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Meet Misti

by Dulci Daily

Chapter 1
Mitch MacCraikie was a normal boy, pretty much,until he was almost 12 years old. He was a bitchubby, and sometimes an obnoxious female friendof his mom�s would embarrass him by saying it wastoo bad he wasn�t a girl because he had such a prettyface�but that was no big deal. Mitch didn�t noticethat something was really unusual about him until acouple of months before his 12th birthday.
Mitch had noticed that his nipples were gettingbigger and pointier but he didn�t pay a lot of attentionto them until one evening when he was getting readyfor bed. He was in his underwear, and his nippleswere making his T-shirt stick out in front. They weregiving him funny feelings, good feelings, and hewanted to touch them. He wasn�t sure it was a goodidea but his hands seemed to be drawn to his nippleslike iron to magnets. He touched them both at oncethrough his T-shirt, and received an electric shock ofpleasure. His penis, already over five inches long,stood erect almost at once.
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Mitch had heard bad boys joking about �beatingoff,� but Mitch was a good boy and he didn�t want todo that. Still, his penis was demanding attention. Ifhe didn�t do something about it, he was afraid hishands would be drawn to it as they had been to hisnipples, and he would beat off for sure.
Girls don�t beat off, Mitch thought. They can�t beatoff, because they don�t have penises! Maybe, Mitchfigured, if he pretended he was a girl, he would besaved from beating off.
He sat down on the edge of the bed and took off hisunderwear. He saw his big dark nipples, at least asbig around as quarters, with hard tips that weresticking way out. He pressed his penis down betweenhis legs to pretend he was a girl. It wasn�t easy be-cause his penis was so hard, but he did it anyway,clutching it tight between his legs to keep it from es-caping.
Looking at his breasts again, Mitch noticed thatsomething else was different about them too. It was-n�t just his nipples that were getting bigger, it was hiswhole breasts. In Mitch�s fifth-grade class at St. Ray-mond�s, some of the girls had little breasts. Mitch�sbreasts looked a whole lot like theirs.
Mitch swallowed hard. He was afraid of what mighthappen if his breasts kept growing, and he was afraidit might make them grow faster if he squeezed them,but he couldn�t help it. The iron leaped to the mag-nets again. Mitch rubbed and squeezed his barebreasts with his eyes closed and his mouth wideopen. His penis was going to escape and he feared hewas going to beat off for sure if he didn�t press his legstogether as tightly as he could to keep it down.
His penis was throbbing and protesting, demand-ing that Mitch release it and beat off. Mitch refused.He lay down on his side on the bed, bent his knees,and kept his legs clenched together as tightly as hecould. His hips were starting to move in rhythm; hecouldn�t keep them still. He pressed his breasts withboth hands and kept clutching his hidden penis
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tightly with his legs. It was sticking out beneath hisbutt, begging him to reach around and touch it. Hetried to resist, fearing it would be too much like beat-ing off if he touched it�but his penis, like hisbreasts, was a strong magnet for his hand. A shock ofextreme pleasure made him tremble all over when hetouched the big, backward-facing bulb of his penisbehind his thigh, beneath his butt. His hand stayedon his bulb, gently caressing it, while his hipspumped faster and his thighs clutched the hiddenpart of his penis more intensely. At last he ripped hishand away, but the deed was already done. Mitchlost all control of his hips, an incredible flood of ex-citement overwhelmed him, and he could feel some-thing coming out of his penis in great spurts onto thebed behind his quaking thighs.
When he was fully drained, Mitch gave a deep sigh.He hoped he hadn�t harmed himself by doing thisstrange, unimaginably exciting girlish thing. At least,though, he hadn�t beaten off, and that was a real ac-complishment. With a sense of genuine triumph,Mitch thought to himself: I�m not like those bad boyswho beat off!

*******
To Mitch�s dismay, his breasts continued to grow.In sixth grade, the bad boys started to call him �Nips�because everyone could see his nipples sticking out,even though he wore the loosest shirts he could. Hewas afraid it made them grow more when he rubbedand squeezed them while playing the girl, but often itwas too exciting to resist.
By the time he was 13 and in seventh grade, Mitchdecided something had to be done. He sneaked apeek at instructions on how to measure yourself for abra, and he measured himself. The chart said heneeded an A cup.
�Mom,� Mitch said soon after that, �uh�can a boywear a bra?�
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His mom stared at him. �Well,� she said after along silence, �I guess a boy could wear a bra if he re-ally needed one.�
�I need one, Mom! This is crazy! Look!� Mitchpulled up his shirt and undershirt to show Mom hisbreasts.
�Oh!� Mom almost shrieked. �Oh, no! Well�uh�Iguess you do need one. I can�t�well, I can hardly be-lieve this.�
�Don�t tell Dad, OK?� Mitch begged. He was prettysure his dad wouldn�t approve of him wearing a bra.
�Well . . . all right, I won�t tell him, but I�m prettysure he�ll find out sooner or later.�

*******
Dad found out sooner, not later. Mom had advisedMitch to wear bras with a bit of padding, to makesure his nipples wouldn�t show through. Mitchagreed and Mom bought him some plain, sturdy,padded bras. They did the job but they made Mitch�sbreasts look even bigger than before. At dinner on thevery first day when Mitch wore a bra, his dad stared,frowned, pointed, and said, �Hey, Mitch, what�s this?This doesn�t look good.�
Mitch gritted his teeth. He had to get it over with,he guessed. �I�m wearing a bra, Dad,� he said.
�I need one.� Mitch�s 11-year-old sister Katie, whohad just started to wear a bra herself, giggled. BabyHenriette, oblivious to her brother�s discomfort, guz-zled greedily at Mom�s breast.
Dad�s pale blue eyes, usually cool, showed mount-ing outrage. �The hell you do!� he almost shouted.�No son of mine is going to wear a bra!�
�I�m already wearing one, Dad,� Mitch insisted,�and I need one.� Angry at having to speak of such a
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thing, he went on: �I�m too big up here to go withoutone.�
�Well, that�s got to be fixed,� Dad proclaimed.�We�ll take you to the Moob Doc.�
Mitch felt a sudden shock of fear, though he wasnot sure why. �Who�s the Moob Doc?� he asked.
�He�s a doctor who specializes in male breast re-duction surgery,� Dad said. �He�s helped a lot of guyswith problems like yours, and he can help you too.�
Mitch was shocked into silence. Could this reallybe the solution to his problem? Would it really be agood idea to get rid of his breasts and be like otherboys�and maybe beat off like other boys, too? Dadhad already made little joking references to Mitchbeating off�not knowing that he never had, althoughhe had acted like an incredibly excitable nude girl inbed quite a few times by now. Could Mitch really bearto lose his breasts�his beautiful, girlishbreasts�just to please Dad and avoid being teasedby bad boys?
Mitch looked around the table. Henriette was stilloblivious. Katie�s bright dark eyes and her sharp earswaited eagerly to see whether Mitch would refuse togo along with Dad�s proposal. Mom�s round,golden-brown, usually serene face showed signs ofworry and anxiety. Dad�s pale, thin face and piercingblue eyes showed his determination to bend Mitch tohis will, to get rid of his bra and his breasts.
Whatwould Mom say?Mitch frantically wondered.Mom, the family�s fountain of serenity, somehowknew the secret of being able to calm Dad down whenhe was pissed�but Mom wasn�t saying anythingnow. Mitch had to guess what she would say. Hewasn�t sure his guess was a good one, but he said it:�Well, uh, thanks, Dad, but I�m pretty sure this ishow God made me�and this is how I�m going to stay,even if I do have to wear a bra.� Yes, Mom would talkabout God, as if she had some secret communicationwith God that most people didn�t have; and Dad
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would listen to her and calm down, even though Dadwasn�t too devoted to God, to say the least. WhenMitch tried it, though, it didn�t work�far from it.
�Horseshit!� Dad shouted. Mom�s face showedpain. She looked as if she wanted to reprimand Dadfor shouting and using profanity, but also as if shedidn�t think this would be a good time for a repri-mand.
�Look here, Mitch!� Dad said. �What you�ve got is adisease�a disease called gynecomastia. You�re notgoing to tell me God doesn�t want diseases to becured! We�ll make an appointment with the MoobDoc, and you�re going to go. That�s that.�
Mitch clenched his fists and gritted his teeth. Hewould not go! His breasts were part of him, lovely andexciting, and they set him apart from bad boys whobeat off, too! Maybe he wouldn�t have chosen to havethem, but he did have them, and he wasn�t getting ridof them! �No, Dad, I�m not going,� he was just aboutto say, heedless of the uproar he would surely pro-voke�but Mom intervened.
�Mitch,� she said softly, �it�s your decision, but Ireally think you should go to the doctor and get hisadvice. Find out about all your options, and the prosand cons. Then you can make your decision.�
Mitch tried to calm down, just as Dad so often didwhen Mom talked to him. �All right, Mom,� he saidwhen he could speak. �I�ll get his advice�but it willbe my decision.�
�Well, all I�ve got to say,� Dad said, �is it better bethe right decision!�

*******
�RICHARD OGLESTONE, M.D.� read the gold-col-ored plaque on the door of the doctor�s office in thePhysicians Tower, adjacent to Kingsley MemorialHospital in downtown Pacific Heights. Dad and Mitch
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entered the office, spoke to the receptionist, and filledout papers. A nurse called Mitch back, got his weight,took his temperature and blood pressure, and askedhim some questions. Then, after Mitch waited alonein the examining room for a few minutes, the MoobDoc came in.
�Hi there,� said the tall, handsome, broad-shoul-dered, slightly stout doctor. �You�re Mitch, right?�
�That�s right.�
�I�m Dr. Oglestone. Your dad tells me you�ve got aproblem with moobs.�
�Uh�does he mean these?� Mitch pointed to hisbreasts.
�Yes, that�s the idea.�
�Well, he thinks it�s a problem, but I don�t.�
The Moob Doc raised his eyebrows. �That�s prettyunusual,� he said. �Most boys your age, if they�ve gotmoobs, are dying to get rid of them. Well, do youmind if I have a look at what your dad thinks is aproblem but you don�t? How about taking off yourshirt and undershirt?�
Mitch complied, revealing his bra which had beenunder his undershirt. The Moob Doc suppressed asmile. �OK, I�ll need to see what�s under your bra,� hesaid. Mitch removed his bra.
�Hmm, this is pretty unusual,� the Moob Doc saidupon viewing Mitch�s bare breasts. �I�m thinkingthere could be a hormonal imbalance that could af-fect the prospects for success of the surgery, if youdid have the surgery. We�ll need to get some bloodwork done. I�ll get a nurse to poke your arm for ablood sample, and we�ll see you back here when weget the results.�
�Um�how do you mean, it could affect the pros-pects for success of the surgery?�
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�Well, I don�t know yet. There are some fairly rareconditions under which it wouldn�t be advisable toget the surgery for various reasons. We should knowwhen we get the results back.�
He went out of the examining room. Soon a nursecame in, tied Mitch�s arm, swabbed it, and poked itwith a needle to draw blood.
�Well, what�s going on?� Dad asked when Mitchemerged. �Are you getting the surgery?�
�The doc said he needs to get results from a bloodsample,� Mitch said. �He said I might have a hor-monal imbalance that would make it not advisable toget the surgery.� Mitch tried not to smile in Dad�sface.
�Well, that would be the pits,� Dad said, frowning.�That better not be true.�

*******
�OK, Mitch,� said the Moob Doc at the follow-upappointment, �I guess your dad�s going to be disap-pointed. You�ve got a rare hormonal imbalance thatmakes you develop the secondary sexual character-istics of a female, while retaining the primary sexualcharacteristics of a male. I guess I should verify thatyou�ve got all the standard male equipment downthere, but I�ll be surprised if you don�t. Just dropyour trousers for a minute, OK?� Mitch complied,and the doctor briefly examined his penis and balls.
�OK, you can pull them up,� he said. �Mitch, whatyou�ve got isn�t your standard case of gynecomastia,or male breast enlargement, that can easily be curedby surgery. There have been very few cases where thesurgery was tried on a patient with this rare syn-drome, and some of the results were pretty unsatis-factory. I mean, in those cases, the patients� breastsgrew back, sometimes larger than before, and in acouple of cases they even grew back misshapen. I�mpretty sure you don�t want that.�
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�No, I don�t!� Mitch said. �Uh�well, so are mybreasts going to keep growing?�
�Probably for a while�and that�s not the onlything. The hormonal imbalance will probably getmore severe as you get farther into adolescence. Yourhips will tend to get bigger like a girl�s hips, and yourvoice will get higher as the hormones kick in more.Within a couple of years, you�ll probably be just like agirl in voice and in looks, as long as you keep yourpants on�or your skirt on, as the case may be.�
�Uh�you mean there�s nothing that can be doneto keep that from happening?�
�Well, something can be done. Itmay be possible tocure this condition with a combination of complexhormone treatments and advanced surgical tech-niques. The cure, if it happened, would be terrificallyexpensive. It wouldn�t be covered by insurance, be-cause the procedures are still experimental, and theydon�t have an excellent success rate, to say the least.We could give it a try�but frankly, I don�t think yourdad would want to spend a huge amount of money toturn you into a guinea pig for a probably unsuccess-ful experiment.�
�No, he sure wouldn�t. My dad hates to spendmoney, but he wanted me to get this surgery�Imean, the regular breast reduction surgery�eventhough the insurance wouldn�t pay for it.�
�Yes, I hope that will change someday, but it hasn�tyet. Well, your dad will be disappointed about younot getting the surgery, but the bright side will bethat he�ll save a bunch of money. I�ll talk to him aboutit.�
The doctor left the room. After breathing a greatsigh of relief, Mitch began to contemplate his fu-ture�or her future�as a boy who, to all appearanceswhen not in the nude, would be a girl.
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*******
Mitch�s dad wasn�t the only one who noticed thathe was wearing a bra, when Mitch would have pre-ferred that embarrassing fact to remain unnoticed ifpossible. Not many days later, Mitch was called to theoffice of Mr. Killfrickrick, the vice principal at St. Ray-mond�s.
�Mitch,� said Mr. Killfrickrick, �I�m afraid therehave been reports that you�ve been violating thedress code.�
�How?� Mitch asked, though he knew the answerperfectly well.
�Well, it�s been reported that you�re wearing a bra.�Mr. Killfrickrick appeared to be at least as embar-rassed as Mitch was, and beads of sweat were form-ing on his brow. �The dress code prohibits boys fromwearing any girls� clothes. That includes bras.�
Mitch took a deep breath and let it out slowly. �Yes,I�m wearing a bra,� he said. �I need one. The doctorsays I�ve got a rare hormone imbalance.� Mr.Killfrickrick frowned, but said nothing.
�If I didn�t wear a bra,� Mitch went on, �I�d look likea girl who was violating the dress code by not wearinga bra when she needed one. That�s not what you wantto see, is it?�
�Oh, no!� Mr. Killfrickrick quickly assured him.�But�� His eyes darted to Mitch�s breasts, andleaped away again at once. The sweat was dribblingdown his face from his brow.
�Well, can you get the doctor to certify that it�smedically necessary for you to wear a bra?� he askedat last.
�Uh�yeah, I guess so,� Mitch said.
�Good. Please do. If it�s, uh, a medically necessarydevice, we can make a limited exception to the dress
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code for it.� Mr. Killfrickrick grabbed a handkerchiefout of his pocket and wiped his face. �But just don�twear any other girls� clothes, all right?�
�Don�t worry, I won�t!� Mitch assured him.

*******
Mitch walked home from St. Raymond�s that daywith his mind on the distant future. If he was going tolook and sound more and more like a girl, he figured,he should wear girls� clothes�and maybe he shouldeven have a girl�s name. They wouldn�t let him at St.Raymond�s, but they sure would at Farquhar ParkHigh School when he went there, starting in theninth grade. Farquhar Park was well known for beingfriendly to G�s, L�s, B�s, and T�s; Mitch would surely fitright in as a T.
By that time, Mitch imagined, he might have reallybig breasts, big hips, and a totally girlish-soundingvoice. He daydreamed about wearing pretty girls�clothes to high school, and having a girl�s name�butwhat? He tossed around several in his mind, finallydeciding on a pretty cute and sexy one: Misti.
He wondered what his mom and dad would think.Dad would hate it, he was pretty sure�but it wasDad who wanted him to go to Farquhar Park. Thatwas his agreement with Mom: Mitch would go to St.Raymond�s through the eighth grade, and thenswitch to public school. Mom probably wouldn�t betoo pleased about Mitch looking like a girl and havinga girl�s name�but he was going to look like a girl any-way, and Mom would reluctantly admit that this washow God made him.
Mitch wondered how God ever got his mom anddad together to make him. They were pretty devotedto each other, and yet they were so totally different!Dad was a �lapsed Presbyterian,� meaning he didn�tgo to church or think much of God, from an old Scot-tish-American family that had first come to
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Pacificum Territory before it became a state. Momwas a devout Catholic, though not an especially rigidone, a Creole from New Orleans who came toPacificum to attend the U, where she met Mitch�sdad. Mitch got his light golden-brown skin, roundface, and full lips from Mom, but his height�he wasalready taller than Mom�from Dad. Now it was turn-ing out, it seemed, that he also got his breasts fromMom, as well as his penis from Dad.
Mitch approached his home, the only one onBeaton Street with a heart-shaped plaque proclaim-ing that the �MacCraikie Family� lived there. It was asmall split-level built in the 1950s, the only homeMitch had ever known. Mom would be here. Mitchcould talk with her in confidence about his future,especially if Katie didn�t butt in. He hoped she would-n�t. He unlocked the door and went in.

Chapter 2
�Mitch, meet Misti,� Mitch said to his reflection inthe mirror. Even as he said it, or rather as she said it,she became no longer Mitch, but Misti indeed.
Misti was lovely, she thought, if she did say so her-self. She was five feet, nine inches tall now, almost astall as Dad, but she looked much more like Mom. Herdark curly hair was long now, at least shoul-der-length, and held back by a pure white headband.Her big dark eyes, her dark-rimmed glasses, her fulllips and golden-brown skin, were those of a fully fem-inine-looking beauty indeed. Her breasts were stillfar from gigantic, but they had grown bigger as theMoob Doc predicted; she now wore a low-cut, lacyB-cup bra underneath her scoop-necked white top.Her hips, now covered by a brilliant-colored, slightlyless than knee-length skirt with a tropical flower de-sign, were broad like a girl�s hips, too; by the end ofseventh grade she had had to start wearing girls�pants, despite Mr. Killfrickrick�s admonition, be-cause boys� pants no longer fit her.
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The great day of Misti�s debut as a high-school girlhad arrived at last. She turned away from the mirror,emerged from her room, and descended to thekitchen. Mom and Katie were there to meet her;two-year-old Henriette was defacing a coloring book.�Wow, Mitch, you�re totally cute!� Katie commendedMisti. �Are you really going to go to school like that?�
�Call me Misti,� Misti said. �And yes, I am. But Iwon�t wear girls� tops and skirts when Dad�s around.I promised Mom I wouldn�t.�
�It�s your choice, Mitch�or Misti,� Mom said. �Youhave this strange condition that makes you look andsound like a girl, so you can choose to wear girls�clothes if you think it�s more fitting. But it�s best notto give needless offense to your father by looking anymore like a girl than you really need to, when he�saround.�
�Yeah, I know, Mom,� Misti said. �Well, wish meluck�or, I mean, uh, pray for me.� Mom didn�t be-lieve in luck, but she did believe in prayer.
�I certainly will!� Mom said. She and Misti kissedeach other on the cheek, and Misti walked out thedoor to go to high school.

*******
Everything was pretty much OK at school for Misti,for a little while. She went to a huge freshman orien-tation meeting where the counselors made it per-fectly clear that lesbian, gay, bisexual, andtransgendered students were more than welcome atFarquhar Park High School. She registered as atransgendered student, to be known as Misti. No-body paid unwanted attention to her�until gymclass.
�Shemale alert!� a boy�s voice rang out as Misti en-tered the boys� locker room, where she had to gosince she was still classified as a boy. �Hot shemale
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alert! All hands on cock!� Other boys� voices rapidlyechoed: �All hands on cock!�
Misti could feel her face growing hot, showing thepain she was feeling. She didn�t want to be a hotshemale for boys, especially not for bad boys whobeat off. She wanted to be a nice, decent, stylishlydressed girl, and to be treated as a lady. These badboys didn�t seem to have any idea what a ladywas�certainly not if one appeared in the boys� lockerroom.
She was going to have to strip. Real ladies didn�tstrip in front of random men, but the powers that bein the Pacific Heights Public Schools didn�t care. AtSt. Raymond�s there had been private stalls in whichto strip and shower. Here there was nothing but openspace and leering boys.
She swallowed hard and started to get it over with,pulling her top over her head to reveal her bra. Thatwas bad enough, but all shemale-crazed, cock-wield-ing hell broke loose when she removed her bra andrevealed her bare breasts. �Oh, man! Oh, baby!� abad boy cried. �Look at that! Take some picturesquick and send them to Pumphouse magazine! Bignews: bare-breasted beauty invades boys� lockerroom! Boys beat off, breaking school rules!�
Misti was shocked and offended to see that someboys actually were beating off in full view, right infront of her. Worse yet, she could feel her penis�nowto be known as her �giant clitoris��growing longerand larger as the time for her to reveal it grew near. Atmaximum, it was now seven inches long. That washow long it was now, when Misti pulled down herskirt and her panties to let the boys see.
This was misery for Misti indeed. Boys were photo-graphing her with their cell phones, with her barebreasts and her erect giant clitoris in full view. Thephotos would probably be traded and shown on theInternet. Misti felt totally sick and helpless. All shecould do, which was very little, was to put on hersport bra, cover her clitoris with a jock strap, and put
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on her gym shorts and shirt as fast as possible, notnearly fast enough.
After the gym activities were over it was evenworse, for Misti had to take a shower in front of theboys. She tried to be as decent and dignified as it waspossible for a girl to be while getting nude in front of acrowd of sex-crazed boys. She pressed her giant clito-ris down into hiding between her legs, as if it were themost normal thing in the world for a beautiful15-year-old girl to take a shower in front of boys,though the boys hooted and hollered when she did.Sternly she forbade herself to touch her breasts inview of the boys, for fear she would lose her dignityand decency if she did. She tried to ignore the boys,but didn�t succeed when one of them beat off andejaculated directly toward her at close range, makingher take quick evasive action to avoid being ejacu-lated on.
In short, Misti hated the whole experience of beinga so-called shemale in the boys� locker room. She de-cided to find out, as soon as possible, if there was anyway out.

*******
�Are those breasts real?� Misti�s counselor askedher almost as soon as Misti had sat down in her of-fice. The counselor for transgendered students,known as Ms. T, had real breasts herself, and bigones too�as her low neckline made all too obvi-ous�although her face looked more masculine thanMisti�s face.
�Uh, yes, they�re real,� Misti said. �I�ve got a rarehormone imbalance.�
�Oh, they�re so lovely! And I�ll bet you�re here tofind out how you can keep bad boys from giving you ahard time about them in the locker room, aren�tyou?�
�Well, yes, I am, now that you mention it.�
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Ms. T leaned over her desk, revealing even more ofher breasts. �I�m afraid there�s nothing you can dountil you�re 16, because that�s the age of consent forthe surgery,� she said. �As soon as you�re 16, though,you can get surgery to complete the process of be-coming a girl, and the state health insurance planwill pay for everything. Then you can use the girls�locker room, and be free from those bad boys for-ever!�
Misti stared at Ms. T�s breasts and then lookedaway. �Well, uh, thanks,Dad, but I�m prettysure this ishow God made me�and this is how I�m going to stay,even if I do have to weara bra!�Misti couldn�t help re-membering the words, and thinking again, �This ishow God made me!� Misti�s giant clitoris was just asmuch a part of her as her breasts were, and shecouldn�t bear the thought of getting rid of it.
�Uh�is that the only way?� Misti asked.
�It certainly is. You�re not going to be allowed in thegirls� locker room as long as you�ve got one of thosethings that boys use to commit rape. You�ve got to getrid of that birth defect�and you were made to get ridof it, because you�re obviously a girl already in all butname, except for that thing.�
This is howGod mademe, and this is how I�m goingto stay�even if I have to get erections in front of badboys every day! Misti didn�t say the words, for shewas far from sure that they would do any good�butshe had made up her mind, and perhaps there wasnothing more to be said.
�Well, thank you for your advice,� Misti said, risingfrom her seat. �I�ll certainly consider it.� She turnedaround and fled from the room before Ms. T could sayany more. What Misti had said was perfectly true, asfar as it went. She had merely omitted some wordsthat would have conveyed her meaning more fully:�I�ll certainly consider it to be some of theworstadviceI ever heard.�

Page - 17

RELUCTANT PRESS



*******
As it turned out, although Misti did have to appearnude before the bad boys in every gym class, she did-n�t get erections in front of them every day. Graduallyshe got used to appearing before them, and they evengot used to seeing her nude. She was able to turn hermind to her schoolwork, and to seeing if she couldmake any friends at school. It wasn�t easy, forFarquhar Park High was a huge school where thestudents were largely anonymous to each other ex-cept in little cliques that Misti couldn�t enter�butone day she did encounter a friendly face, and apretty one too.
�Hi there!� a girl said, coming up to Misti afterclass. The girl had big brown eyes, glasses, and kinkyblack hair pulled tight behind her head; she was oneof the few students at Farquhar Park whose skin wasdarker than Misti�s. Misti had noticed that, althoughthe people of Pacific Heights were among the mostliberal and open-minded in the nation in many ways,they did draw the line at importing dark-skinned stu-dents from the notorious slum known as �the Dis-trict� into their fine public schools in decent areas.Students who lived in the District went to CrispusAttucks High, which was located there. Only stu-dents who lived in the Farquhar Park area, wherefamilies ranged frommiddle-income to quite wealthy,went to Farquhar Park High.
�I�m Ronette Masterson,� the girl introduced her-self, shaking Misti�s hand.
�Hi, I�m Misti MacCraikie,� Misti said.
�I was wondering,� Ronette said, �if you might liketo join our African-American Students� Association.It�s pretty small, and we�d like to get more members.�
�Oh!� Misti said. �Well�are you sure I�m qualified?I mean, at least seven-eighths of my ancestors werewhite, and my dad�s totallywhite.�
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�Well, they say one drop of black blood makes youblack,� said Ronette. �I don�t exactly know why, butthat�s what they say.�
�Uh, well, I know why they used to say that,� Mistisaid. �My mom�s from New Orleans, and she told me.It�s not very nice, though. The white gentlemenwanted, uh, prostitutes and concubines who lookedas nearly white as possible, but were legally black, sothe gentlemen wouldn�t have to pay child support forany babies they might have. So they made up a rulethat one drop of black blood made you black. Mybaby sister Henriette is named after a beautifulwoman from New Orleans who was pretty white-look-ing, but legally black, Blessed Henriette Delille. Iguess she was raised to become the concubine ofsome top-notch white guy or other�but she rebelledand didn�t want anything to do with that, uh, way oflife.�
�Well, good for her!� Ronette said. �My mom anddad sure don�t want me to have anything to do withthat way of life, either. My dad�s always warning meagainst anything that would �drag me back down tothe District,� like getting involved with guys whowould give me babies and then leave me alone toraise them�or just leave me alone, period. My dadescaped from the District by a lot of honest hardwork. He never went to college, but he wants me togo.�
�Do you want to go?� Misti asked.
�Well, yeah, I think so,� Ronette said. �Probablynot quite as much as he wants me to go, though!�Misti and Ronette laughed. Misti wondered if Ronettemight become her friend. She felt she could sure usea friend.
�Well, OK, I�ll give that association a try, if they�llhave me,� Misti said. �I just won�t mention that I�monly eligible because of a stupid rule made up by badwhite gentlemen.�
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�No, don�t say that,� Ronette said, �but I�m surewe�ll be glad if you want to join!� Ronette gave Misti abig, wide-mouthed smile that showed lots of whiteteeth. Misti hoped they could be friends. Somethingin the depths of Misti�s heart even whispered, toMisti�s disbelief, that they might someday be morethan just friends.

*******
By the end of Misti�s freshman year, Misti andRonette were the best of friends, though not more.They had visited each other�s homes, both of them inthe less wealthy area near Farquhar Village wherethe high school was located, and they were welcomein each other�s families. They often engaged ingirl-talk about many topics, especially boys. At least,Ronette talked about boys at length, and Misti gladlylistened, though she made it clear�quite truth-fully�that she did not want a boyfriend just yet.Ronette had no suspicion, Misti was sure, that Mistiherself might be anything other than a girl�a tall,pretty, golden-skinned girl with a good figure, andwith a hint of African ancestry in her dark eyes, curlyhair, and full lips.
Misti found her next good friend at the beginningof sophomore year: Jasmine Fitch, a fellow girl-ish-looking boy. In gym class, bad boys werewolf-whistling at Misti and calling her the �world�ssexiest shemale.� Jasmine walked right up to Mistiand said, �Hey, here�s company! I was afraid I was go-ing to be the only one wearing girls� clothes in here.�
�Misery loves company,� Misti said with a faintsmile.
�Well, company hates misery,� Jasmine retorted.�Let me help you not be miserable.�
�That would be great, if you can do it,� Misti said,�as long as it doesn�t involve having sex with me.�
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�Don�t worry, it won�t,� Jasmine assured her. �I�vegot a great girlfriend, and I don�t want to trade her inor cheat on her.�
Misti smiled brightly now. �All right, company,�she said. �You�re hired for the job.�
At lunch that day Misti met Jasmine�s girlfriendDebbie; she told Jasmine and Debbie about herself,including her dad�s failed effort to get her breastssurgically removed, and they expressed mutual de-testation of Ms. T�s promotion of genital mutilation.Despite her fear that it would be in terribly poor tasteto talk about God in public school, Misti even daredto say, �God made me below the waist, too, the sameas above. The more I think about it, the more I thinkI�m all right the way I am�even if other people don�tthink so.�
Jasmine and Debbie were bright, friendly, activeyoung people, and Misti liked them very much. Jas-mine not only dared to face down Ms. T and refuse toget her oversized clitoris cut off, but she started anorganization called Students Against Genital Mutila-tion to help other transgendered students face herdown and refuse too. Misti heartily approved, andjoined the organization at once. In retaliation, Ms. Tfalsely accused Jasmine of rape�but Jasmine wasacquitted, and Ms. T was later convicted of false re-porting and perjury. The school got a new counselorfor transgendered students, one who didn�t pushgenital mutilation on them, and by the end of theyear Jasmine�nominated by Misti�was electedpresident of the new transgendered students� associ-ation.
One other student, a very different one, started tobecome friends with Misti early in junior year. Thatwas Kenny Stanniman, a cute, skinny, geeky guywho was well known as gay, and as the son of DanStanniman, the editor-in-chief of the Pacific HeightsInformer. Kenny himself was a budding investigativejournalist and a rising star on the staff of the schoolnewspaper, the Farquhar Park Intruder. He made it
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perfectly clear that he found Misti incredibly attrac-tive, and
he desperately wanted her to be his gay shemalegirlfriend.
Misti liked Kenny and admired his writing, butwas reluctant to be more than a friend for him. It wasvery strange, but the more her hormone imbalancekicked in and made her resemble a girl, the more shefelt a yearning to love, and maybe even someday tomarry, a real girl. She had no idea whether any girlwould ever really marry a freak like her, and yet shecouldn�t give up hope forever.
Misti didn�t dare reveal her secret to Ronette�notonly because Ronette might be repelled, but also be-cause she might not be repelled. The problem wasthat, although Ronette was a pretty girl and verycomfortable to be around, and she obviously likedMisti very much, she evoked no sexual feelings inMisti at all. She was too plump, and herbreasts�from what little could be seen ofthem�were not exciting to look at. Kenny, on theother hand, gave Misti thrilling erections when he lether know how attracted he was to her�but Mistiwasn�t at all sure she really wanted them!
Ronette was a year ahead of Misti in school, andshe graduated at the end of Misti�s junior year. Theypromised to keep in touch after Ronette left home togo to the U in the fall. They really did talk on thephone from time to time, and sometimes visited whenRonette came home from school�but, in senior year,Misti found her attention turning increasingly tomore pressing matters.
Misti wondered if she was gay. She didn�t exactlywant to be gay�but then she hadn�t exactly wantedto look and sound like a girl, either, back when shewas 13 and she first realized she needed to wear abra. Now, though, she had fully accepted that thiswas how God made her�and she even liked it, atleast when she wasn�t in the boys� locker room. Now,
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more and more often, she was forced to wonder: DidGod make me gay, too?
Misti had to face the fact that a cute, adoring gayguy like Kenny could make her skirt bulge in front al-most at will. She was strongly attracted to him, sheknew he was eager for sex with her, her feelings re-sponded warmly to his attentions�and yet, sheknew not why, she was reluctant to proceed.
As senior year went on, Kenny gradually woredownMisti�s defenses. She agreed to go on dates withhim (though not to go to private places where sexmight occur), and they became known as a couple.Kenny arranged with his dad, who owned thewell-known Club Swank Wank, for Misti to get apart-time summer job as a receptionist and data en-try clerk there. Kenny wooed Misti patiently, and onefine spring day he was rewarded with their first fullkiss on the mouth.
They had ridden their bikes up to FarquharPark�not the high school, but the actual park farabove the village and the school, on a high hill over-looking the ocean, surrounding the old mansion thatwas now the Robert and Helen Farquhar Museum ofFar Western History. They rested on a bench fromwhich they could see the ocean and the Farquhar Re-sort Inn, tastefully designed in an old-fashioned stylelike that of the mansion. They were holding hands.Misti�s skirt was beginning to bulge. She sensed thatKenny would want to kiss her soon.
He did. �Wow, Misti, isn�t this beautiful?� Kennyasked, turning his blue eyes full on her. He slippedhis arm around her. She did not resist. �There�s onlyone thing that could make it even more beautiful,�Kenny softly said. His face was very near Misti�s now.He placed his thin lips on her full ones. His tonguebegan to seek entry into her mouth. Misti felt very gayindeed. She admitted his tongue, and shyly licked itwith her own. The kiss was long. By the time it ended,her skirt was bulging to the maximum, and Kenny�shand was on her breast. It felt so good that she de-
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layed in asking him to take it away. �I love you,Misti,� Kenny said. Misti blinked her eyes, swallowedhard, and said nothing in response.
�Kenny, please don�t,� Misti said, pulling his handaway from her breast, but only after he had been ca-ressing it through her top and her bra for many sec-onds. �I�I�m not ready for that.�
�Well, OK,� Kenny said, reluctantly withdrawinghis hand. Almost at once it was touching heragain�this time on the bulge in her skirt. FirmlyKenny clasped the bulb of Misti�s giant clitoristhrough her skirt and panties. He smiled and said, �Ibet you�re not ready for this, either, are you?�
�No, I�m certainly not! Kenny, please don�t!� Hedidn�t remove his hand at once. She grabbed hishand and tried to pull it away. He only squeezed herbulb more tightly in response. Misti was afraid shewas going to ejaculate in her panties if he kept it up.�Kenny! Let go! Please! Right now!�Misti begged, try-ing to pull his hand away with both her own.
�Oh, all right.� Kenny acquiesced at last, after giv-ing Misti�s bulb a final squeeze. �I bet you�ll be readypretty soon, though.�
Misti gasped. �Kenny, I don�t know,� she said.�Please be patient with me. I�I�ve never done thiskind of thing with a boy before.� Even as she said it,she had a sinking feeling that she was only trying toput off the inevitable. She fought against the feeling,but not with total success.
�I�ll be patient,� Kenny promised. �I know you�ll beready pretty soon.�
For a few minutes they sat in silence. Misti lookedout at the ocean; Kenny was looking at the ResortInn, to judge from what he said to break the silence.�Hey, Misti,� he said, �you know the senior prom iscoming up pretty soon. It�s going to be down there atthe Resort Inn. I was wondering if, uh, maybe youmight like to go with me.�
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Misti took a deep breath and let it out as slowly aspossible. She did not know what to say. Her long si-lence made it clear that she wasn�t exactly leaping atthe chance to go to the prom with Kenny. It was alltoo well known that many couples had sex on promnight. Kenny must have that in mind, consideringhow recently his hand had been on Misti�s breast andher bulb�and how hard it had been to dislodge itfrom either of those ultra-excitable body parts. IfMisti said yes, might she just as well say, �Yes,Kenny, I�d love to have sex with you�? And yet, if shesaid no . . . what loneliness might overcome her, andfor how long?
Did Kenny really love her, as he said? Could Kennybe meant for her, to be the love of her life? Would shebe condemning herself to a life of loneliness and mis-ery if she rebuffed him? It was almost too strange tobelieve�and yet it was surely no more strange thanMisti herself.
I�m gay,Misti�s heart whispered.Godmademe gay.Kenny loves me. I could love Kenny. I need to�I�ve gotto!
Misti looked up to Kenny�s eyes, eagerly awaitingher long-delayed response. Her mouth widened in ahesitant, but unmistakable smile. �Sure, Kenny,� shesaid, in a voice almost too soft to be heard. Her heartgalloped with fear, and yet with extreme excitement,as she said, �I�d love to go to the prom with you.�

Chapter 3
Before the prom came Jasmine and Debbie�s wed-ding. Jasmine already had a contract to work for thePacificum Bureau of Investigation after graduation,and the PBI would even be paying Jasmine�s waythrough college, so they decided they didn�t need towait to get married. Jasmine had surprised and de-lighted Misti by asking her to be the maid of honor,and told Misti she could suggest people to invite to
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the wedding. Misti suggested Kenny, of course, andalso Ronette.
At the wedding, Misti was resplendent in a longroyal blue gown like those of the other bridesmaids;Jasmine and Debbie wore almost identical-lookingwhite wedding gowns, and walked up the aisle toloud, jubilant music from a pipe organ. The weddingwas held in the Temple of the Grand Union, the bigbuilding with a gigantic round Yin-Yang window atthe corner of Beaton Street and Manor Road. Mistihad seen it every day on her way to school, but hadnever before been inside. It looked as if it could holdat least a thousand people. There weren�t a thousandpeople in it now, but there were at least a few hun-dred, many of whom looked too old to be high-schoolstudents. The man celebrating the wedding, a littleold man with a long white beard, was ArthurArdmoor, the director of the temple. He gave a littletalk about the �Grand Union of Heaven and Earth� asreflected in the union of two devoted spouses;
Jasmine and Debbie exchanged their marriagevows and kissed; more jubilant music accompaniedthem as they and the wedding party walked down theaisle and out of the temple.
A little while later, the wedding members andguests descended to the temple basement for the re-ception. Of course Kenny latched on to Misti rightaway, trying to make it obvious to all that they were acouple, who might soon follow Jasmine and Debbieup the aisle. He did make it obvious to Misti, atleast�and gave her a bright idea. She could make itclear to Kenny that she wasn�t going to have sex withhim until they were married�and that she wasn�t go-ing to be ready to get married at least until after promnight! That way she could be perfectly justified in nothaving sex with him then�in delaying the inevitable,and delaying some more, until that mysterious feel-ing of full readiness came upon her�which it mightnever do!
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The thought gave Misti a bright smile, which shemaintained while greeting many people at the recep-tion. Then, still holding hands with Kenny, shegreeted Ronette as music began to play and peoplebegan to dance.
�Ronette! I�m so glad you could come!� Misti said.�Kenny, this is my friend Ronette; she graduated lastyear and she�s a freshman at the U. Ronette, this ismy friend Kenny.� Misti didn�t say �boyfriend.�
Ronette was wearing a bright red dress with a highneck and a long skirt�a lot like Misti�s blue dress,only red. �Uh, hi, Kenny,� Ronette said, her eyes dart-ing back and forth between Misti and Kenny, as if toenvision themmaybe getting married. �I�m really gladto meet you.� She obviously meant she was reallyglad Misti had a boyfriend, even if Misti didn�t callhim that.
�Hey, are you losing weight?� Misti asked. Thoughstill far from slender, Ronette did seem to be a bit lessplump than before.
�A little,� Ronette said. �Not enough�but I�m try-ing.�
She�s trying to be attractive,Misti thought. Ronettewould become very attractive indeed, if only her fig-ure could become as pretty as her face�but wouldshe attract anyone worthy of her?
Misti felt a sudden pang of yearning for Ronette tosucceed, to marry a really good man. A second pang,more disturbing, followed it at once: Couldn�t I evenbecome worthy to marry her myself?
The thought was absurd. Misti tried to eject it, butwithout total success. Of course Ronette would wantto marry a real man who looked like a man, not afreak like Misti. Besides, Misti was gay, a gayshemale just as the bad boys said, and she still hadno sexual feelings for Ronette. She had strong sexualfeelings for Kenny, and she was going to marryhim�someday, perhaps�after a suitably long period
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of delay. Still, she knew not why, there was muchmore bitter than sweet in the bittersweet thoughtthat she would marry Kenny and not Ronette.
Ronette interrupted her thoughts. �I�m sure gladmy dad�s not here,� she said. �He wouldn�t want tosee the wedding of two, uh, so-called sex perverts.�Ronette obviously had no idea that Kenny, and per-haps even Misti herself, were so-called sex perverts.�My dad can�t stand sex perverts, especially whenthey claim to be discriminated against. �Them sexperverts don�t know nothing about real prejudice anddiscrimination,� my dad says. �They could just keeptheir sex perversion quiet and nobody would know,but we can�t keep our skin color quiet and have no-body know. They�re just trying to ride up on thebacks of black people, all the time they scream abouthow they�re victims of prejudice, and it ain�t nothinglike the same.�� Misti could feel Kenny tugging on herhand, strongly suggesting that they should get awayfrom Ronette. Misti disregarded him.
�Well,� Misti said, �you can�t tell your dad this be-cause he isn�t here, but Jasmine and Debbie aren�treally what he would call sex perverts. They�re reallyjust a regular one-male, one-female couple.�
�What?�Ronette�s eyes seemed to bulge almost outof her head. �You mean one of them is really a manunder all that?� She stared at Jasmine and Debbie.�Well, which one is the man?� she asked at last.
�It�s Jasmine�also known as Jeremy.�
�Well, I never would have known! But I�m still gladmy dad isn�t here�because he wouldn�t want to seethe wedding of two people who looked like they weresex perverts, even if they weren�t!� Ronette laughed.
You know, Ronette, I�m really a man under all this,too!Misti could say it right here, right now. Why did-n�t she?
Misti already knew the answer. Ronette wouldwant a man who looked like a man; she wouldn�t
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want to look like a sex pervert to her dad, or to herselfeither. Even if she did, Misti couldn�t bear the dread-ful thought that she might be impotentwith Ronette,who (much unlike Kenny) had never given Misti anerection in her life. If not for those two insurmount-able obstacles, Misti felt, she would not hesitate todump Kenny in favor of Ronette�but, in reality, itwas impossible.
�Hey, Misti,� Kenny said, tugging again to get Mistiaway from Ronette. �I think it�s about time for somedancing, don�t you?� He tugged harder, to make itperfectly obvious that the answer was �yes.�
�Well, I guess I�ll dance with Kenny,� Misti said toRonette. �Thanks again for coming; I hope I�ll see youagain soon.�
�As soon as I lose some more weight!� Ronettegrinned. Misti began to dance a waltz with Kenny.Soon, too soon, Ronette was nowhere to be seen.

*******
The days before the prom passed quickly. Soon,too soon, Misti was in Kenny�s arms and dancingagain. Now, rather than a high-necked royal bluegown, Misti wore a stylish cream-colored prom dresswith spaghetti straps and a daringly low neckline,showing off generous portions of her breasts. Theywere dancing a slow two-step, and Kenny was press-ing Misti tightly to himself�or as tightly as their twoerections would allow.
�Hey, Kenny!� a deep male voice boomed out. �CanI watch you getting a blow job from your gay shemalegirlfriend�or would you rather give her a blow job?�
Misti, frightened, turned to see the source of thevoice. It was Wayne Giocondo, the big football starand well-known anti-gay loudmouth, who was obvi-ously fascinated by the gay sex he claimed to loathe.Wayne often loudly proclaimed his pride in gettingblow jobs only from girls, never from guys�but Misti
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could tell that he really did want to watch Kenny giv-ing her a blow job, if he could.
�Sorry, Wayne,� Kenny said with a smile, �that�sstrictly private. I won�t watch you getting blow jobsfrom girls, and you won�t watch me getting one fromMisti�or me giving Misti one either.�
�That�s what you think,� Wayne said. �I know yougays can�t resist a blow job, even if a real man iswatching.�
�Shut up and stop interrupting the dance,� Kennysaid. He turned away from Wayne and pressed Mistieven closer, squeezing her erection straight upagainst his abdomen, very close to his own upraisederection. Kenny was really getting carried away now,caressing Misti�s big butt and even kissing her neck.Misti saw other couples doing the same. Obviouslythe other couples were going to have sex tonight.Just as obviously, the time for Misti to insist on wait-ing for marriage was drawing dreadfully near.
The slow, romantic music for the two-step ended.Not many seconds later, the band began playingloud, noisome hard rock. This was obviously the sig-nal for numerous couples to leave the ballroom andgo to their rooms in the Resort Inn for sex. Misti felt astrong need to leave, too; one thing she and Kennyhad in common was that they detested hard rockmusic. She hoped Kenny wouldn�t suggest that theygo to a room.
�Hey, that music sucks,� Kenny shouted to makehimself heard. �Why don�t we go outside? We reallyneed to get some fresh air and try to cool off, don�tyou think?�
�Oh, yes!� Misti agreed, terrifically relieved. �Wesure do!�
Keeping their arms around each other, the couplewent out to a big patio where couples were sitting andtalking. The brisk spring evening air invigoratedMisti all over�yes, all over, especially beneath her
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skirt. Together with Kenny�s hand on her butt, itmade Misti�s skirt bulge way out in front. Misti wasglad they were out of doors; she didn�t think Kennywould try to have sex with her out here, especiallywith other couples around. If he did try, though, shefeared it would be very hard for her to resist.
From the patio they walked out to the boardwalk,between the wooded hillside on the left and the oceanbeach on the right. The light from the Resort Inn grewfainter as they walked farther, until Kenny had topull out a small flashlight so they could see. Nowthere were no other couples in sight. He must haveplanned this, Misti thought on seeing the flashlight.She wasn�t sure she wanted to find out what Kennyhad planned�but her giant clitoris, still fully erectbeneath her skirt, was expressing strong interest infinding out just that.
Kenny stopped walking, turned off the flashlight,and faced Misti with both his hands on her hips.�Misti, this is great,� Kenny said. �Thanks so muchfor everything.� He pulled her close to him. She couldfeel his erection, and she knew he could feel hers.They kissed on the mouth, and Kenny plunged histongue deep into Misti�s.
�Misti, it�s time,� Kenny softly said. �It�s promnight, and you know what that means.� He slippedhis hand between them to squeeze Misti�s giant clito-ris through her skirt and panties, to leave no doubtabout what prom night meant. �Please let me. We cango down the stairs here and get under the boardwalk,and no one will know. Just let me get under yourskirt and blow you�please. You can blow me too, ifyou want. It�s up to you. But this really needs to hap-pen. You know it does.� He kept squeezing herthrough her skirt, making her bulb burgeon to maxi-mum size. She felt a warning spurt, warning her thatit would be so easy and so ecstatic to let Kenny blowher. She hardly knew why she felt a need to re-sist�and yet she did.
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�Uh�Kenny, no!� Misti protested. �I�m not ready!I�I want to wait until�uh�I�m married!�
�Misti, no,� Kenny said. �That won�t work. I knowyou�re ready now. Please, Misti�I love you! I needyou! Please prove you love me now!�
Misti felt a surge of extreme eagerness to let Kennyblow her now�but still she resisted, though shefeared her will to resist was growing weak. �No,Kenny,� she said. �Why don�t you prove you love meby not insisting?�
�Misti, that�s just not how it works!� Kenny said ina louder voice. �You�ve got to understand!�
�Hey, Kenny!� Misti was shocked to hear a deepmale voice, close by, coming up from the beach belowthe boardwalk�Wayne Giocondo�s voice. �We�ll holdher if you�ll blow her!�
�What?�Kenny cried. �Where did you come from? Ican�t believe this!�
�You�ll believe it soon enough,� Wayne said. �Wefollowed you here to see a gay blow job, not a bullshitsession about waiting until you�re married. It�s timeright now.�
�Oh, man!� Kenny moaned. �Wait! Don�t hold her!She needs a chance to do it without your help!�
�She�s had her chance, and she blew it,� saidWayne. �It�s time.� Wayne and another big guy as-cended the stairs in the darkness. Misti�s heart waspounding in terror, and yet her extreme excitementdid not diminish. She could not get away. Waynegrabbed her from behind and covered her mouth,while the other big male got down and grabbed herlegs.
�Guys, please let her go,� Kenny pleaded. �Misti,please don�t make me do this right here! Please comedown under the boardwalk with me. No one will haveto hold you, and we can make love like we were
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meant to do.� Misti could not get loose to speak, butshe shook her head NO.
�All right then, Misti,� Kenny said in a soft, patientvoice, squeezing her giant clitoris with both hands,and then beginning to pull her skirt up. �This is to-tally incredible, but I guess it�s all for the best. Youreally need this educational experience. You need toknow, you need to understand, what you�ve been re-fusing to do without knowing anything about it.�Misti�s skirt was way up now. She could feel the chillnight air on her bare legs.
�You need to know from experience what it is tomake love with a man, before you can make an edu-cated decision about whether to refuse or not,�Kenny instructed her, facing her at close range andpulling her panties down over her big butt and herprotruding giant clitoris. �Once you�ve experienced it,Misti, I know you�ll never refuse again.�
He knelt down. His head was under Misti�s skirt.His mouth, surprisingly big, engulfed her hugeengorged bulb and licked it all over. Jolts of the mostextreme excitement Misti had ever known were grip-ping her. Wayne, keeping one hand over her mouth,pushed his other hand down below her neckline, be-low her strapless bra, and gripped her breast. Mististruggled in vain to get him to release her, but thestruggle only inflamed her more. At last she gave upall hope of resistance and plunged her giant clitorisdeeper and deeper into Kenny�s mouth, gushinggreat spurt after spurt of semen into him, while herheart and mind shrieked the words she now couldnot help admitting to herself: I�m gay! Oh my God,yes, yes! I�m incredibly gay!
�OK, that�s it,� said Wayne when Misti gave a deepsigh of dismay, making it clear that her orgasm hadended. He let go of Misti, moved behind Kenny, andgave Kenny a hard kick in the butt. �Sickeningcum-guzzler,� he said. The other male, in a highervoice, said the same thing after also kicking Kenny in
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the butt. Then they strode away on the boardwalk,back toward the Resort Inn.
At long last, when Misti�s erection had almost van-ished, Kenny removed his mouth from her giant clito-ris and emerged from beneath her skirt. �Misti, thatwas the greatest,� Kenny said. �It�s too bad thoseassholes had to follow us and hold you, but I guessit�s all for the best. Uh�would you, you know�wouldyou mind blowing me,
too?�
�No, I don�t want to,� Misti said in an ice-cold voice.
Kenny sighed. �Well, all right, if you insist,� hesaid. He opened his trousers right in front of Misti,and even used the flashlight to illuminate his peniswith one hand, so Misti could see him beating off withthe other. He ejaculated really soon. Misti steppedback so she wouldn�t get any of his semen on her.

*******
Misti said as little as possible to Kenny after that.He took her home soon. Her dad didn�t ask her aboutthe prom, and she gave evasive answers to questionsfrom her mom and her sister Katie. As quickly as pos-sible, she went to her room, removed her coat, andcollapsed on her bed
Soon she heard a soft knock at her door. Shewanted to say �Go away,� but instead she said, �Whois it?�
�It�s me, Katie,� said her sister. She opened thedoor, stepped in, and quickly closed it. �Did some-thing bad happen at the prom?� she askedpoint-blank.
�It was nothing,� Misti wanted to say. She knew itwas false, and Katie would know it was false. Katie, agung-ho member of the Pacific Heights Youth Police,
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wanted to be a detective when she was old enough,and she would be a really good one.
Misti took a deep breath before speaking. �Yeah,something bad happened,� she said. �Kenny and Iwere walking out on the boardwalk, and two guyscame along and grabbed me. They said they�d holdme while Kenny blew me, and�he did.�
Outrage darkened Katie�s face at once. �Did youtell him not to?� she asked.
�I sure did.�
�Well, that�s a crime! That�s oral rape! Are you go-ing to call the police?�
�Uh�I don�t know.�
�You need to call the police! You can�t let him getaway with that! That�s just as bad as any other kindof rape!�
Misti was pretty sure Katie was right, but still shewas afraid�not only for herself, but for Kenny. Whatif Kenny had to go to prison and get mouth-raped, oreven butt-raped, himself�just for succumbing tostrong temptation, for taking advantage of WayneGiocondo�s evil offer? But surely Wayne, at least, de-served to go to prison�and how was he going to go, ifMisti didn�t call the police?
�Uh�I don�t think I want Kenny to go to prison forthis,� Misti said.
�He�ll have a good chance of not going to prison,�Katie said. �His dad�s rich and famous. He�ll get agood lawyer and work out a deal. The guys whograbbed you and held you might not be so lucky,though.�
�They need to go to prison,� Misti said.�Well�yeah, I guess maybe I should call the police,but�is there any way to do it without Mom and Dadfinding out?�
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�We can go for a walk. Let�s do it now. Get yourcoat back on.� Misti complied.
�Hey, Mom, Dad, Misti and I need to go for a walkand talk about some things,� Katie announced whenthey emerged from Misti�s room. �We�ll be back in awhile.� Katie deflected Mom and Dad�s questions,and walked out into the chill night air with Misti.
�OK, now call 911,� Katie said. �A rape case is anemergency. Tell them we�ll meet them at the corner ofBeaton and Manor Road.�
While walking toward Manor Road with Katie,Misti pulled out her cell phone, called 911, and re-ported that she was a victim of an oral rape. Theywalked up toward the Temple of the Grand Union;Misti stared at the great Yin-Yang window, in whichthe Yang now looked almost as dark as the Yin. Soona police car and an ambulance, both with lightsflashing and sirens blaring, sped up and stopped.
Two officers got out of the police car and walkedup, while a couple of paramedics remained near theambulance. �Hey, Katie, short time no see,� said theshorter officer, a dark-haired female.
�Oh, hi, Elena,� Katie said. �This is, uh, my brotherMitch, also known as Misti. Misti, this is ElenaArcturez, who�s one of the instructors for the YouthPolice.�
�Hi, Misti,� Elena said, shaking Misti�s hand. Mistiwas glad she was wearing her coat, so the officerscouldn�t see her prom dress, her breasts, and allthat. �What�s going on here?� Misti told her what hadhappened.
�I told Misti it was oral rape, and it needed to be re-ported right away,� Katie said.
�OK, well, it�s not your usual kind of oral rape,which involves cunnilingus,� Elena said. �But it fitsthe definition, doesn�t it?� She looked to the other of-
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ficer, a tall, light-haired male, who had said nothingso far.
The male officer looked in a little book. �Yeah, itfits,� he said. �Forcible contact of the perp�s mouthwith the victim�s sex organ, not specified what type ofsex organ.�
�And who was the perp, or the perps�the guyswho held you, and the one who blew you?�
�Wayne Giocondo was one of the guys who heldme. I don�t know who the other one was. And the guywho blew me was Kenny Stanniman.�
The male officer was writing things down, but helooked up with a jerk on hearing the nameStanniman. �Is he any relation to Dan Stanniman?�the officer asked.
�Yeah, he�s his son.�
The officer whistled. �Well, this could be big news,�he said, �although I don�t expect to see anythingabout it in the Informer. But this is really big, this isincredible: Dan Stanniman�s son is going to becharged with oral rape!�

Chapter 4
The officer was right: there was no news about therape in the Informer. If there was any in the far moredignified Times of Pacific Heights, it wasn�t obvious.Misti had to be interviewed and told what might hap-pen in the case, but nothing unusual seemed to behappening to Kenny at all; Katie explained that hemust be out on bond. Kenny even kept trying to befriendly with Misti and to appear with her as a cou-ple, just as if nothing out of the ordinary had hap-pened on prom night. Wayne Giocondo, though, hadsilently disappeared from the face of the earth, or atleast from Farquhar Park High, and Misti was gladabout that.
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Before long it was time for graduation, and Kennywas the valedictorian. His speech was all about G�s,L�s, B�s, and T�s overcoming prejudice, discrimina-tion, irrational fear, and such like obstacles to suc-cess, plenty of which still remained even right here atFarquhar Park High, as well as in the wider worldoutside. Misti couldn�t help thinking some of hiswords about irrational fear of gayness were aimedright at her�and she couldn�t help wondering if shereally did suffer from irrational fear. After all, if onlyshe had just eagerly let Kenny blow her�and if shehad even blown him too�mightn�t they have been alot happier?
These disturbing thoughts remained with Misti afew days later, when she took the light-rail car down-town for her first evening of work at Club SwankWank. She was dressed in a cute, moderately sexystyle, with a bit of cleavage showing above the lowneckline of her tight pink top, and quite a bit of herpleasingly plump thighs showing below the highhemline of her short, pleated white miniskirt. Abovethe neckline, in contrast, she looked almost prim andladylike, with her brainy-looking dark-rimmedglasses and her wide white headband holding backher hair.
As instructed, Misti reported to the manager�s of-fice on the top floor of the club. The regular managerwasn�t there, though; instead there was Kenny�s dad,the owner of the club, Dan Stanniman.
�Hello, Misti,� said Mr. Stanniman, whom the em-ployees were supposed to call Dan. �Sit down.� Mistisat down. The hem of her skirt was perilously close toher panties, thinly concealing her giant clitoris. For-tunately she didn�t have an erection; if she had, herclitoris would have been sticking out beyond herhemline.
�I�m glad you�ll be able to work for us this sum-mer,� said Mr. Stanniman, �but we�re going to need tostraighten out a little misunderstanding. I think you
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know what this is about.� Misti hesitantly nodded�yes.�
�I�m not going to beat around the bush. Kenny�s inlove with you, deeply in love, and he let himself getcarried away by it. I know he would never have forcedyou into anything you didn�t want�but he simplycouldn�t resist the opportunity when it presented it-self. In a way he was a victim of those bad boys whograbbed you, just as much as you were. Do you knowwhat I mean?� Misti certainly did not know what hemeant, but she said only, �Uh�I�m not sure.�
�We need you to help Kenny,� Mr. Stanniman said.�A rape conviction could ruin his life. I know youdon�t want that. You do have some feelings left forKenny, don�t you�even after what�s happened?�Misti stared at him in silence�but, even while shestared, she could feel herself beginning to nod �yes�to him.
�We need you to let those feelings grow,� he toldher. �We need those feelings to bring about a full rec-onciliation between you and Kenny�a total reconcili-ation of mind, and heart, and body. We need you toadmit you love Kenny, and you would never want todo anything to hurt him�much less to send him toprison. Misti, let those feelings grow great in you; letthem bring you back to Kenny. In the glory of yourlove, what happened on prom night will seem to benothing but a bad dream�a bad dream that hasended forever.� Misti didn�t know if that was true, butshe had to admit she did still have feelings forKenny�strong feelings, which were making her clito-ris grow great within her panties. She peeked downand saw her panties peeking back at her, beyond herhemline. She knew Mr. Stanniman could see.
�Kenny, it�s time,� Mr. Stanniman called out.Misti�s eyes opened wide as Kenny walked through aside door and came up to her. �Hi, Misti,� Kenny said.�I�m sorry I got carried away. Will you forgive me?�
Misti did not have the heart to cry out, �No! Yourapist! I hate you!� It wasn�t even true. She didn�t
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hate Kenny. She felt sorry for him, and she wanted tohelp him. She would help him, she decided�in theonly way she knew how. �Yes, Kenny,� she said softly.�I�I forgive you. I understand. You�you couldn�thelp yourself. You don�t deserve to go to prison.�
�Oh, Misti!� Kenny cried. �You�re the greatest! Ilove you!� His lips approached hers. They kissed.Kenny�s hands descended to Misti�s butt. She did notresist. Her bulb burgeoned to maximum size.
�I�ll step out and let you consummate your love,�Mr. Stanniman said, rising and exiting through theside door. Kenny wasted no time�or hardly any.
�Misti, I know you want to get married first,� Kennysaid. �We can arrange that right now. There�s a wed-ding chapel, with a minister and everything, righthere at the club. In Pacificum nowadays there�s nored tape or waiting period for a marriage license; youcan apply online and get the license issued in a fewminutes. So, Misti�will you marry me?�
Misti stared at him with her mouth wide open;then she gave a little laugh. �Are you serious?� sheasked.
�You bet!� Kenny assured her. I mean, obviously, ifit didn�t work out, we could call it off later�but I�mpretty sure it will work out. Are you up for it?�
I�m gay, Misti thought yet again. I need to marry aman; I need tomarryKenny! She felt afraid of the painshe and Kenny might undergo if, somehow, theirmarriage didn�t work out�and yet her imaginarypain was soon eclipsed by her fast-growing, real ex-citement. Of course she would discreetly refrain frommentioning the marriage to Mom, Dad, and Katie�toMom, because she didn�t approve of same-sex mar-riage; to Dad, because he still detested the thought ofMisti being a natural-born �shemale�; to Katie, be-cause she still detested Kenny as a supposed rapist.But to Kenny, and to herself, she would speak of themarriage with as much eagerness as she could mus-ter up�at once.
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�Yes, Kenny,� she said. �I�m up for it!� Her giant cli-toris was up for it right now, and so was Kenny�s pe-nis, as she could feel when they embraced and kissedagain. Kenny caressed Misti�s great girlish butt astheir kiss went on and on�but at last he said, �Oh,man! Let�s wait until we�re married�but let�s not waittoo long!�
They went to the wedding chapel right away, gotthe license, and went through the marriage cere-mony. Then they retired to the club�s bridal suite toconsummate their marriage.
In full view of Kenny, Misti stripped and pressedher erect giant clitoris down into hiding between herlegs. Kenny rapidly stripped too, and expressed hisfull approval. �Wow, Misti, you look totally like a girlnow!� he exclaimed. �Let�s go to bed!�
They sat down on the bridal suite�s king-size bed.Misti�s clitoris was still clasped between her legs,with her bulb and most of her shaft sticking out be-neath her thighs at the edge of the bed. Kenny ig-nored it at first as he lovingly kissed Misti�s lips, thenher nipples. She clutched his head hard inrapid-mounting excitement. Then he slipped hishand between her thighs, down her hidden shaft,and onto her swollen bulb. �Oh, Misti, you�re thegreatest!� he murmured. �How do you want it? Any-thing for you, Misti, my love�anything!�
Misti was getting even more excited than she hadbeen when she had her first girlish orgasm at the ageof 11, and she wanted to have another orgasm likethat now. �Kenny, please blow me backwards!� shebegged. �Here!�
Misti turned over on her tummy on the bed, withher seven-inch clitoris sticking out in back, aboveher thighs. Kenny got the idea at once. He lay side-ways on the bed, and his mouth descended to Misti�sbulb; he licked it and sucked it fervently, whileMisti�s big buttocks pumped up and down. Kennypulled Misti�s clitoris up with both hands, makingher emit a quick gasp of discomfort as she felt it
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reaching the limit of its backward arc. Soon the dis-comfort was over, and there was only ecstasy, asKenny was beating Misti�s thick shaft off backwardsand sucking her great bulb with rapid in-and-outmotions. Misti�s hips thundered in orgasm, and hermouth moaned out loud, as her sperm began to roarand gush out of her into Kenny�s quivering mouth.
�Now me!� Kenny said, dribbling much of Misti�ssemen from his mouth back onto her clitoris whileshe was still ejaculating. �Quick!� He raced around tothe other side of the bed, climbed onto it, and spreadhis legs around Misti�s head. Misti did not hesitate totake his penis into her mouth, licking it and suckingit most delightfully, with her mouth pulsating moreand more rapidly on his hot, hard penis, as if he wasgoing to give her an orgasm in her mouth as well asher clitoris. Her hips were still pumping, draining outthe last drop of her semen from her already se-men-drenched clitoris. When Kenny ejaculated, shefelt as if he were actually giving her an orgasm in hermouth, with her lips and tongue throbbing much asher clitoris had done. This time she was so over-whelmed with excitement that she swallowed his se-men, becoming what Wayne Giocondo would havecalled a �sickening cum-guzzler.�
�Oh, wow, Misti!� Kenny moaned. �That�s a wholelot more like it! You�ll never refuse me again now, willyou?�
�No,� Misti admitted. �I loved it. I�m sorry I refusedyou before. I�ll make it up to you�in full, andmore!�

*******
The wheels of justice ground slowly on. Mistipromptly moved into Kenny�s apartment near the U,which he had already rented. She had blown Kenny,and been blown by him, many times before she wassummoned downtown to appear at a deposition inthe case of People of the State of Pacificum v. KennethV. Stanniman. She hoped she could tell the truth
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while also not saying anything to hurt Kenny�butshe wasn�t perfectly sure she could do both at once.
�I�m DickWolfram,� said Kenny�s lawyer, a giganticfat man with a shock of gray hair and a massive mus-tache. He shook Misti�s hand, almost crushing it.Misti already knew the deputy prosecutor, TimBillville, with whom she had previously discussed thecase.
Misti swore to tell the truth, the whole truth, andnothing but the truth; she said her name was Mitch-ell W. MacCraikie, and she was also known as MistiMacCraikie. Then Dick Wolfram started asking herquestions. �You�ve been acquainted with the defen-dant in this case, Kenny Stanniman, for some timenow, haven�t you?� he asked.
�Yes, uh, I think we started to be friends in my ju-nior year in high school, almost two years ago. Thenhe became my�my boyfriend in senior year.� Mistididn�t mention that she had refrained from callinghim her boyfriend.
�Have you engaged in sexual relations with him?�Wolfram asked, as coolly as if he were askingwhether Misti had talked or studied with him.
�Yes, I have,� Misti acknowledged.
�About how many times?�
�Uh�maybe 25 or 30, I guess.�
�When was the first time?�
�It was on prom night, uh�April 23rd of this year.�
�How did that come about?�
�Well�we were dancing at the prom, and then theyput on some hard rock which Kenny and I don�t like,so he asked me to go for a walk with him. We walkedout on the boardwalk, south of the Farquhar ResortInn where the prom was going on. When we got prettyfar away from the prom, we stopped, and�then we
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were kissing. And then, uh�Kenny put his hand onmy, uh, my penis through my skirt.�
�Were you allowing him to put his hand on yourpenis?�
�Yes, I was.�
�Were you sexually excited?�
�Yes, I was.�
�Was he sexually excited too?�
�Yes, he was. Um�we were both extremely ex-cited.�
�Did he let you know he wanted sexual relations?�
�Yes, he did.�
�Did you want to engage in sexual relations withhim?�
�I�I did, but I was embarrassed and afraid, and Itold him I wasn�t ready.�
�Did he try to persuade you that you were ready?�
�Yes, he did.�
�Did he try to force you to have sexual relationswith him?�
�No, he didn�t.�
�All right. What happened after that?�
�Well, a guy named Wayne Giocondo called outfrom the beach below the boardwalk, �Hey, Kenny!We�ll hold her if you�ll blow her!� Kenny was sur-prised, and he said he didn�t want them holdingme�this was Wayne and another guy, I don�t knowwho the other guy was.�
�How did you know it was Wayne? Could you seehim?�
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�I couldn�t see him very well because it was dark,but I recognized his voice. He talked to Kenny at theprom and said he wanted to watch Kenny getting ablow job from his gay shemale girlfriend, meaningme. Um, he said, �I know you gays can�t resist a blowjob, even if a real man is watching.� Wayne was sup-posed to be the real man, you know. So I rememberedhis voice.�
�What did Wayne and the other guy do then?�
�They came up the stairs and grabbed me. Waynegrabbed me from behind and covered my mouth, andthe other guy held my legs.�
�How did Kenny respond to that?�
�He was begging them to let me go.�
�Did they let you go?�
�No.�
�All right. Then what happened?�
�Well�like I said, Kenny was extremely excited,and�I guess he couldn�t resist. He got under myskirt and pulled my panties down, and, uh, put hismouth on my penis.� Misti didn�t mention Kenny�slittle lecture about educating her.
�Did you decide you wanted him to do that, eventhough you had told him you weren�t ready?�
�Yes. Yes, when my penis was in his mouth, I gotincredibly excited, and I decided I did want him to.�
�Did you ejaculate in his mouth?�
�Yes, I did.�
�Aside from the one statement that you weren�tready, did you give Kenny any indication that youwere unwilling to have sexual relations with him?�
�No, I didn�t.�
�You weren�t screaming at him to stop?�
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�No, certainly not.�
�Would you say that, by your willing acceptance ofsexual relations with him, you were letting him knowthat you were ready after all?�
�Yes, I would.�
�Thank you, Misti. No further questions at thistime.�
Tim Billville, a thin young-looking man with shortsandy hair, frowned and asked Misti some questions.�So you told Kenny you weren�t ready, and he wentahead and did it anyway?�
�Yes.�
�Did you tell him you changed your mind and youwere ready after all?�
�No, but�I let him know by how I acted.�
�And he was doing it while you were being heldagainst your will?�
�Yes, I was being held against my will, but�I was-n�t letting Kenny do it against my will. I consented tolet him do it with me.�
�So why did you complain that Kenny raped you?�
�Well, I�I wasn�t thinking straight. I was thinkingabout how I told him I wasn�t ready, and how theguys were holding me against my will, and�I justdidn�t realize that I was really consenting to let Kennygive me a�an orgasm.�
�Are you in love with Kenny?�
�Well, uh�I�uh, yes, I think I am.�
�Isn�t it possible that you were telling the truthwhen you complained that he raped you, and nowyou�re trying to shield him and cover up for him be-cause you�re in love with him?�
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Misti knew it was entirely possible, and more thanpossible. Still, she was determined to help Kenny, notto hurt him�even, perhaps, at the cost of not tellingthe whole truth. �I guess it�s possible,� she admitted,�but I really don�t think that�s what happened. I knowKenny didn�t want to force me into anything. He wasjust too weak to, uh, resist temptation when thoseguys grabbed me.�
This is bullshit, Tim Billville�s angry blue eyes criedout at Misti in silence. His lips, though, said onlythis: �No further questions.�

*******
�Misti, we�ve won! You�re the greatest!� Kenny pro-claimed at Club Swank Wank not long afterward.�The prosecutor gave up and agreed to let me becharged with a misdemeanor battery instead of therape. For that, I can get put on the Misdemeanor Di-version Program, meaning the charge gets dismissedif my dad pays a few hundred bucks and I stay out oftrouble for a year. You�ve saved my career, you�vesaved my life! I owe you everything!�
�Oh!� Misti exclaimed. �Well�I�m really glad!� Theykissed. She knew Kenny would want to blow and beblown again that night. He did. They didn�t even waitto go back to Kenny�s apartment. They stripped andentered a private shower stall at the club. With thewarm water dripping all over them, Misti pressed hergiant clitoris back between her thighs; Kenny kneltbehind her and blew her backwards, giving her asublime, unforgettable orgasm. Then they switchedplaces, and Misti blew Kenny while he caressed herhead and moaned in ecstasy.
�Oh, my God, Misti, I�m so glad I married you!�Kenny moaned as his orgasm ended.
Misti knew what she should say in return, and shesaid it: �I�m so glad I married you, too, Kenny.� Onlyin the remotest depths of her memory, if at all, did
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she recall the vanished time when she wished shemight dump Kenny and marry Ronette�if only thatimpossible event were ever possible.

Chapter 5
The halcyon days of Misti and Kenny�s honeymoonstretched on and on, through the summer and thefall. Misti and Kenny both attended the U. Kenny be-gan at once to major in journalism; Misti, not sureabout a career she might pursue, dabbled in English,French, history, music, and other subjects of inter-est. Their sex life continued to be delectable in the ex-treme. Not until one evening in spring did the firsthint of a possible breakup appear.
�Hey, Misti,� Kenny said, �I�ve been thinking it�stime to move on to a new level. I mean, blow jobs andall that are great, but�well, I�m thinking it�s time totry anal. I�d use a condom, of course. I mean, it�s ac-tually more like what a man and a woman do in bed,you know? You can do it missionary, or dog-style, orjust about any position that a man and a womanwould use.�
�Uh�well�I�m not sure,� Misti said. �Imean�well, would it hurt?�
�Maybe a little at first,� Kenny said, �just like whena girl loses her virginity. But after that, it would bethe most terrific thing. I�m sure you�ll love it. We�ll useplenty of lube, and I�ll go slow and easy.�
I�m gay,Misti thought yet again. This is what gaysdo. I need to do it too. �Well, uh, all right,� she said.�I�ll give it a try.�
�Terrific,� said Kenny. �I know you�ll love it.�
They kissed, and Kenny caressed Misti�s buttocks.Then he lubed his middle finger and slipped it intoMisti�s rectum, a little at a time. Misti wondered if itwas going to start feeling good pretty soon, but it did-
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n�t. All she felt was mild discomfort, and a bit morethan mild disgust.
�Let�s do it standing up in the shower at first,�Kenny said. �That will be the easiest way to getstarted.� Misti complied in silence, stripping and en-tering the shower right after Kenny did the same.
�OK, now I�ll lube you up really good before we turnon the water,� Kenny said. He smeared a hugeamount of lube on his middle finger and stuffed it upMisti�s rectum again and again, as far as it would go.It still wasn�t starting to feel good.
�Now I put on the condom,� Kenny narrated, �andturn on the water, and we go all the way.� He turnedon the water, adjusted the temperature, grippedMisti�s hips, and began to penetrate her from behind.
�Ow! That hurts!� Misti protested.
�Just like a girl losing her virginity,� Kenny in-formed her. �It�ll hurt for a few moments, and thenyou�ll get the most terrific ecstasy.�
The first part of Kenny�s prediction was fulfilled,but the second was not. Kenny succeeded in enteringMisti�s rectum and plunging his condom-sheathedpenis in and out, first slowly, then faster, but Mistigot no ecstasy, even when Kenny raised his hands toher breasts; she did not even have an erection. Sheonly wanted Kenny to ejaculate in the condom andget out.
At last he did. �Oh, wow!� he exclaimed. �That wasthe greatest! Let�s do that again really soon!�
Misti gagged at the thought. �No,� she had to say.�I didn�t like it, and I don�t want to do it again.�
�Oh, Misti, you�ll get used to it, and you�ll love it!�Kenny prophesied, caressing her breasts.
�No, I won�t,� Misti insisted, �because I�m not goingto do it again. Kenny, I love blow jobs. Let�s stick withthose. Please!�
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Kenny half sighed, half snorted. �All right, Misti,�he said, �if you insist. Have it your way.� He did notsound pleased at all.

*******
The full extent of Kenny�s displeasure became evi-dent as the end of the school year drew near. Hebrought a shemale home with him, a short buxomone called Diana, with waves of long blond hair andbig breasts that looked as if they must be pumped upwith hormones. �Misti, you really need to know whatyou�re missing out on. You need this educational ex-perience. Please watch me and Diana, and you�ll seehow great it can be.� Misti stared, rememberingKenny�s words on the night of the rape that Misti hadpretended was not a rape.
Kenny and Diana kissed on the mouth and rapidlystripped each other�s clothes off. Diana�s clitoris wasshort, hardly half as long as Misti�s seven-incher, butit was fully erect. Diana lay on her back on the liv-ing-room couch and raised her knees, just like awoman about to have intercourse with a man in themissionary position. Kenny lubed her up, put on acondom, and slipped his penis almost effortlesslyinto her rectum, while she emitted squeals of delight.She clutched him hard, pumped her hips, and soonbegan to moan in orgasm, while Kenny excited her tothe maximum with rapid thrusts. They both came toorgasm, obviously an overwhelming one for both, atthe same time. By the time their orgasm ended, Mistihad decided what she would do.
�All right, Kenny,� Misti said while they were stillunited, �that�s it. I�ll move out, and you can have a di-vorce. You obviously need to be married to Diana, notme.�
�Ooh, Kenny, yes!� Diana cried, clutching himeven more tightly. Kenny looked dismayed, but hecould not speak. Misti gave him a tight-lipped little
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smile, entered the bedroom, and began to pack upher things.

*******
The divorce was almost as easy to procure as themarriage had been. Before too long Misti was backhome on Beaton Street. For the rest of the school yearshe endured a long commute by light-rail car andtrolley-bus between Farquhar Village and the U. Shealso started to look for a new summer job, for she didnot want to work again at Club Swank Wank whereshe would surely see Kenny and his dad.
An advertisement for a �data entry clerk with occa-sional special duties,� at Rick Ramrod Motors be-tween downtown and Queen�s Bluff, caught Misti�seye, especially because of the unusually high hourlyrate of pay. She figured there must be a huge numberof qualified applicants but she quickly submitted theonline application, including what she thought was arather pretty photo of herself. She was surprised athow soon she got a phone call from Rick Ramrodhimself, asking her to come to the store for an inter-view.
�Hi, Misti,� said Rick Ramrod, a short, muscular,dark-haired man with piercing brown eyes and a goa-tee. He shook her hand and welcomed her into achair, while Misti could see him rapidly evaluatingher looks all over.
�This can be a really good job, if you want it,� hesaid, �but I need to ask you a few questions. The dataentry part isn�t too demanding, as long as you cankeep the numbers straight, but you need specialqualifications for the special duties. Your looks, forone. You�ve definitely got the looks for the job. And Inoticed right away that, last summer, you were a re-ceptionist at Club Swank Wank. Of course you knowwhat goes on at that club, right?�
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�Uh, yes,� Misti admitted. �You know, wanking,and blowing, and things like that. But they don�t al-low, uh, anal sex.� Misti tried to keep an inscrutableface, with no hint of a grimace, but she did not quitesucceed.
�Well, there won�t be any of that on this job,� saidRick Ramrod, �but I do need to ask if you�ve had anyexperience giving blow jobs to men.�
�Well, uh, yes, I have,� Misti said. �I, uh, gave quitea few blow jobs to my boyfriend, before we broke up.�She didn�t call Kenny her �ex-husband.�
�That�s just what we need,� said Rick Ramrod. �I�vegot a terrific, totally daring scheme to sell cars, andyou can be a valuable part of it, if you�re up for it. Ican just tell that you�re the right person for thejob�and your breakup with your boyfriend didn�thappen because you gave him bad blow jobs, did it?�
�Oh, no! Actually, it happened because, uh, hewanted anal sex, and I didn�t.�
�Hell, I don�t blame you. I sure can�t see why any-one wants to do that shit. But like I say, this will beblow jobs only. Let me fill you in, and then you candecide if you want the job.� He filled Misti in. Afteronly a modicum of hesitation, she decided she didwant the job.

*******
�Any man who knows anything about manhood,�Rick Ramrod was soon saying in a powerful, manlyvoice, in a preview of his new TV commercial, �knowsthat a man�s car is his manhood! A wimp with no carhas no manhood! A cheapskate with a cheap car has,at best, questionable manhood! But a real man�aman who buys a specially outfitted Climax Car fromRick Ramrod Motors�has supreme, unquestionablemanhood! And, for a limited time only, Rick RamrodMotors guarantees that, if you buy a Climax Car from
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Rick Ramrod Motors, you will undergo a climax inthis car!�
Rick Ramrod was shown with his arm out-stretched, pointing to a flashy red convertible withthe top down. Suddenly Misti saw herself, dressed ina flimsy low-cut blouse and a red miniskirt, arisingfrom out of hiding in the front passenger seat. Herred bra, cut even lower than the blouse, was plainlyvisible through the thin fabric. The camera swoopedup to show generous portions of her breasts, whileMisti gave the camera a big smile.
�Only Rick Ramrod Motors dares to make thisguarantee!� Rick Ramrod proclaimed, while thename, address, and telephone number of Rick Ram-rod Motors were displayed on the screen.
�Only Rick Ramrod Motors will allow you to in-dulge your supreme, unquestionable manhood to thefullest extent the law allows! So rumble on down toRick RamrodMotors today,and buy thisClimaxCar!�
The commercial ended. �Wow, Misti, isn�t thatgreat?� Rick Ramrod said. �You�re the perfect personfor this job! I can hardly wait to start selling ClimaxCars!�
�Uh, it�s very attention-getting, all right,� Mistisaid. �I�m sure it will sell some cars.�
On the very morning after the commercial first ap-peared, a man appeared at Rick Ramrod Motors�showroom and inquired about buying a Climax Car.Misti was entering data in her cubicle just off theshowroom floor. She didn�t need her glasses to doclose-up work like data entry, but she put them onand peeked around the edge of the cubicle to see theinquirer. He was a lean, healthy-looking older gentle-man with a full head of white hair, wearing expen-sive-looking casual clothes.
�I want one just like in the commercial,� the manwas telling Salvador Antiaguez, the leading sales-man, whose devotion to selling cars equaled even
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that of Rick Ramrod himself. �And I�ll pay cash. Itdoes come with all the special features shown in thecommercial, right�including the girl?�
�You bet,� said Salvador. �Hey, Misti! Please comehere!�
Misti emerged from her cubicle, into the cus-tomer�s eager gaze. She wasn�t wearing red now, andher pink top wasn�t quite as low-cut or flimsy as whatshe had worn in the commercial, but her sky-blueminiskirt was just as short. The customer�s eyesbulged with delight at what he saw.
�This is our special assistant, Misti, who you sawin the commercial,� said Salvador. �She�ll accompanyyou on your, uh, maiden voyage in the Climax Car,and I know you�ll be fully satisfied. And your name,sir, is�?�
�Bob Fickwicke,� said the customer. �I recently re-tired as vice president for sales at Magnum Supreme,and now I�m ready to enjoy life to the full. Misti, I�mextremely glad to meet you.� He shook Misti�s hand.
�OK, Misti, we�ll complete the deal, and we�ll letyou know when Mr. Fickwicke is ready to go,� saidSalvador. Misti dutifully smiled at Mr. Fickwicke andreturned to her cubicle to enter data, until she wascalled upon to perform her special duties.
That happened pretty soon, since there was no fi-nancing to slow the deal down. Salvador shook Mr.Fickwicke�s hand, and Misti accompanied him intothe Climax Car.
�Well, Misti,� Mr. Fickwicke said when they beganto cruise down Arthur Boulevard toward QueenCharlotte Park, �I�ve got to say your looks are just ter-rific. The combination of the prim, proper look abovethe neck, the glasses and the headband and all, withthe totally hot look below the neck�it�s just stun-ning! And do I detect a hint of African-American heri-tage?�
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�Uh, yes,� Misti said. �My mom is a Creole fromNew Orleans. I�m what they used to call an �octo-roon��seven-eighths white, one-eighth black.�
�Have you ever thought of modeling, or acting?�
�Uh, not really, but I guess I might sometime. I�mstill only 19; I�ve got a long ways to go in life, I guess.�
�A long ways to go up, up, and away! I can seeyou�ve got a terrific future ahead of you! You�ve gotthe looks to become a first-rate celebrity!�
It was silly, Misti knew, but she did have an em-barrassing weakness for getting excited when menappreciated her looks�just as much now as whenKenny had first let her know how attractive he foundher. Before long, her panties were peeking out be-yond the hem of her miniskirt�and Mr. Fickwickewas quick to notice.
�Say, Misti, what�s this I see?� he said, pointing toher giant clitoris inside her panties. �Can it be? Areyou a�well, I might think of calling you a �shemale�myself, but I guess the correct term is a�transgendered person�?�
�Yes, I am,� Misti admitted. �And I don�t mind be-ing called a �shemale.� You might call me a natu-ral-born shemale; I�ve got a rare hormone imbalancethat makes me look and sound female�except I don�tlook female down there.� She pointed to her giant cli-toris, now fully erect inside her panties.
�Oh, is it all right if I touch it?� Mr. Fickwickeasked, bringing his hand closer.
�Sure, it�s fine with me,� Misti assured him. Hisfingers surrounded her bulb, and she pressed hishand down with her own.
�It�s incredibly beautiful,� said Mr. Fickwicke.�Misti, I�m so glad you�ll allow me to do this with you.It expresses a side of me that I�ve had to suppress forfar too long. My wife is a fine woman, but she has nounderstanding of things like this.�
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Misti felt a bit sick at the thought that she was as-sisting Mr. Fickwicke in cheating on his wife. Shetried to bear up, but she hoped the experience wouldbe over soon. �Uh, would you like to pull up intoQueen Charlotte Park for your climax,� she asked,�or would you prefer Farquhar Park?�
�Well, I�d like to go a little farther out, if you don�tmind,� he said. Misti felt dismayed. Beyond FarquharPark, Arthur Boulevard curved around to join the in-terstate. From there, to the left, the interstate wentaround the outskirts of Pacific Heights, past Bea-consfield, University Heights, and Rutland Ridge,and on up toward Eagle Point and Canada. To theright, it went past Seaview Grove, Appledale, andother towns, to Quoheemish and beyond; if you fol-lowed it far enough, you would get to California. Mr.Fickwicke didn�t seem to be the kind of person whowould try to abduct Misti to California without warn-ing, but she was glad she had her cell phone with herto call for help in case he did.
�Let�s just listen to a bit of music while we rollalong,� said Mr. Fickwicke, removing his hand fromMisti�s bulb for a minute and turning on the car ra-dio, but then returning his hand to her bulb. He se-lected KFIQ, FM 102.2, the �oldies but goodies� sta-tion. The radio began to play a steady stream of oldsongs, mostly about sex�Light My Fire, Lady Will-power, Angel of the Morning, Sex Machine, andmore�interspersed with commercials, including onefor Rick Ramrod Motors. Then, when Mr. Fickwickeaccelerated onto the interstate heading towardQuoheemish and California, the radio began to playWhy Don�t We Do It in the Road.
�Why don�t we do it in the road!� Mr. Fickwicke ex-claimed. �It�s perfect! This is destiny!� Glancing atMisti, he explained: �You see, Misti, when I was muchyounger, I was inspired by a book called RepublicanPartyReptile. In that book, the author wrote about re-ceiving sexual favors while driving at speeds in ex-cess of 100 miles per hour. That became my dream,my vision, my destiny. Today, at long last, I will fulfill
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my dream.� Removing his hand momentarily fromMisti�s bulb, he unzipped his trousers and extractedhis erect penis, a slender one about six inches long.
�And now, if you please, my climax,� said Mr.Fickwicke, replacing his hand on Misti�s bulb whileaccelerating way above the speed limit.
Misti was terrified. She thought of calling for helpright now on her cell phone, even at the risk of gettingfired from Rick Ramrod Motors for failing to give thecustomer the promised climax. The problem withthat idea was that help might not arrive until afterthe climax would have ended, if she did give it to him.�Uh�you�ll slow down after the climax, won�t you?�Misti frantically begged to know.
�Of course,� Mr. Fickwicke assured her. Misti un-did her seatbelt and applied herself with all her mightto giving Mr. Fickwicke the incredibly exciting blowjob he desired. It seemed the best way to safety underthe circumstances. The terror of the high-speed racetoward orgasm even increased Misti�s own excite-ment, especially since Mr. Fickwicke was steeringwith his left hand while stretching out his right armto keep squeezing her bulb. Before long Misti couldn�tkeep from ejaculating in her panties, getting semenall over Mr. Fickwicke�s hand. He wiped his hand onMisti�s miniskirt, the only thing available; then he ca-ressed her head while she continued to suck and lickhis penis with all her might.
�Hold on, Misti,� Mr. Fickwicke soon said. �The po-lice are behind us�but this would be a pretty poorClimax Car if it couldn�t outrun a police car! Oh,Misti, this is incredible bliss! It will be well worth theprice of a speeding ticket.� Misti, desperately desiringthe price to be only a speeding ticket and not a fatalcrash, applied herself to trying to finish the blow job.It wasn�t easy, because Mr. Fickwicke was obviouslytrying to prolong the experience.
Soon Misti heard something even louder than theroad noise and the music, a great whirring soundthat seemed to be coming up from behind the Climax
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Car until it was almost directly overhead. She could-n�t look up and see what it was, because of the blowjob, but it made her feel afraid. �Yes, Misti, yes! Blowme harder! I�m almost there!� Mr. Fickwicke cried, al-most shouting to make himself heard over the whir-ring sound. Misti was already blowing him as hard asshe could, but she tried to make it seem that she wascomplying with his wish.
�Oh! Yes! Oh, yes!Misti, you�re the greatest! This isheaven on earth!� Mr. Fickwicke moaned. The car be-gan to swerve. He took his right hand from Misti�shead and gripped the steering wheel with it. At last hewas ejaculating into Misti�s mouth. Misti sucked himoff as fully as possible. Then she spat his semen ontothe plush carpet of the Climax Car and arose to seewhat was around her.
The whirring noise was coming from a PacificumState Police helicopter directly overhead. Straightahead was a line of three state police cars, one ineach traffic lane on the interstate, blocking trafficand slowing down to force Mr. Fickwicke to slowdown too. He did slow down at last, and leisurelypulled over onto the shoulder. The lone police carthat had been pursuing him pulled up directly be-hind; the three police cars ahead pulled over onto theshoulder and blocked him in; the helicopter landedin the grassy median.
�Any idea how fast you were going?� the officer whohad followed him asked after getting his license andregistration.
�I don�t think we need to discuss that,� said Mr.Fickwicke. �If I�ve been speeding, I�ll pay the ticket.�
�I clocked you at 129,� the officer said. �You�reGod-damn lucky you didn�t kill somebody.�
�He was getting a blow job from that female whiledriving at that speed,� announced an officer who hadjust emerged from the helicopter. �We�ve got aerialphotos of it.�
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Mr. Fickwicke looked around. �Isn�t this a bit ex-treme for a simple speeding incident?� he asked.�Four police cars and a helicopter? What is this worldcoming to? Aren�t there better uses of police re-sources?�
�This isn�t a simple speeding incident,� said thefirst officer. �Aside from the crime of reckless driving,we�re investigating business corruption. We receivedinformation that Rick Ramrod Motors was offeringprostitution services to sell cars. In case you didn�tknow, that�s cheating, and it�s against the law. It�s aform of the crime of business corruption. We were go-ing to set up a sting to catch Rick Ramrod, but youbeat us to the punch. We�d hardly started surveil-lance when you showed up to buy a Climax Car.When you and the female rode off in one together, wefollowed you to observe whether an act of prostitu-tion was going to occur. One did. So, now you�re un-der arrest for reckless driving and patronizing a pros-titute.�
The officer quickly handcuffed Mr. Fickwicke, whoprotested, �Under arrest! For simply speeding andenjoying myself on a public highway? This is an out-rage! I need to speak with my attorney at once!�
�In due time,� the officer said with a grin. �First youneed to get booked in. Right this way, please.� He andone of the other officers escorted Mr. Fickwicke to thewaiting police car.
�All right, let�s go,� another officer said,handcuffing Misti. �You�re under arrest for prostitu-tion.� Misti thought of protesting, but she could notspeak. Of course,Misti thought. I already knew that�swhy the pay was so good! Mr. Fickwicke had notgiven Misti money for the blow job, but Rick Ramrodhad. With bitter chagrin, Misti remembered whenshe had thought herself better than bad boys merelybecause she didn�t beat off. Now, she was forced tosee, she was barely better than the filthiest, most dis-gusting slut who exchanged blow jobs for drugs.Worse yet, Mom and Dad and Katie were sure to find
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out how bad she was�and they would find out reallysoon.

Chapter 6
�Business corruption probe nets car dealer, cus-tomer, hooker,� blared the big headline in the PacificHeights Informer. It had been bad enough when Mistihad to admit what happened, to face the combineddispleasure of Mom, Dad, and Katie, after asking Dadto bond her out. Now they were all reading all about itat breakfast, while Misti helplessly looked on. Sureenough, Rick Ramrod, 46, owner of Rick Ramrod Mo-tors, had been arrested for business corruption andpromoting prostitution; Robert R. Fickwicke, 67, aretired business executive, had been arrested forreckless driving and patronizing a prostitute; and the�hooker,� Mitchell W. �Misti� MacCraikie, 19, hadbeen arrested for prostitution.
�This is the bottomless pits,� Dad said. �Mitch,your future is ruined. Maybe you should havethought of that before you took that Rick Ramrod job.I should have known this would happen when wefound out from the Moob Doc that your surgerywouldn�t work.�
�I hope you�ll decide to go to confession,� Momsaid, more hopefully. �There were saints who did farworse things than this, but they changed their lives,and you can too, with God�s help.�
Misti hadn�t gone to confession for years, and shewasn�t at all sure she wanted to go now�but at leastshe began to think of all the sins she might confess, ifshe did ever go again. There was the act of prostitu-tion, and appearing in an indecent advertisement,and countless blow jobs with Kenny, and being un-truthful under oath at the deposition . . . Mististarted to get dizzy and sick even trying to think of ev-erything she would have to say, if she ever again wentto confession.
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�There might be a way out of this,� Katie said.�Plenty of people who get arrested for crimes, espe-cially misdemeanors like yours, get good plea dealsor even get their cases dismissed if they co-operatewith the police. I mean, for one thing, they�ll probablywant you to testify against Rick Ramrod. And theremight even be other things that could come up, whoknows what!�
As it turned out, Katie�s suggestion was the oneMisti accepted first, and surprisingly soon. Beforebreakfast was over, Misti�s cell phone rang. �Hey,Misti!� said the voice on the other end. �This is Jas-mine! Long time no see!�
�Oh, hi,� Misti said. �Yes, too long. How are you?�
�I�m doing great, but incredibly busy. Sorry I have-n�t kept in touch, but what with working for the bu-reau and going to school, and being a proud parentand all that, I�ve hardly had time to eat and sleep.�
�Oh, a proud parent?�
�Yeah, Debbie had a baby a couple of months ago,a girl. You know what, we named her Misti after you.�
�Oh, really! I�d love to see her! But�if you�re allthat busy, how are you finding time to call me now?�
�I�m on the job at the PBI. I read about your littleadventure in the Informer. I think we can help eachother out. Can you come downtown to the bureauheadquarters, and talk with me and some otheragents about an investigation you might want to beinvolved in?�
�Uh�well, I was thinking I had to go to work�al-though I�m not sure what will happen now that theowner�s been arrested.�
�I�m thinking maybe you won�t want to work thereany more. I mean, you sure don�t want to get chargedwith prostitution again, do you?�
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�No!� Misti looked around. All eyes were fixed onher. �It�s Jasmine, my friend from high school, who�sworking for the PBI,� Misti said. �Jasmine thinks Ishould quit my job and go in to talk about an investi-gation. It might help me out.�
�Quit the job,� Dad said. �It�s not worth it.�
�Oh, yes, please quit!� Mom said.
�Sounds good to me,� Katie said. �This could be thechance of a lifetime!�
�All right, I quit,� Misti said to Jasmine. �Just tellme how to get to the bureau headquarters.�

*******
Misti took the light-rail car downtown fromFarquhar Village, and transferred to the unique Un-derground Screw Car that went up the steepCapitoline Hill to the Pacificum State Capitol. Nearthe capitol was the big state government building inwhich the headquarters of the Pacificum Bureau ofInvestigation were located. Misti found the PBI head-quarters and told the receptionist she was here for ameeting with Jasmine Fitch.
�Hi, Misti,� Jasmine said when Misti entered theroom for the meeting. �Glad you could come. This ismy supervisor, Bill Wilfraw, and this is JimRackreeve, who�s in charge of the special investiga-tion we�re going to talk about.� Misti shook handswith the two men and sat down.
�OK, Misti,� said Jim Rackreeve, a big man withblack hair, big black eyebrows, and a bigger blackmustache, �we�re conducting an investigation of asuspect in a sex trafficking case, named Prince AtaviBusharka. He�s a legal resident of this country, agraduate student at the U, but suspected of shippingAmerican women to his country for sex slavery. Ap-parently American women are greatly in demand overthere, because the men there regard them as
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sex-crazed sluts. We haven�t been able to pin himdown yet. We�re pretty sure there�s evidence of thetrafficking on his computer, but we haven�t been ableto get a search warrant. And that�s where you comein, if you�re interested in helping us�and helpingyourself too. We�d like you to help out in a sting oper-ation against him. We can pretty much guaranteeyour little prostitution charge will go away if you helpout.�
�I�d like that,� Misti said, �but how am I going tohelp you get a search warrant? I mean, is he going totry to traffic me, or what?�
�His MO,� said Rackreeve, �meaning method of op-eration, is that he first has sex with a victim himself,to make sure she�ll make a satisfactory sex slave.Then he quickly incapacitates her and begins theshipping process. What makes you so valuable to usis that you�ve got the total appearance of a female,but he�ll find out you�re not really one when he gets tothe right point in his effort to have sex with you.Prince Atavi Busharka absolutely loathes homosexu-als. When he finds out you�re one, he�ll most likely at-tack you, and you�ll have to defend yourself until wecan arrest him. Then, when we�ve got probable causeto believe he�s committed a hate crime, we should beable to get a search warrant to see if there�s anyhate-crime-related crap on his computer. If we hap-pen to find evidence of trafficking in the process, somuch the better.�
�Uh�how am I going to defend myself?� Misti de-manded to know. �And how are you going to makesure you can arrest him quick?�
�You�ll have a can of pepper spray to defend your-self, and you�ll be installed in a specially outfittedapartment near the U. His favorite location to meetfemales is Acacia Fountain at the U. As you may beaware, a lot of pickups happen at that location, so heblends right in. You can eagerly let him come to yourapartment. Agents will be waiting in the closets.You�ll be wearing a recording device to show him at-
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tacking you, and the agents will burst out to arresthim. I admit there will still be some danger, but we�lldo everything we can to minimize it.�
Misti thought about it. She didn�t like the thoughtof danger, but she certainly did like the prospect ofhaving the charge against her dismissed�and also ofhelping to capture a sex-slave trader. �All right,� shesaid. �I�ll do it.�

*******
�Busharka heading toward Acacia Fountain,� Jas-mine reported after hearing a transmission from an-other agent. �OK, Misti, this is it. See you at theapartment�with him.�
�I�ll do what I can,� said Misti. In her style of dress,she was already doing all she could to attract the at-tention of the sex-slave trader. Her red skirt, thoughshort, wasn�t as short as the miniskirts she had wornfor Rick Ramrod Motors, because there must be nodanger that Busharka would find out before the timethat Misti wasn�t really a female. Her low scoop neck-line, though, was as daring as any to be seen aroundthe fountain, notorious as a gathering place for sexilydressed females to await being picked up bysex-crazed males. Misti�s bare breasts were visible al-most down to her nipples, and the straps of herskimpy, flimsy red bra were peeking out from thesides of her neckline. She stood tall and lookedaround, with her glasses on of course, to try to spotPrince Atavi Busharka when he arrived.
In a few minutes she saw him striding toward thecrowd around the fountain. He was dark, extremelyhandsome, and almost six and a half feet tall, withmasterful-looking dark eyes and golden-brown skinmuch like Misti�s own. Misti could readily see why hehad such success in picking up, then abducting,gullible girls from the U.
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She fixed her eyes on him and stood even taller.Soon he noticed her. After making sure he was look-ing at her breasts, she gave him a coy, semi-shy smileand turned away from him, but then looked back andsmiled again. Her broad hips gave him exciting sig-nals too. She glanced back again. It was working. Hewas following her.
She turned to face him and gave him a brilliantsmile. �Hi, can I help you?� she said.
�I am sure you can,� he replied, in a deep, melliflu-ous voice. �I am not one to beat off around anybushes. You will give me sex, please.�
�Ooh!� Misti squealed. �Why�this is so sudden!�She tried to look and sound pleased at his attentions,and found it surprisingly easy.
�I am not one to waste any time,� said the prince.�It is well known that many American women willgive men sex on demand. Obviously you are amongthese women. I can promise you the most sublimesatisfaction. You will come with me to my palace ofsexual fulfillment.�
�Oh!� said Misti, thinking fast. �Well�I�m stillpretty young, you see, and my mother always taughtme not to go to any palaces of sexual fulfillment withstrangers.� She clasped her hands behind her backand let the prince ogle her breasts to the full. �But itwould be so exciting if you�d come to my apartmentwith me!�
The prince frowned, but then said, �Your apart-ment is nearby, and suitable for sexual fulfillment?�
�Oh, yes, it is! Please come and see!� Misti took theprince�s hand and pressed her breast against hisarm.
�Very well,� said the prince. �When you have un-dergone the most sublime satisfaction, I am sure youwill no longer hesitate to accompany me to my pal-ace.�
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Misti and the prince walked hand in hand awayfrom the fountain and toward the apartment. �I�mMisti,� she said. �What�s your name?�
�I am Prince Atavi Busharka, here in this countryfor my graduate studies in international rela-tions�and, I freely admit, for sex with Americanwomen. In my country, the women have no conceptof freedom such as the American women have. Any-thing other than marriage and childbearing is be-yond their horizon. You, of course, are on the pill?�
�Oh! Well, you see�I don�t need the pill, becauseI�ve been fixed so I can never have babies.� That wastrue enough, Misti thought; she hadn�t been steril-ized, as the prince might infer from her words, butGod had certainly fixed her so she could never givebirth to a baby.
�It is a sign of advanced thinking,� said the princewith approval. �In my country, such a thing happensonly to the women of the poorer classes without theirconsent. American women can see that this is desir-able and liberating, so they voluntarily procure it.�Misti didn�t know what to say in response to that; shehoped the prince wouldn�t expect her to say any-thing.
After some more walking and talking, they arrivedat the apartment on Pendragon Avenue, just off cam-pus. Misti unlocked the door and they entered. Theprince noted with approval that the bedroom, con-taining a gigantic bed suitable for unrestrained love-making, was the main room of the apartment. Asidefrom the bedroom, there were only the bathroom, asmall kitchen area, and a couple of closed doors thatappeared to be for walk-in closets.
�It is modest,� the prince commented, �but quitesuitable for sexual fulfillment. Your taste is com-mendable. And now, if you please, a kiss.�
�Oh, yes!� said Misti. �But please excuse me, I needto use the restroom for a minute.�
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Misti used the little bathroom not only for one of itsintended purposes, but also for taking off her glassesand hiding her giant clitoris between her legs. Itwould have been too awkward to walk all the wayfrom Acacia Fountain to the apartment with it hid-den, but now she must hide it so the prince wouldn�tprematurely notice it. Fortunately the prince wasn�tnearly as exciting to her as she was to him; as shedidn�t have an erection, it was really easy to bend herclitoris back and hide it. Hoping the prince wouldn�tnotice the difference between her present mincingwaddle and the way she had walked before, Mistiemerged from the bathroom and entered the prince�sembrace for a kiss.
It took all Misti�s acting ability to pretend she wasgetting totally hot and excited while the prince stuckhis tongue in and out of her mouth and gripped herbutt. Misti wondered why this, unlike her escapadewith Mr. Fickwicke in the Climax Car, wasn�t consid-ered prostitution, since it was at least as repellent asreal prostitution. She couldn�t figure it out, unlessthere was some big, un-obvious difference betweengetting paid in money and getting paid in dismissal ofa prostitution charge. Still, just as in the Climax Carepisode, Misti had let herself in for this, and she wasgoing to go through with it.
The prince progressed to stripping off Misti�sscoop-neck top, undoing her bra, and kissing hernipples while they sat on the bed. This, at least, wasgenuinely exciting, since Misti�s nipples were totallyunable to resist arousal from being kissed. Sheclasped the prince�s head in her arms and gave outlittle erotic moans.
The time was drawing near for the prince to findout Misti was not what she seemed to be. His handwas entering her panties, slipping down to her delta,and probing for her womanly entryway. She kept herlegs pressed tightly together, but not tightly enoughto keep him from forcing his hand between them. Hefelt Misti�s thick hidden shaft�and gave a suddenshout of wretched loathing and disgust.
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�Aarruugghh!� he yelled, ripping his hand away.�This is wrong! You have deceived me! You are a ho-mosexual! For this you must be punished!� Heslapped Misti in the face, really hard. She reachedinto the pocket of her skirt and fumbled for the pep-per spray. She couldn�t get it out before the princeforced her to turn over and started to spank her barebutt, and her backward-facing giant clitoris too, withhis bare hand.
�It is a shame I have no whip, no cat o�nine tails!�the prince snarled. �In my country, a homosexualwould be flogged within an inch of life for such decep-tion! The homosexual�s rectum would be torturedwith red-hot irons! You are deserving of the same!�
Misti didn�t hear the PBI agents quietly emergingfrom the closets. They first made their presenceknown by shouting, �PBI! Freeze!�
The prince stopped spanking Misti, abruptly stoodup, and looked around defiantly. �It is wrong,� he de-clared. �Invasion of privacy. In America there is theright to privacy. You will be sued for many millions ofdollars.�
Jim Rackreeve, pointing a gun at the prince, justlaughed. �No, I know it was OK with Misti for us to behere,� he said, �and you�re just a casual guest, herefor a limited purpose only, with no legitimate expec-tation of privacy. Now you�ve committed a hate crimeas defined by Pacificum law, by attacking Misti forbeing a homosexual. So you just stand right thereand get some handcuffs on, please.� Jasmine cameup behind the prince and quickly handcuffed him.
�You will be put to shame and punished for violat-ing my diplomatic immunity,� said the prince.
�Sorry, bud, you don�t have any,� said Rackreeve.�Of course we checked that out. Your status as a he-reditary prince doesn�t give you any official standingwith your country�s government. We�ll be sure to no-tify your consulate that you�ve been arrested. Now
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let�s go.� The agents escorted the prince out of theapartment.
Jasmine turned and said, �Thanks a lot, Misti! I�llgive you a call and we�ll have you over for dinnersoon.�

Chapter 7
�Shemale beauty helps PBI nab prince in sex traf-ficking probe,� the Informer soon proclaimed. Picturesof Prince Atavi Busharka and of Misti adorned the ar-ticle.
�Agents of the Pacificum Bureau of Investigationyesterday arrested a foreign graduate student, PrinceAtavi Busharka, on hate-crime charges,� the articlesaid. �Charges of sex trafficking were quickly addedafter a search warrant was obtained and evidence oftrafficking was found on Busharka�s computer.Busharka is believed to have been involved in the ab-duction of over 20 American women for sale into sexslavery.
�PBI agents had been investigating Busharkawithout success until a young, gay, transgenderedbeauty, Misti MacCraikie, 19, was enlisted to assistthe investigation. Busharka was known to have sexwith his victims before abducting them, and was alsoknown to harbor hatred of homosexuals. The PBI an-ticipated that Busharka would commit a hate crime,for which he could be arrested, upon finding thatMacCraikie was biologically male while attempting tohave sex. This proved to be true.�
Here the picture of Misti, labeled �MacCraikie,� ap-peared. It showed her wearing the same sexy clothesin which she had attracted the prince. The articlethen focused on Misti.
�I first found out about this investigation,� Mistiwas quoted as saying, �from my friend JasmineFitch, who works for the PBI. Jasmine thought I
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could attract the attention of Prince Atavi Busharkaand lead him to an apartment where PBI agentswould be hiding in closets, waiting to arrest him if hecommitted a hate crime.
�I put on some sexy clothes and watched for theprince at Acacia Fountain on the University campus.He did find me attractive, and I promised to have sexwith him if he accompanied me to the apartment.
�When we got to the apartment, the prince was ea-ger to have sex with me�until he found out I was ac-tually a male. Then he attackedme, and vilified me asa homosexual. I was really afraid of what might hap-pen, until the PBI agents came out of the closet andarrested him.�
Hardly had the article appeared in the Informer,whenMisti got a call from Kenny�s dad. �Hi, Misti,� hesaid. �This is Dan Stanniman. Hey, I should have toldyou this before, but no hard feelings about the di-vorce from Kenny, OK? I know these things happen,and it�s not necessarily anybody�s fault.�
�Uh, OK, no hard feelings,� Misti agreed, wonder-ing what the call was really about.
�I also wanted to say,� Mr. Stanniman went on, �Igot a call from my friend Bill Climpson, the edi-tor-in-chief of Pumphouse magazine. He wanted toknow how to get a hold of you. You see, he�s puttingtogether an article called �Pacificum�s SexiestShemales,� and he thinks you�d be perfect for it, ifyou�re interested. Do you mind if I give him yournumber?�
�Uh�well�no, I don�t mind,� Misti said. Shehoped it wasn�t a mistake, but she felt she could usesome real excitement after the disgusting episodewith Prince Atavi Busharka. It would be really excit-ing to let men admire her in the nude from afar�es-pecially since, unlike in gym class, the men couldn�tmake any lewd remarks or do anything indecent inher presence.
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�Great,� said Mr. Stanniman. �I�m sure you�ll behearing from him soon.�

*******
Misti did hear from Bill Climpson soon�within afew minutes. He invited her to come downtown to theeditorial offices of Pumphouse, high up in the Mag-num Supreme Building. Misti complied, but she did-n�t dress as she had done to attract the prince. Shewore a high-necked, only slightly sheer white blouse,and a plain blue skirt that came down almost to herknees.
�Hi, Misti, welcome, welcome,� said Bill Climpson,pumping Misti�s hand. He was a short, stout manwith flowing light gray hair and pale blue eyes.�Please sit down.� Misti sat down and pulled herhemline as close to her knees as it would come.
�I�m sure you know what Pumphouse magazine isall about,� he said. �We got started right here in Pa-cific Heights, way back in the early �60s, combiningthe finest in art and literature with the satisfaction ofevery red-blooded American man�s and boy�s desireto see the girl next door in the nude. Today we carryon that great tradition, in both print and electronicformats�but today we recognize that the girl nextdoor may have a certain something extra that ordi-nary girls don�t have, as you do. I�m putting togetheran article on Pacificum�s sexiest shemales, and Ithink you�d be a stunning addition to it. In fact, Ithink you could look really good in the centerfold.The pay would be pretty good for a small amount ofpleasant, exciting work, too. Are you interested?�
�Well, yes, I think so,� Misti said. She was alreadygetting excited at the thought of letting every avail-able red-blooded American man and boy see her inthe nude.
�Excellent. Here�s your contract. If it looks OK toyou, just sign it, and we�ll get going at once.�
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Misti read the contract, which didn�t seem to haveany obviously objectionable provisions, and signedit. �Great, now I�ll take you to the photographer in thestudio,� said Bill Climpson.
Soon Misti was posing for many photos, beginningwith one of her opening her blouse to reveal herbreasts in her skimpy bra. Before long she was nudeexcept for her panties, but still wearing her glassesand her headband. The photographer took manyshots of her in her panties, with her giant clitoris hid-den between her legs. Some of them were frontalshots that showed her bare breasts but not her clito-ris; others were side views that showed her breasts,her big butt, and the distinct outline of her back-ward-facing clitoris and her balls within her pantiesunder her butt. Then the photographer had her lie onher back, raise her knees, and pull her panties partway off, so her nude clitoris and balls could be seenbelow her upraised thighs.
After the photo session was over, Bill Climpsonhimself interviewed Misti. Before long he e-mailedher the proofs of the interview, and this is what sheread.
PUMPHOUSE: Misti, I�m sure many of our readershave read about how you helped the Pacificum Bu-reau of Investigation catch the suspected sex traf-ficker, Prince Atavi Busharka. That must have been avery satisfying experience, to be able to help put astop to the abduction of American women by passingyourself off as a genuine female to a foreign princewho absolutely loathed shemales. How did that comeabout? What was your personal history that led up tothis victory over sex slavery?
MISTI MacCRAIKIE:Well, I�m what youmight calla natural-born shemale; I�ve got a rare hormone im-balance that makes me look and sound almost totallyfemale, but I�m actually still a male. I first found outabout it when I was only 11 years old. I noticed thatmy breasts were starting to look like a girl�s breasts.By the time I was 13, I had to wear an A-cup bra. My
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dad wanted me to get male breast reduction surgery,but the doctor said it wouldn�t work because of thehormone imbalance.
PUMPHOUSE: You don�t still wear an A cup, doyou?
MISTI: No, I wear a B.
PUMPHOUSE: How did you feel about looking andsounding like a girl? Embarrassed? Excited?
MISTI: Well, both. It was pretty exciting to havebreasts like a girl, but it was really embarrassingwhen boys teased me about them, and called me the�world�s sexiest shemale,� and things like that.
PUMPHOUSE: The world�s sexiest shemale! Say,maybe that�s not far from the truth! Did you haveboys lining up around the block to ask you for dates?
MISTI: Actually, no. Most of the boys just wantedto look at me and tease me, and sometimes beat off infront of me. I did have a boyfriend for a while, but webroke up when he wanted anal sex, which I didn�twant.
PUMPHOUSE: How about a girlfriend?
MISTI: I wish! But no, I don�t have a girlfriend ei-ther.
PUMPHOUSE: So how did you come to be involvedin the Busharka investigation?
MISTI: Well, I knew Jasmine Fitch, who works forthe PBI. I was friends with Jasmine from high school,where we were both opposed to a counselor who waspushing sex reassignment surgery for 16-year-olds.Then later on I was the maid of honor at Jasmine�swedding. After that I lost touch with Jasmine for awhile, and I got involved in something pretty idiotic,the Rick Ramrod Motors business corruption scan-dal, which you may have read about. My part in itwas giving a customer a blow job while he drove morethan 100 miles an hour on the interstate. For that, I
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got arrested for prostitution, and got in the news.Jasmine read the news article and called me up tosee if I�d be interested in participating in theBusharka investigation, which could help me get mycharge dismissed, and I said I would.
PUMPHOUSE: So then you attracted Busharka�sattention at Acacia Fountain at the U, right? How didyou, out of all the females looking to be picked up atthe fountain, manage to get his attention?
MISTI: Well, I was wearing some pretty revealingclothes. I stood tall and smiled at him, and turnedaround and looked back at him, and swung my hips,and I saw he was following me. Then I turned andsaid, �Hello, can I help you?��and he asked me tohave sex with him, just like that. He wanted me tocome to what he called his �palace of sexual fulfill-ment,� but I told him my mother always told me notto go to any palaces of sexual fulfillment with strang-ers. So we went to the apartment where the PBIagents were waiting in the closets, and he startedkissing me and feeling me up for sex.
PUMPHOUSE: It must have been quite a shockwhen he found you had a cock. Were you hiding it be-tween your legs?
MISTI: Yes, and it was obviously a terrific shockfor him when he found out.
PUMPHOUSE: Do you mind telling me how longyour cock is?
MISTI: Well, I call it my giant clitoris, and it�sseven inches long.
PUMPHOUSE: So then he was totally outragedwhen he found out you were a male with a seven-inchcock?
MISTI: Yes, he went wild and said, �This is wrong!You have deceived me! You are a homosexual! Forthis you must be punished!� He slapped me andspanked me, and said in his country a homosexual
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would be flogged and tortured with red-hot irons forsuch deception, and I deserved the same. Then,when the PBI agents came out and arrested him, hethreatened to sue them for millions of dollars for in-vading his privacy. I was pretty frightened when hewas attacking me, but I almost laughed out loudwhen he said that.
PUMPHOUSE: Well, Misti, thanks a lot for this in-terview, and let me tell you, you�ve obviously got agreat future ahead of you as the world�s sexiestshemale!
Misti still wasn�t sure what she thought of the ideaof being the world�s sexiest shemale, especially whenshe read the rest of Bill Climpson�s message. �I�vetaken the liberty,� he said, �of showing your interviewand your pictures to Rod Bimstone, my partner insome exciting enterprises that are more explicit thananything you�ll see in Pumphouse. As you may know,Rod Bimstone is the leading producer of adult videoin the State of Pacificum. If all goes well, some ex-tremely exciting and lucrative prospects may openup for you. Details soon, I hope!�
Details came sooner than Misti could have imag-ined. That very evening, when Misti was alone in herbedroom at home, Bill Climpson called back. �Misti!�he cried. �I�ve got terrific news! Rod Bimstone ispumped! He�s hot to go! He�s seen your pictures andyour interview, and he wants to promote you as theWorld�s Sexiest Shemale! I�m serious! You�ll be a star!Just say the word, and we�ll get going!�
�Oh!� Misti said. She wasn�t at all sure she wantedto say the word. She had no idea what she did want tosay, except it was not �Yes! I want everyone in theuniverse to know I�m the world�s sexiest shemale!�She had to beg for time, as much time as possible,and hope she could make the right decision beforethe end of time.
�Well�this is really sudden!� she said, remember-ing when she had said the same thing to Prince Atavi
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Busharka. �Uh�I�m going to need some time to thinkabout this!�
�Sure, I understand,� Bill Climpson said. �This isbig, really big. Your whole future is opening up beforeyou. You�ll make heaps of money from high-qualityadult videos; then you�ll be able to retire when theright time comes, and live in comfort for the rest ofyour days. It�s obviously the right decision, but youneed to make sure you know it�s the right decision foryou. And it is. So I�ll be waiting for you to make thatdecision, and then we�ll get going right away!�
�I�ll be sure to call when I�ve made the decision,�Misti assured him.

*******
Misti hadn�t been thinking for long about her deci-sion when Jasmine called Misti up and invited her tocome over for dinner. Jasmine picked Misti up in aclunky old car, but drove her up Manor Road to thewealthier area near the hilltop. Misti was astoundedto see Jasmine�s expensive-looking house, until Jas-mine explained after entering.
�Hi, Misti!� Debbie greeted Misti with a big smile.�Big Misti, meet little Misti!� She held up thewide-eyed baby girl in her arms. Misti smiled andopened her eyes wide too, andmade the baby laugh.
�I hope you like our house,� Debbie said, escortingMisti into the dining room.
�Um, wow, yes, it�s really impressive,� Misti said.
�Blame it on Jane Austen,� Jasmine said. �Thisused to be Debbie�s parents� house, but then Deb-bie�s dad died, and Debbie didn�t want to leave hermom all alone here after we got married. Well, Debbiehad read Emma by Jane Austen, and in that bookEmma didn�t want to leave her hypochondriac fatheralone after she and Mr. Knightley got married, so Mr.Knightley rented out his mansion and moved into
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Emma�s house with her father. That was what Deb-bie wanted me to do, except it was her mother, and Ididn�t have to rent out a mansion. I hadn�t readEmma then, but I read it after we got married. It�s ac-tually pretty good.� Jasmine grinned. �I like Mr.Knightley a lot more than Debbie does.�
�You don�t scold and lecture me nearly as much asMr. Knightley did to Emma,� Debbie said, giving Jas-mine a loving look.
�I would, though,� Jasmine retorted, �if you gaveme as much to scold and lecture you about as she didto him!� They kissed.
By the time dinner was over, Misti was feelingquite envious of Jasmine, whom Debbie�s mom in-sisted on calling �Jeremy.� It wasn�t the bad kind ofenvy, hating Jasmine�s happiness, or anything likethat; it was just feeling sad that Misti didn�t havehappiness like that too. When they were descendingthe hill toward Misti�s home in the clunky car, Mistilet Jasmine know how she felt.
�It seems like you�ve really got a great life,� Mistisaid.
�Yeah, it does, doesn�t it?� Jasmine agreed. �I�m as-tounded. It�s not perfect, but it�s a lot like what theytalk about at the Temple, living a heavenly life righthere on earth.�
�I sure wish I could have a life like that.�
�Well, maybe you can. I mean, if I can do it, I betanybody can do it!�
�What about somebody who can�t�uh�you know,get it up for a female?�
Jasmine laughed. �You mean like me? I nevercould, for any female except Debbie, and I didn�tthink I was going to be able to for her either. I thoughtwe were going to be just a male lesbian and a femalelesbian�but Debbie didn�t think so, as I, uh, found

Page - 80

MEET MISTI BY DULCI DAILY



out on our wedding night. She was right, and I waswrong.�
Misti sat in silence. She was thinking of Ronette.She had ignored Ronette for far too long. Now shewasn�t sure Ronette would even want to talk withher�and Misti was pretty sure Ronette wouldn�twant to marry a male lesbian, even if Misti turned outto be one. Still, Misti�s heart was yearning painfullyfor happiness like Jasmine�s�and now she couldn�timagine having it with anyone but Ronette, no matterhow impossible that might be.
�Well�I hope I�mwrong, too,� Misti said. �For quitea while I�ve been thinking I�m gay. Now I�m not sosure, but�I just get so incredibly excited about guys,and not about girls, even girls I like a lot.�
�Well, excitement isn�t everything,� Jasmine said.�It�s not even the most important thing. I mean, yousure wouldn�t want to be like Prince Atavi Busharka,devoting your life to getting excited and makingmoney off other people�s excitement, even by enslav-ing people to it.�
�No,� Misti said. �Or like the guy I gave a blow jobwhile he drove incredibly fast, just to get as excited aspossible�like what he read about in RepublicanParty Reptile.� She gave a little laugh and hesitated,but then went on. �Or even like Kenny,� she said.�You know, I was married to Kenny for almost a year.We just got divorced pretty recently. He said he lovedme, but�it turned out he didn�t love me as much ashe loved excitement, like from anal sex, which hewanted but I didn�t.�
Misti was silent again. Her whole mind was revolv-ing, turning away from the life she had been lead-ing�but turning toward what?
�I guess,� she said at last, �if I had to choose be-tween love without excitement, and excitement with-out love, I�d have to choose love�if only I could findit.�
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�If only you could give it,� Jasmine corrected her. �Ibet you can. And if you look for excitement, you�renot likely to get love�but if you look for love, if youlook to give love, you just might find excitement too.�
Misti thought about that in silence. They were ap-proaching the Temple of the Grand Union. The sunhadn�t actually set yet, and the sky was still lightoverhead, but the temple and the surrounding neigh-borhood were already sunk in twilight and shadowbecause the hill blocked the sunlight. Brilliant lightshone forth from the Yang portion in the upper partof the temple�s great round window, and soft mutedlight from the dark Yin portion in the lower part. Mistifelt herself longing for the light of heaven to descendto the darkness of earth, even the darkness of herown heart.
�Well, thanks for everything, Jasmine,� Misti saidas they turned onto Beaton Street and headed to-ward her home. �You�ve really helped me a lot.�
�Any time,� Jasmine said. �That�s what friends arefor.�

*******
Misti was at the U, but she didn�t know what shewas doing there. It was late in the semester but shedidn�t know when her classes were, she hadn�t beenattending them, and she hadn�t been studying. Shewas going to flunk out for sure. It was hopeless. Shehad to go somewhere else, do something new, get alife outside the dreary routine of higher education.She went to the apartment she had shared withKenny, but Kenny wasn�t there.
Then she went to Rick Ramrod Motors. Salvador,Mr. Fickwicke, and Rick Ramrod himself greeted herand welcomed her into the Climax Car. Mr. Fickwicketook off at high speed. Almost at once he was flyingdown the interstate. Misti felt she had to scream, butshe couldn�t because she was blowing Mr. Fickwicke
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and gagging on his penis. She ripped her mouth offhis penis although he hadn�t yet ejaculated, andlooked up at him. He was no longer himself, but agreen, ugly, scaly lizard or some such reptile. His in-human eyes were fixed on the road ahead. Mistiturned to see. Three police cars were lined up acrossthe interstate straight ahead, standing still. Mr.Fickwicke, or the reptile who had been Mr.Fickwicke, didn�t slow down; instead he speeded up.Misti screamed in deathly terror as the Climax Carcollided with the police cars at incredibly high speed.
Misti was thrown clear of the car, but found herselfin a narrow, dimly lighted underground passage thatseemed to lead from nowhere to nowhere. There was-n�t enough room to stand up, and there wasn�tenough room to get through the openings that mightor might not have led to the open air above. The staleair was cold, and yet a burning smell was growingstronger. Misti was trapped, alone, with no one tohelp her and nowhere to go�until she began to wakeup.
This is my life!Misti thought in horror, half awake.This was her wasted life, and now it was over�or itwould have been over, had the dream been real. Shecouldn�t keep from thinking it was real�or it wouldbe real, if she didn�t turn away from the life she hadbeen leading. But what could she turn toward?
Misti groped for the answer in her slowly wakeningmind. All she could think of was the few people sheloved, really loved, without being the least bit excitedby them: Jasmine and Debbie; Mom and Katie, andHenriette, and even Dad; and Ronette, whom she hadignored for far too long. Somewhere among them,Misti had to think, lay her destination�a full 180 de-grees away from her way of life up to now, whichwould surely end in speeding toward disaster and en-trapment in nothingness, if it didn�t end in a turnaway.
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Chapter 8
When she was fully awake, it was toward Momabove all that Misti found herself turning, at the endof her 180-degree spin. If only Misti could be morelike Mom, she hoped, she could be serene and happylike Mom. Mom obviously wasn�t God, and yet Mistisomehow seemed to glimpse God through Mom,more than through anyone else she knew.
Mom was going to confession, though of courseDad wasn�t. Katie was going too. Henriette was stilltoo young to go to confession, but she would read abook of Bible stories in church while Mom and Katiewent.
Misti hadn�t been to confession for five years. Shewas still daunted by the prospect of trying to think ofall her countless sins. All she knew now that shehadn�t known before was that sin wasn�t just doingsomething that felt good, which God arbitrarily didn�tlike for some totally unknown reason. Sin was idiocy,like speeding toward death while getting a blow job toact like a Republican party reptile. Sin was drivingout love in search of ultimately pointless excitement,or something equally pointless.
Mom undoubtedly didn�t have 200 blow jobs toconfess, but Misti was going to be like Mom as far asshe could, and go to confession. She tried to be in-conspicuous about it, as if she had never stopped go-ing. �Misti, we�ll see you in a while,� Mom said. Mistisilently followed Mom, Henriette, and Katie out to thecar. Mom and Katie opened their eyes wide andlooked as if they were about to say something, butthey didn�t.
In the car on the way to St. Raymond�s church,Misti went over her life for the past five years, tryingto think of all the idiotic things she had done. Shestill had no hope that she could think of them all, butshe was determined to do the best she could.
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They arrived at the church and lined up for confes-sion. Misti stood last, to give herself more time tothink. At last her time came. She swallowed hard,took a deep breath, and went into the confessional.
The priest was a new one, Father RickMontheureux, who hadn�t been at St. Raymond�swhen Misti last went to confession at the age of 14.That was good, Misti thought. It was better that thepriest should have no idea who she was.
�Bless me father, for I have sinned,� Misti said af-ter making the sign of the cross. �It�s been about fiveyears since my last confession.� She emphasized�years� to make sure the priest would hear. �Sincethat time, I�ve committed about 200 acts of oral sex,one act of prostitution, and one act of anal sex, and Iwas untruthful under oath in a court case. Uh�and Ineglected my prayers, and didn�t go to Mass for fiveyears. And I posed for indecent photographs for amagazine. I dressed immodestly on a number of oc-casions, I don�t know how many. I also wish to in-clude in this confession all the sins of my whole life,especially�anything stupid and dangerous.� Wasthat really it? Could all Misti�s bad deeds for fiveyears really be summed up so briefly? She doubted it,but at least she had done the best she could to recallthe big ones.
�All right,� said the priest, �thank God for enablingyou to make a good confession�and please try tocome here sooner next time. Was anyone harmed be-cause of your untruthfulness in the court case?�
�No, actually I was trying to help somebody get outof trouble, not to get him into trouble.�
�All right. For your penance, say 10 Our Fathers,10 Hail Marys, and 10 Glory Be�s. Now make a goodact of contrition.�
�O my God,� Misti said, �I am heartily sorry forhaving offended you, because I dread the loss ofheaven and the pains of hell��she thought of beingtrapped underground after the crash in her
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dream��but most of all because they offend you, myGod, who are all good and worthy of all my love.� Shethought of Mom, and also of Ronette, who were wor-thy of much more love than Misti had given them. �Ifirmly resolve, with the help of your grace, to sin nomore, and to avoid the near occasions of sin.�
The priest said the words of absolution, endingwith �May God grant you pardon and peace, and I ab-solve you from all your sins in the name of the Fatherand of the Son and of the Holy Spirit. Your sins areforgiven; go in peace.�
�Thank you, Father,� Misti said. She arose,emerged, and prayed. It was incredible that she couldreally wash out five years of idiocy in 30 prayers�butMom would believe it, and Misti tried hard to believeit too.
Mom, Katie, and Henriette stayed for Mass, and sodid Misti. Mom led them to a pew directly in back of ayoung woman with long, kinky black hair�whomight almost have been Ronette, if Ronette had at-tended St. Raymond�s. Misti, unaccustomed to pay-ing much attention at Mass even when she had at-tended it years ago, was seriously distracted by theyoung woman. She caught glimpses of the woman�sskin, which was the same color as Ronette�s. Thewoman�s figure was pleasing to look at from behind;she was more nearly slender than Ronette had been.The readings, the prayers of the faithful, the offer-tory, the consecration passed by without great con-centration on Misti�s part�but her full attention wasaroused by the sign of peace.
�Peace be with you,� said Father Rick.
�And with your spirit,� said the congregation.
�Let us offer one another a sign of peace.�
The young woman turned around; her eyes andher mouth opened wide with delight; she claspedMisti�s hand in both her own. She was Ronette in-
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deed, and Misti�s incredulous heart was racing to-ward her at full speed.
�Uh, I�ll walk home, OK, Mom?� Misti whispered af-ter Mass.
�That�s fine,� Mom said, softly enough, but not toosoftly for Ronette to hear. �You and Ronette musthave some talking to catch up on.�
Misti waited until Ronette was done with herprayers; then she genuflected and followed Ronetteout. Ronette turned and gave her another brilliantsmile. �Hi, Misti!� she said. �I�m really glad to see youhere!�
�Thanks! Uh�long time no see.�
�Well, it wouldn�t have been a long time if you�dbeen here,� Ronette twitted her. �I�ve been cominghere every day since I came home for the summer. Icame here last summer too, but you weren�t here.�
�No�I�ve been away for five years, and I just cameback. But you didn�t come here five years ago.�
�No, but I was really interested in what you saidabout Blessed Henriette Delille the first time I evermet you. I read about her, and thought aboutwhether my mom and dad�s church was really thebest one to belong to, and I decided I wanted to be likeBlessed Henriette.� Ronette grinned. �Except she be-came a nun; I don�t think I�m going to do that.�
�No, don�t do that!� Misti was startled at how fastshe said it, and how strongly she felt about it. Shewas even more startled at what she was thinking ofsaying next�but she went ahead and said it anyway.�Ronette,� she said, �you remember, at Jasmine andDebbie�s wedding, how you were astounded to findout Jasmine was really, uh, a man under all that?�
Ronette�s eyes were wide open. �Sure I remember,�she said.
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�Well, this might be even more astounding,but�I�m really a man under all this, too.�
�What!� Ronette laughed out loud. �That�s totallyincredible! You look and sound exactly like a girl!�
�Yeah, I know. I�ve got a rare hormone imbalance.It started making me seem to be a girl when I wasabout 11�but it didn�t change who I really am.�
Ronette�s face showed total fascination. �Well,that�s really interesting!� she said, and laughedagain. �We�re still good friends, right?�
�Uh�yeah! I sure hope so!�
�So, um, does that mean I�ve got a boyfriend?�
Now it was Misti�s turn to laugh. If Ronette was re-pelled by the thought of having a boyfriend wholooked and sounded like a girl, she sure wasn�t show-ing it.
�Uh, wow! Well�sure it does, if you want one.�
�I�m pretty sure I do.� Ronette was very close toMisti now, and speaking softly but very clearly. Mististill didn�t have an erection, but now at least shefound it imaginable that Ronette might give her onesomeday.
�I guess,� Ronette said, �if my dad thought youwere a sex pervert, or what he would call a sex per-vert, he�d be mistaken.�
�Yeah, he would.� Misti wondered if she should saymore, at the risk of offending Ronette, but she de-cided she had to. �I used to be one, but I�m not goingto be one any more. I was�married to Kenny for al-most a year, but we got divorced.�
�Oh! Well�that doesn�t count, if you�re really aman and so is he!�
�No, I guess all my sins don�t count any more,since I confessed them. There sure were a lot of them,though.�
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�I�ll pray for you not to go back to them. We couldpray together for you to stay free from them, every dayafter Mass, as long as I�m here for the summer. ThenI�ll be in Appledale. I�m transferring to SIDU this fall.�Misti knew, of course, that SIDU was Saints Ives andDymphna University.
�Isn�t that more expensive than the U?�
�Yeah, but I decided it was worth it. I can pay offloans one way or another, but there�s no substitutefor a good education. My dad was right�about that,at least.�
Misti wondered if she was seeing the goal of her180-degree turnaround. If she was, she figured, shehad better run toward it without delay. �Hey, is it toolate for me to transfer there too?� she asked.
Ronette�s dark eyes sparkled with surprise and de-light. �Oh, I sure hope not!� she said. �And I don�tthink it is. You could call them up on Monday andfind out.�
�I will.�
Ronette gently touched Misti�s arm. �I was prayingfor you,� she said. �I talked to your mom and Katieabout you. We were all praying for you.�
Misti looked into Ronette�s eyes. �Well, thanks,�she said. �I really needed it.� They kept looking ateach other. Ronette made the first move, but Mistirapidly responded. They embraced, and pressed theirhearts as close together as they could.

*******
By the time Bill Climpson called back, Misti wasmoving steadily 180 degrees away from him, andfrom her whole past way of life. She had walked andtalked with Ronette after Mass every morning; theyhad held hands and kissed each other on the cheek,and shyly spoken of love.
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Misti was embarrassed at her former foolishnessin imagining Ronette would only want to marry aman who looked and sounded like a man. It wasn�ttrue at all. Ronette wasn�t too shy to make that per-fectly, even emphatically, clear to Misti.
The call came one evening about a week after thefirst one. �Hey, Misti,� Bill Climpson said. �I justthought I�d ask if you made your decision yet. It�sbeen quite a while.�
�Well, I told you I�d give you a call when I made thedecision,� Misti said�meaning she would never de-cide to accept Rod Bimstone�s offer, and so she wouldnever give Bill Climpson a call.
�Well, you know, this can�t go on indefinitely,� saidBill Climpson. �We need to get this going. I�m con-vinced you really are the world�s sexiest shemale, andso is Rod Bimstone. You really owe it to your futureviewers to get going on this.�
Misti clenched her teeth to keep from bursting outlaughing. �What, I owe it to the masturbatingmasses?� she asked. �Or to the money-making mas-ters?�
�Yeah, both,� said Bill Climpson, seemingly oblivi-ous to Misti�s sarcasm. �You�ve got the greatest po-tential as a new adult video star of anyone I�ve everseen. Misti, this really needs to happen, and it needsto happen soon.�
Misti thought of Kenny, of Wayne Giocondo, of Mr.Fickwicke�s race toward reptilian ecstasy, of PrinceAtavi Busharka�s sex-slave trading. Then shethought of Ronette, of Mom, and even of God. Shecouldn�t bring herself to care whether she was theworld�s sexiest shemale or not. She wished she was-n�t, but she would make the same decision even if shewas. �No, it doesn�t,� she said. �It isn�t going to hap-pen at all. Rod Bimstone will just have to find theworld�s second sexiest shemale.�
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�Goddamn it, Misti, what the hell are you think-ing?� Bill Climpson verbally ejaculated. �That�s thewrong decision! You can�t be serious! You�re throwingyour life away! You�ve got to change your mind, orelse Rod Bimstone is going to be really pissed whenhe finds out about this! And let me tell you, you donot want to piss Rod Bimstone off!�
Misti frowned. �I�ve made my decision,� she said.�If Rod Bimstone doesn�t like it, tell him to look on thebright side: he�s not going to go to prison, like PrinceAtavi Busharka. At least, he�s not going to go toprison for trying to turn me into a sex slave, or adultvideo slave, as long as he just leaves me alone�andneither are you!� Misti ended the call, and quicklyturned away�180 degrees away.

Chapter 9
More than two years seemed like a terrifically longtime at the beginning, but not so long at the end.Ronette and Misti always remained the best offriends, and more, throughout their two years to-gether at SIDU. After Ronette graduated, she went onto St. Ives Law School, adjacent to the undergraduatecampus at SIDU, while Misti stayed on for senioryear.
Soon Misti also decided to go to St. Ives LawSchool. She had talked with a couple of the profes-sors there, who assured her that she was smarterthan the average lawyer, and that her dismissedcharge from years ago should not be an obstacle. Shehad hesitated to ask Ronette to marry her until sheknew what she would do after graduation. Now shesaw no more reason to wait.
It happened one bright, many-colored fall after-noon, when Misti and Ronette were walking hand inhand through the wooded area at the edge of campusafter class. �I wonder,� Misti said, �would your dadreally get mad and think we looked like sex perverts ifwe were to, uh, get married?�
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Ronette turned to face Misti. Her face was shiningwith delight. �I guess there�s only one way to find outfor sure,� she said. �Are you telling me you�d like tofind out?�
�Yes, I would,� Misti said. �I�well, I hope it wouldwork out all right.�
�If it didn�t,� Ronette assured Misti, �it wouldn�t bebecause I didn�t love you enough.�
Misti�s heart leaped for joy. �It wouldn�t be becauseI didn�t love you enough, either,� she said. �I justwonder�well, I told you I used to be what your dadwould call a sex pervert myself. I just wonder if Icould really, uh, do everything I should for you, if wewere married.�
�You�re afraid you might be, um, impotent withme?�
�Yeah, I am. I used to be, uh, terrifically excitablewith Kenny, but I didn�t get excited by you atall�even though I really liked youmore than Kenny.�
�You didn�t have any reason to get excited byme�back then.�
�No, but I didn�t have any reason to get excited byKenny either�and yet I did. You know what I mean?�
Ronette sighed. �I�m not sure,� she said. �Well�itsays in the Code of Canon Law that �antecedent andperpetual impotence to engage in sexual inter-course��meaning, you know, the real thing, notsome gay substitute�is an impediment to marriage.So, if we found out you suffered from that, then themarriage could be annulled.� She looked deep intoMisti�s eyes, and put her hands on Misti�s shoulders.�But don�t you think it would be pretty stupid to re-fuse to give it a try, just because you were afraid thatmight happen?�
Now Misti sighed. even more deeply than Ronette.Ronette was begging Misti to marry her. Unlike theprospect of being a video star as the world�s sexiest
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shemale, this was an entreaty Misti couldn�t refusewithout serious idiocy. �Yeah, it would be terrificallystupid,� Misti acknowledged. �Too stupid even forme.Ronette, will you marry me?�
�I bet you already know the answer, don�t you?�Ronette said, drawing closer to Misti. �Yes! Yes!�
They kissed, with their full lips caressing one an-other, their tongues delicately touching, and theirbreasts pressing closely against each other. At longlast Misti felt the first stirring of real desire forRonette. It wasn�t yet time to get a full erection, muchless to let Ronette feel it entering her�but at leastMisti now found it imaginable that this would hap-pen, at the right time, when they were married.

*******
Misti�s parents, and Katie too, were delighted tolearn that Misti was going to marry Ronette. There re-mained the daunting task of notifying Ronette�s par-ents. They knew and liked Misti, but only as a girlwho was Ronette�s best friend. When Misti came toRonette�s house for dinner one weekend soon afterthey were engaged, Misti could feel Ronette�s appre-hension, although Ronette�s parents, sister, andbrothers didn�t seem to notice anything different.
�Uh, Mom and Dad, Misti and I need to talk withyou about something really important,� Ronette saidwhen dinner was over. �Just you and us.�
�All right, then,� said Ronette�s dad to the youngermembers of the family. �Dismissed!� The sister andbrothers exited the dining room for parts unknown;Misti and Ronette went to the living room withRonette�s parents.
Ronette took a deep breath. �Mom and Dad, youknow Misti and I have been best friends for years,�she said, �but you didn�t know everything about Mistithat I do. Misti looks and sounds like a girl, but that�sbecause of a rare hormone imbalance. Misti�s real

Page - 93

RELUCTANT PRESS



name is Mitch, and�uh�Misti, or Mitch, is really aman under all that.�
�Eek!� Ronette�s mom gave a little shriek beforestopping herself. �A man! Ronette, you should havetold us!�
�Um, maybe I should,� Ronette admitted. �I guess Ijust never found the right opportunity�until now.�
�Well, if that don�t beat everything,� said Ronette�sdad. �I never would have thought it! Well, so why isnow the right opportunity, after all that time of us be-ing in the dark about it?�
Ronette had to take another breath before answer-ing. �Well,� she said, �it�s because Misti and I are en-gaged to be married.�
�What? You�re going to look like two gals gettingmarried to each other?� Misti�s dad asked with afrown. �Two of them sex perverts?�
�Ron, don�t talk like that,� Ronette�s mom admon-ished him. �Misti�s a nice girl�or what looks like anice girl, anyway�not a sex pervert.�
�Beulah, honey, she don�t look like no sex pervertnow,� Ronette�s dad retorted, �but she sure would ifher and Ronette got married. How am I supposed tolive that down, going to my daughter�s wedding andshe looks just like she�s one of them sex pervert galsmarrying another gal?�
�Dad, it can all be explained,� Ronette said. �Theinvitations can say it may look like a same-sex mar-riage but it isn�t, and the priest can explain thatagain to everybody before we exchange the weddingvows. Everyone will be able to understand that whatit looks like isn�t the same as what it is.�
�Well, that�s all fine for them that pays attention,�said her dad, �but what it looks like is still going to bemighty bad!�
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�Dad!� Ronette cried. �What you look like may bemighty bad, too�to prejudiced people who don�t payattention to who you really are! Suppose they thinkyou look like a�a rapist, or a drug dealer, or whoknows what kind of�of scummy low-life from theDistrict! That doesn�t mean you are one, and theyshouldn�t be thinking you are! Well, it�s the samehere! People shouldn�t be thinking Misti and I aresomething we�re not, just because of how welook�and if they think we are, we�ve just got to standup against their prejudice!�
�I think she�s right, Ron,� said Ronette�s mom.�You know it�s not right to judge people because ofhow they look. Give them a chance.�
Ronette�s dad frowned, but was silent. �All right,�he said at last. �This ain�t going to be easy to get usedto�but I guess if I can get used to you going to thatchurch where they worship idols, I can get used tothis too, after a while.�
Ronette smiled. �They�re not idols, Dad,� she saidsoftly, �but thanks for giving us a chance.�
�Does that mean I get to call you Mitch, Misti?�Ronette�s dad asked.
�Uh, sure, you can call me Mitch if you want,� saidMisti. �It�s my name.�
�Well, all right, then,� said Ronette�s dad. �Butthere better be some mighty good explanations thatwhat that wedding looks like ain�t the same as what itis!�

*******
The mighty good explanations were forthcoming indue time. Misti and Ronette were married at St. Ray-mond�s in the spring, wearing almost identical-look-ing white wedding gowns. Father Rick took the op-portunity to preach about why the Church didn�taccept same-sex marriage�basically because it was-
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n�t the kind of thing that could result in natural pro-creation�and about the importance of distinguish-ing between appearance and reality. Like Ronette�sdad, Father Rick did call Misti �Mitch�; he said theChurch could bless the marriage of Mitch andRonette because it was really a true and natural mar-riage, even if it didn�t look like one. Ronette�s dadpaid attention, and was favorably impressed; he evencommented at the reception that maybe idolatry was-n�t so bad after all, if an idolator could preach likethat. Kenny wasn�t at the wedding, of course, butJasmine and Debbie were, along with many of Mistiand Ronette�s friends from SIDU, all well prepared formerry-making and well-wishing.
When the reception was over at last, Misti andRonette changed into street clothes, and rode in Jas-mine and Debbie�s car for the short trip to thelight-rail station under Farquhar Village. Soon theywere watching the sunset when the car emerged fromthe long tunnel, speeding toward Seaview Grove andAppledale.
On the assurance that they were to be marriedsoon, Misti and Ronette had been able to rent anapartment in the married students� housing units atSIDU, with the lease taking effect on the date of theirmarriage. They emerged from the light-rail car atAppledale and took the campus shuttle bus to theapartment. This was to be their honeymoon suite, asthey couldn�t afford a vacation, and school was stillin session too.
�OK, here we go,� said Ronette, embracing Misti af-ter they had deposited their baggage in the dimly lit,sparsely furnished apartment. �If we can�t do whatneeds to be done, we�ll just have to get an annul-ment.� She smiled, as if she didn�t really foresee aneed for an annulment.
�OK, fair enough,� Misti said. �Um, about how longshall we give ourselves to do what needs to be done?�
�Oh, say, about 10 or 20 years!� Ronette laughed.�But let�s pray first, OK?�
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Ronette and Misti knelt at the edge of their newlyacquired marriage bed. Ronette, like Mom, wasbetter at praying than Misti was, and she took thelead. �Dear Lord,� she briefly prayed, �please blessour marriage, and our children; let us always befaithful to you, and to each other. Amen.�
�Amen!� Misti concurred.
�OK, I�ve never done this before either,� saidRonette, �so it might really take us some tries beforewe succeed. Let�s just get started, and see how far wecan get.�
�Great idea,� said Misti. They arose, embraced,and kissed, delicately entering each other�s mouthswith their tongues. Misti soon began to unbuttonRonette�s blouse, and then to undo her bra. Herbreasts were a bit smaller than Misti�s, but her darknipples were just as big, and they were already fullyerect. Misti gratefully noticed that she was starting toget an erection just from seeing Ronette�s breasts,which were far more attractive in the nude than theyhad been fully clothed when Misti first met Ronette.
�Kiss my breasts,� Ronette begged. Misti readilycomplied, while Ronette clutched Misti�s head andgave little moans of delight.
�Oh, yes, yes!� Ronette murmured. �Now feel medown here.� She pulled Misti�s hand down into herpanties, guiding it toward her womanly opening, al-ready wet with love-juice. Ronette�s clitoris was verysmall, but big enough for Misti to feel, and it washard. �Ooh, ooh, yes, that�s it!� Ronette exclaimed.�Misti, are we going to? Are you going to be able to?�
�I hope so,� Misti said. �We�ll see.� Misti rapidlystripped, and Ronette finished stripping too.Ronette�s dark nude body, now not too plump at all,was utterly lovely in the dim light of the apartment.Misti�s clitoris was long now, but not yet hard. Shesat down on the edge of the bed and pressed her clito-ris into hiding as she had done when pretending to be
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a girl at the age of 11, hoping it would excite her asmuch now as it had done then.
�Do you want me to kiss your breasts?� Ronetteasked.
�Oh, yes, please do!� Misti begged. Ronette lickedand sucked Misti�s nipples to maximum hardness.Misti�s giant clitoris, hidden between her legs, washard now too. She only hoped it would stay hard longenough for her to enter Ronette. She feared it would-n�t be easy because Ronette was still a virgin, but shewas determined to do it if ever she could.
�Now feel me down here,� Misti said, echoingRonette. Ronette slipped her hand between Misti�sthighs and rubbed Misti�s giant clitoris. �Ooh, it�sbig!� Ronette exclaimed. �And hard! I think you cando it! Do you think you can do it?�
�I hope so,� Misti said. �Let�s see.�
Ronette lay on her back and raised her knees.Misti got between her legs and touched Ronette�s hot,wet vulva with her big bulb. Ronette was clutchingher hard and trying to pull her in. �Don�t stop if Iscream!� Ronette begged. �I know it might hurt, butdon�t stop!�
Misti pressed forward. Her erection, fueled by herlove and desire for Ronette, was holding hard. At firstshe got almost nowhere, despite her thrusts andRonette�s urgent entreaties to push harder. Mistikept trying, and before too terribly long she feltRonette�s womanly cave almost surrounding herbulb. �Misti, yes, please, yes! Come farther in!�Ronette implored her. Misti feared she would ejacu-late before she could comply, her excitement was al-ready so almost unbearable, and yet she kept thrust-ing, trying to go farther, to satisfy Ronette as fully asshe could.
�Oh! Oh! Misti, don�t stop! Eeeeek!� Ronettescreamed. Misti had succeeded at last. She feltRonette�s tight, hot, wet womanly cave surrounding
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almost the entire length of her giant clitoris. Ronettewas clutching her with all her might and bucking herhips just as if she had done this many times before,though Misti was sure she hadn�t. Misti could nothold back her orgasm, and it seemed obvious thatRonette was having one already. Thrust after thrustof Misti�s semen shot forth from her into the furthestdepths of Ronette�s throbbing womanly well.
�Oh, Misti!� Ronette gasped when she could speakagain. �I love you so much! I knew you could do it!�
�I didn�t know I could,� Misti admitted. �But I�m re-ally glad I could.�
For a few moments Misti lay in silence, fully unitedwith Ronette, gazing into her loving eyes. Then shestarted laughing, but held Ronette tight to keep fromcoming out of her.
�What�s so funny?� Ronette asked.
�Oh, I was just thinking,� Misti said, �this is surefar better than being the world�s sexiest shemale!�
Ronette stared, but seemed about to laugh.�Would you mind explaining what you�re talkingabout?� she asked.
�Well,� Misti said, and hesitated. �Um, I know youreally believe what we promised today, about �untildeath do us part� and all that.�
�I sure do!� Ronette gave Misti a big smile. �AndGod�s joining us together right now! But what doesthat have to do with what you were talking about?�
�Well, it means I can tell you about some idioticthings from my past, and you won�t run awayscreaming in horror.�
�I sure won�t right now, anyway!� Ronette heldMisti closer to her. �Actually, I won�t anytime else, ei-ther. So what are these idiotic things of which youspeak?�
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�Well, I appeared in indecent photos in Pumphousemagazine. Then a business partner of the editor ofthat magazine wanted to make me a�a high-classporn star, to be known as the �World�s SexiestShemale.� I was supposed to become rich and fa-mous�but by that time I was starting to be in lovewith you, and I knew I had to choose between lovingyou and being the �World�s Sexiest Shemale.�
Ronette sighed in contentment and kissed Misti.�So you gave up all that fame and fortune for me?�
�I sure did. It was an easy choice, too.�
The look in Ronette�s eyes now seemed little shortof adoration�but soon it gave way to mirth.Ronette�s next words were not, perhaps, entirely suit-able for a virgin bride to utter�but then Ronette was-n�t a virgin any more. �Well, I think you can still bethe world�s sexiest shemale,� she said. �Just don�t tellanyone else about it. It will be our little secret.�
Misti grinned and looked deep into Ronette�s eyes.�I can keep it a secret if you can,� she said, �and Iknow you can.�
They kissed, long and tenderly. At last Misti, limpand exhausted, had to come out of Ronette�but stillshe held her close, in promise of everlasting love.
###
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