� Deb-bie said. �Um, Mom, actually you�ve met Jasmine be-fore, under another name�Jeremy Fitch.�
Her mom still didn�t smile, but lifted her eyebrowshigh. �Jeremy Fitch?�
�Yes, at the meeting where I said I was comingback to the Slammers, and then Jeremy gave agung-ho speech.�
Sudden recognition lighted up her mom�s eyes.�Oh, that Jeremy!� she said. �That was all a put-on,wasn�t it? You didn�t mean a word of it, did you?�
�Well, no,� I admitted. �I was acting as an under-cover informant for the police, investigating theSlammers� criminal activities involving sex, or at-tempted sex, with underage girls�like Debbie.�
�Well, I�m certainly glad Debbie and I are out of allthat. I went along with it because of Dennis, but I wasgetting pretty fed up with it�even before he died. Iguess you did your part to help us get out of it�sothank you, Jeremy.�
�Well, you�re welcome.�
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�But why are you wearing girls� clothes and callingyourself Jasmine? Is this another undercover assign-ment?�
�Um, no. This is just me. I like to dress this way,and I picked the name Jasmine for myself because Ithought it was beautiful.�
�Hmm. Well, don�t be surprised if I call youJeremy, not Jasmine. I don�t have to like the way youdress, but Debbie�s old enough to make her own deci-sions. If she wants to marry you, it�s up to her.�
�Thanks, Mom,� Debbie said. �And if you want tocall Jasmine Jeremy, it�s up to you.�

*****
Debbie�s mom got used to me before too long, andsaid she would welcome me into her house, althoughshe did always call me Jeremy. Inticus got used tothe idea that I was going to marry Debbie, too, and hedidn�t even tell her he would rather hide his head in abag of used condoms than get married again himself.He looked over my contract when I got a job offer fromthe PBI, he said it looked OK, and he even volun-teered the thought that it would be beneficial to me tohave a secure job after I got married.
At last the day of our wedding came. Debbie and Iwore almost identical-looking white wedding gowns,and walked up the aisle in the Temple of the GrandUnion together, accompanied by loud, jubilant musicfrom the pipe organ. Misti was our maid of honor, De-tective Hinds was the best man, and almost everyonewe knew was there: Inticus, Debbie�s mom, Scut andCaitlyn, Jane Anne Goodmiller, Bob Bailey and hiswife, andmany people from the PBI, the temple mem-bers, and school. Arthur Ardmoor was at his best intalking about the Grand Union of Heaven and Earthas reflected in the union of two devoted spouses. Thereception was excellent, with plenty of good food andballroom dancing, no hard rock allowed.
After it all ended, I drove Debbie and her mom upto their house�our house now. �Well, good night,Debbie, and Jeremy,� her mom said when we arrived.
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She went off to her bedroom at the other end of thehouse, leaving me and Debbie alone to go to the mas-ter bedroom. It seemed strange, and maybe even a bitsickening, for us to be using the same room whereDebbie�s dad had killed himself, and where GeorgeCoursier had tried to butt-fuck Debbie. I could onlyhope that, now that we were married, life and kind-ness would wash out all memory of death and vice.
We separated to undress and put on our nighties.When we came back together, Debbie was blushingas she had done when I first met her. In the dim lightin the bedroom, I saw that her nightie was cut justlow enough to show the slightest bit of cleavage, andit was just opaque enough that I saw nothing of hernipples except for their protruding tips. My ownnightie was sexier than hers, a sheer low-cut onewith spaghetti straps. My clitoris was hidden be-tween my legs, and it was throbbing. I tried to keepfrom getting too excited too soon. It wasn�t easy.
�Debbie, I love you,� I said, taking her face in myhands and kissing her full on the mouth.
�Oh, Jasmine, I love you so much!� Debbie mur-mured when she could speak. My hands descendedto her hips, and I pulled her nightie up. She offeredme no resistance, to say the least, and pulled mineup too. Soon we were nude, and our legs wereinterwined like the legs of lesbians in heat.
I kissed her again on the mouth. Our tongues weremeeting, slipping past each other, caressing eachother just as our hands were doing. I raised my handto Debbie�s breast, tenderly touching her excited nip-ple. She gasped with pleasure and pressed my handhard to hold it to her breast.
We sat on the bed. I slipped my hand between Deb-bie�s warm thighs, explored her hot, wet vulva, andfound her clitoris. It was tiny, but she moaned withdelight when I hit the spot; then she grabbed myhand and pressed it hard, as she had done when itwas touching her breast. After that she slipped herhand between my legs to return the favor.
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�Oh, yes, please, Debbie,� I murmured when herhand was on my clitoris. �Let me know when you�reready.�
I imagined we were going to make love like lesbi-ans, interwining our legs and rubbing our clitorisesagainst each other�s legs until we came to orgasm.Never in my life had I had an orgasm with my clitorisextended in front like a boy�s penis. I was all ready tolie down with her and ejaculate on her thigh whileshe clasped my thigh between her own, but Debbiehad other plans.
�Jasmine, stand up,� Debbie begged me. �Please.� Istood up, still with my clitoris hidden between mylegs. She reached between them, pulled it out, andquickly pressed it between her own thighs, rubbing itagainst her dripping, almost steaming lower lips. Ihad never been so excited in my life, not even in mywildest girlish orgasms.
�Can you come into me if I lie down?� she gasped.
�Uh�I�ll try,� I said. I wasn�t at all sure it wouldwork, but I would do it for love of Debbie, if I could.
Debbie lay down on her back, raised her knees,and welcomed me into her arms. I lay down with herand tried to enter her, but nothing happened. It waslike trying to pass through a tiny hole in a hot, wet,hard wall.
�Please keep trying,� she implored me. �Please!� Ialmost told her I was sorry, I wasn�t cut out for this,and we would just have to do it like lesbians�but Ididn�t want to disappoint Debbie if I didn�t absolutelyhave to. I pressed harder; then I backed off and madehard little thrusts, sure I was going to ejaculate be-fore I got anywhere.
�Oh! Oh! Owwww!� Debbie shrieked. I didn�t wantto hurt her, and I felt like she was bleeding on me,but I could feel my bulb inside her tight, burning-hotlittle womanly opening. A tremendous rush of excite-ment filled me to the brim, and I pressed farther. Sheclutched me hard with her hands, her thighs, andher bloody lower lips, welcoming me to come into her
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as far as I could. I did, still incredulous that I hadsucceeded.
I was so excited that I ejaculated almost at once af-ter I had entered her fully, and I didn�t know if Debbiehad an orgasm too, but she didn�t seem to care if shehad one or not. �Oh, Jasmine!� she said, still holdingme as tightly as she could. �Thank you so much!You�re so wonderful! I knew you could do it!�
�All for you, my love,� I said, and I meant it. Then Istarted to laugh. I tried not to laugh too hard, but itwasn�t easy.
�What are you laughing about?� she asked me,looking ready to laugh too.
�Oh, I was just thinking,� I said, �there go mydreams of being a male lesbian.�
Debbie laughed too, and caressed me tenderly.�You could still be a part-timemale lesbian,� she said.
�Yeah, I guess I could,� I agreed. Then I said again,from the bottom of my overflowing heart, �All for you,my love!�

###
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