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Pauline’s

Far-Western

Adventure

by Dulci Daily

Chapter 1
�You made my breasts too big,� Pauline Spurtridgeremarked, casting a loving but critical eye upon EliotRandwick�s large nude portrait of her in his BeaconHill studio, for which she had just been posing.
�My dear Pauline,� Eliot replied, �in such matters,it is necessary to strike a delicate balance betweenrealism, on the one hand, and the presumed desiresand expectations of the public, on the other. This pic-ture is to be offered to the public for sale. It wouldnever do to portray your breasts, such as they are,with photographic accuracy�as small, deep pink,twin volcanoes rising out of ultra-petite twinmilk-white hills. The work of the true artist, as I al-
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ways say, must be kept perfectly distinct from that ofthe mere photographer.�
�And from that of the mere producer of pornogra-phy, as well,� Pauline retorted. �You have well cap-tured the volcanic aspect, I must say, but at the ex-pense of decency, modesty, and restraint inportraying my breasts as a whole. There is a fine line,which I fear you have crossed, between the properportrayal of the nude in fine art and a wholly im-proper appeal to men�s lower natures, in which thepolice may well take an undesirable interest.�
�Oh, I think not,� said Eliot, putting down hisbrush. �After all, I haven�t portrayed you receivingsuch treatment as this.�He approached Pauline, low-ered his head, and kissed her volcano-like nipple.She gasped with pleasure and clasped his head inher arms, keeping his lips and tongue pressed firmlyto her hot little mound.
�Nor,� Eliot went on when he could speak, �have Irevealed such conduct as this for the delectation ofthe police.� He slipped his hand between Pauline�slong, tightly crossed thighs, reaching deep in totouch her slender seven-inch member hidden be-tween them. �Oh, Eliot, you mustn�t!� Pauline feeblyprotested�but she grasped his shoulders only toclutch him to herself, not to push him away.
�You�re right, I mustn�t reveal it for the delectationof the police,� Eliot said. �It is our secret, and oursalone.� Now Pauline�s hand was on his own as hestroked her member.
�Oh, Pauline, you�re not really going to leave me,are you?� Eliot asked. He kissed her fervently on themouth, and her lips and tongue responded just as ifher answer must be �No, never!� When the kiss hadended, though, her words were these: �Yes, Eliot. Mymind is made up. I will return to you, but only aftermy excellent aesthetic adventure in the Far West.�
�How could it ever compare with our astoundinglyexcellent erotic adventures right here?� Eliot de-manded to know.
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�I trust it will be of greater interest to the discern-ing public, when I write my account of it,� Paulinesaid. �Trustworthy booksellers who know well how tokeep such things from the eyes of the police, and con-noisseurs of fine literature who appreciate the deli-cate portrayal of the erotic aspects of life, will greatlyappreciate the story of a tall, dignified lady fromamong the better classes of Bostonians, who playsthe prim and proper schoolmarm in a burgeoning FarWestern city by day, while by night her conduct inthat city�s finest gentlemen�s club distinctly deviatesfrom primness and propriety. It will only increase theinterest of the story when it becomes evident that thislady has a rather unladylike secret that she keeps se-curely concealed between her thighs.�
Eliot�s face showed his anguish, but his words ac-knowledged his defeat. �Then this will be our finalrendezvous before your departure.�
�Yes, Eliot. You may wish to see me off at the sta-tion tomorrow morning, but only with the utmostpublic propriety. This will be our last private time to-gether.�
Eliot sighed deeply. �Then let us use it to the full-est,� he said, �for all it is worth.� Eliot stripped off hisclothing, embraced Pauline, and kissed her on themouth again. The tip of his stout, extended memberwas pressing hard against the base of Pauline�s slimconcealed one, at the junction of her thighs. Hepressed harder, and Pauline admitted him whilestanding up with her back against the studio wall.His member forged its way through her junction, intothe tight, hot gap between her hidden member andher thigh, while Pauline clutched him hard andkissed him fervently on the mouth. When his mem-ber was inserted to the fullest into her womanly en-tryway, Eliot began to thrust, slowly at first, thenfaster, while Pauline�s slender hips began to move inunion with his own.
�Oh, Pauline!� Eliot cried when the climactic mo-ment was approaching. �My love! Stay with me! Staywith me forever!� Pauline did not speak, but onlymoaned in delight, as Eliot�s thrusts brought her tothe pinnacle of erotic ecstasy, and her sperm
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emerged in great spurts from her quivering memberbehind her close-clenched thighs, beneath her lean,taut, quaking buttocks.

*****
Pauline bathed first after their encounter, anddressed while Eliot bathed. When dressed, in a styl-ish cream-colored blouse and a long, deep ma-roon-colored skirt, she sat in the studio and againcast a critical but loving eye on Eliot�s portrait of her.Except for the overly large breasts, she thought, itwas rather good. Eliot had almost exactly caught thelikeness of Pauline�s long, slender, pretty face, withher high arched eyebrows, her bright blue eyes, hersmall snub nose, and her wide, full-lipped mouth.Above her noble-looking forehead, her dark, carefullyarranged pompadour gave a distinct impression ofdignity, making it clear that she was no cheap harlotwho would reveal her nudity to the vulgar masses,but a true lady who would reserve such display forthe most discerning connoisseurs of fine art. Evenher unrealistically portrayed breasts, Pauline had toadmit upon reflection, were not such as to arouse theprurient interests of men of the baser sort, mere glut-tons for pornography; they were quite small for a nat-ural-born woman�s breasts, and perfectly formed,true aristocrats among breasts. Below them, herwaist was shown only slightly narrower, and her hipsonly slightly wider, than they really were. The junc-tion of her thighs, with her legs demurely crossed,was perfect, looking as if it could really be that of anatural-born woman. Even the most sharp-eyed con-noisseur, surely, could never guess what lay con-cealed beyond that womanly junction.
�Is it not worthy of a place in the finest gallery?�Eliot asked from behind Pauline as he entered theroom.
�It is,� Pauline agreed. �You may go far in the worldof art, Eliot.�
�And why may I not go so far with you in my life, atmy side every step of the way?� Eliot put his armaround Pauline and returned to the attack. �Pauline,
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I beg you, reconsider this ill-conceived plan. In thecold light of reality, think what you are proposing todo: to flee to a rough frontier town thousands of milesfrom civilization, where unimaginable hardships mayawait you, merely for the sake of aesthetic adventure,and for the sake of the production of a book thatmust be carefully concealed from the police! I askyou, can you confidently proclaim that to be a ratio-nal course of action?�
�My dear Eliot,� said Pauline, not directly answer-ing the question, �you are ten years out of date! The1890 census officially proclaimed that the frontier nolonger existed. This is 1900, and I am going to nomere rough frontier town, but to a young and bus-tling metropolis that will someday equal or surpassBoston itself in grandeur.�
�Yes, perhaps in 1976, when our country will be200 years old and you will be 106�old enough to set-tle down at last, but too old to enjoy life, if you shouldlive so long.�
�Do not tease me, Eliot. I am still young at heartand adventuresome, but no doubt I shall not be soforever. I propose to have suitable adventures thatsimply cannot be had, without great danger of dis-covery and disaster, in the prim and stuffy domain ofthe Boston Brahmins. I imagine that, by 1906, whenour country will be 130 years old and I will be 36, Iwill be in a mood to settle down�with you, if you willhave me.�
�Pauline, you know I will! But six years! To ask meto wait six years�an eternity without you�Pauline,that would be cruel! It would be vicious! It would bewholly unlike the sweet, kind Pauline I know so well!�
�Well, my adventures and my book may be com-pleted in less than six years. If so, I shall be sure to letyou know.�
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*****
�Eliot!� Pauline cried at the new South Station, thefollowing morning. �How kind of you to come and seeme off!�
�My dear Miss Spurtridge,� Eliot said gravely, �itwas the least I could do. As for the most I could havedone, you have already considered and rejected myproposal of that.�
�Oh, Eliot, for my sake if not for yours, be gay, notgloomy!� Pauline exclaimed. �Look at me: do youthink I shall be able to pass for a Gibson Girl amongthe fashion-hungry maidens of Pacificum?� She waswearing a big sky-blue hat with flowers, ahigh-necked cream-colored blouse with subduedpuffed sleeves over a swan-bill corset, and a darkblue ankle-length skirt, with black traveling shoes.
�No,� Eliot said. �Your breasts are too small, and soare your hips. The hourglass figure of the true Gib-son Girl is distinctly different from yours.�
�My dear Mr. Randwick! As you were so recentlysaying, it is necessary to strike a delicate balance be-tween realism, on the one hand, and the presumeddesires and expectations of the public, on the other. Ihave always worn the smallest-busted corset thatwill fit me, in keeping with my slender profile. Itwould be absurd for me to try to approximate anhourglass figure too closely.�
�Well, you haven�t done that absurd thing, atleast,� Eliot said, with an objectionable emphasis on�that.� �Perhaps that will be a comfort to you whenyou recognize the absurdity of your position in theFar West, and you long with all your heart to returnto the comforts of Boston, which you have enjoyed inmy company.�
�If that happens, I shall be sure to let you know.�Pauline smiled. Eliot did not.
�All aboard for Albany, Buffalo, Cleveland, Chi-cago, and points west!� the conductor called. Pau-line�s baggage was already loaded into the baggage
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car. �Good-bye, Eliot,� Pauline said, offering herhand. Eliot seemed unsure whether to shake it or torefuse, but at last he politely shook it. Paulinemounted the steps to enter the train. She took a deepbreath and stood still for a moment, but then reso-lutely stepped forward into her new life.

*****
Nothing worthy of note happened as Pauline tra-versed the hills and valleys of Massachusetts in si-lence among her fellow passengers, and arrived at Al-bany where she would change trains. Some time afterleaving Albany, while passing through a nondescriptportion of upstate New York, Pauline entered the din-ing car for dinner. On seeing her eating alone, asharp-eyed gentleman with a handsome mustachestood near her until he caught her eye. She lookedaway at once, as a proper lady should, but he seizedthe opportunity to speak.
�I beg your pardon, Miss,� he said, �but is it notamazing how different our times are from those ofour grandparents, or even our parents? There was atime, not many decades ago, when it would havebeen deemed unthinkable for a young lady to travel along distance alone. Today, it seems, it is taken quitein stride.�
�Young ladies today, I believe,� Pauline said, �arequite capable of taking care of themselves.�
�No doubt they are,� said the man, �and yet I can-not imagine that the day has yet come when youngladies would disdain the company of refined and gal-lant gentlemen.�
Pauline looked him in the eye, and could see thathe was a tomcat on the prowl. She wondered whatwould be his reaction if he were to find out what laybeneath her skirt and her drawers. She was going tofind out, she knew. He excited her, her hidden mem-ber was growing longer, and she would not repel him.Her excellent aesthetic adventure was beginning al-ready.
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�Some young ladies,� she said with a coy smile,�would disdain the flirtations of gentlemen previouslyunknown to them, nomatter how gallant or refined.�
The man drew very close and spoke softly, almostwhispering in Pauline�s ear: �Dare I hope that you arenot among them?�
Pauline pursed her lips to control her smile. Herheart was beating hard, and her member was fullyerect. �Sir,� she said, looking him straight in the eye,�it is more than obvious that you do dare.�
�May I�may I dine with you?� the man asked,breathing hard. He started to sit down at Pauline�stable even before she answered: �Certainly, if youwish.�
�May I ask your name, Miss, and your origin anddestination?� said the man after ordering his dinner.
�I am Pauline Spurtridge. I come from Boston. Mydestination is Pacific Heights.�
�The ends of the earth!� the man exclaimed. �May Iask what brings a lovely, and presumably cultured,Bostonian such as yourself on such a remarkablejourney?�
�Oh, I am of an adventuresome disposition,� saidPauline, �and they are in need of school-teachers. Ishall be instructing high-school students in the rudi-ments, and perhaps also the finer points, of Englishgrammar and composition.� She smiled and saidnothing of what was to be her second occupation,that of a lady companion at the Victoria and AlbertClub. �And may I, in turn, ask your name, origin, anddestination?�
�I am Mark Ruckaby, a manager in the organiza-tion of this excellent railroad. I have come from ouroffices in New York City and Albany, and now I ampressing on to Chicago. You must be aware that, asNew York is the capital of finance, Washington of gov-ernment, and Boston of culture, so Chicago has be-come the capital of railroads.�
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�I have heard as much, though I know little of rail-roads. This is my first transcontinental journey.�
�I would be more than pleased to accompany youas far as Chicago, if you will permit me.�
�Certainly, sir. It would be a pleasure.� Paulinegave Mr. Ruckaby her biggest, sweetest smile, surethat he would wish to accompany her to the sleepingcar that very night.

*****
He did indeed accompany her there, after convers-ing with her about seemingly almost all things inheaven and on earth. One subject, however, he didnot touch upon until he and Pauline were safely inher sleeping compartment with the door locked. Theywere sitting upon the bed, still clothed, but Paulinewas clutching her excited member between herthighs.
�I have heard,� he said, �some very remarkablethings about the Far West. It is said, you know, thatmany�er�female impersonators have fled there,where men abound but women are still scarce, inhope of gaining greater acceptance than in the moreprudish sectors of the East.�
�Is that so indeed?� Pauline�s heart thundered inexcitement, and yet in fear. Had this man detectedher secret, upon so little acquaintance with her? Shehad trained her voice, she knew, to sound perfectlyfeminine, and her face had been indiscernible fromthat of a pretty girl since childhood. Was it her figure?Her shoulders were narrow for a man, yet broad for awoman, and her hips lacked the delectable swellingof a natural-born woman�s hips. And if this man hadseen through her costume, what might happen whenshe was teaching school, when it was of the utmostimportance that her secret should not be known?
�I believe it is so,� said Mr. Ruckaby. �And I have itupon personal knowledge that some female imper-sonators are quite indistinguishable from the loveli-
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est of women�except in regard to a certain some-thing discreetly concealed beneath their skirts.�
�Er�how remarkable!� said Pauline. �I take it,then, that you have been�shall I say�intimately ac-quainted with some such female impersonators?�
�I have,� he said, �most intimately indeed.� Hegazed straight into Pauline�s eyes at close range.�And I dare say I would not be completely surprisedto learn, if I were to learn, that I have just made theacquaintance of one more.�
�Oh, dear!� Pauline cried out. �Sir, is my secret re-ally so flimsily concealed as all that?�
�It is not,� he assured her. �Only a true connois-seur such as myself, I am confident, could discernit�at least without an exploration such as this.�
Mr. Ruckaby put one arm around Pauline. Withthe other, he pushed her skirt up. She did not resisthim. Soon his hand was between her thighs, strokingher member through her drawers.
�Ah, yes,� he said. �Oh, this is of the finest! No,from your looks I do not think I could have discernedyour secret. It was only from your flirtatiousness,upon first meeting me, that I guessed. Few natu-ral-born women, I believe�except for those of thebaser sort, which you quite obviously were not�Imean that very few, if any, few decent and dignifiednatural-born women would have been so obviouslyeager for male companionship at first sight.�
�I have been so from an early age,� Pauline admit-ted. She brought her hand up to join his own at thejunction of her thighs. �My first full encounter with aman occurred when I was 18 years of age, but Idreamed of feminine loveliness and intimacy with aman for years before that. When I was as young as13�or perhaps even 12, if I recall correctly�I was se-cretly pretending to have intimate encounters with aboy, pretending to be his lady love in strictest soli-tude.�
�How delightful!� said Mr. Ruckaby. �Dare I ask ifyou have ever kissed a man�s virile member?�
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�I have,� said Pauline. Eliot had permitted her tokiss his member upon occasion, and had ejectedsperm into her mouth, but he had never returned thefavor. Before that, she had knelt before several menand kissed their members until they ejected sperm,with her own member clutched between her thighsand ejecting sperm in hiding.
�If you will kiss mine,� Mr. Ruckaby said, �I willthen explore beneath your skirt and return the favor.Will you?�
�I will, and gladly.� Pauline knelt before him as heunbuttoned his trousers to expose his member. Itwas at least as long as her own and much stouter,with a plum-like bulb. Pauline kissed it, delicately atfirst, and then with increasing fervor, opening herwide mouth to receive his bulb in its entirety. Her fin-gers caressed his shaft as he began to thrust, makingher head bob back and forth as she kissed and lickedhis bulb all around. Soon he was gasping with de-light, and his sperm was emerging into Pauline�s wel-coming mouth.
�Oh, my dear Pauline, that was most delightful!�Mr. Ruckaby said, as Pauline discreetly spit out hissperm into a kerchief. �Please, quickly, before the ex-citement of the moment has left me, bend over on thebed, and let me return the favor!�
Pauline complied at once, turning her back on Mr.Ruckaby and supporting herself on the bed with herarms, while her buttocks were raised and her legs ex-tended almost straight to the floor. He dived beneathher skirt, pulled down her drawers, and knelt behindher. Her member, extending below her buttocks be-hind her thighs, was soon engulfed in his mouth. Hepulled it upward, forcing her to lie face flat on thebed, and kissed it vigorously, moving his head backand forth in rapid rhythm. �Oh, sir, you are excitingme beyond belief!� Pauline cried out. Her hips werevibrating in a most unladylike manner, and hersperm emerged into Mr. Ruckaby�s mouth in fast,frantic spurts as she reached the apex of ecstasy.
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�Oh, my dear Pauline!� he said when he couldspeak. �This was an act of unbelievable beauty! May Inow sleep with you in the nude?�
�You may,� Pauline said.
They entered the nude and lay down together, Mr.Ruckaby behind Pauline, with his hands on herbreasts. He was not yet exhausted, and his memberwas soon erect again. Pauline�s member, too, wassoon rigid between her legs. She reached between hermember and her thigh to pull his member through,pressing it into the tight gap that served as her wom-anly entryway, which Eliot had entered so often.Their second climax was less dramatic than the first,but Mr. Ruckaby still had sperm to spend, and beforelong it was spurting into Pauline�s hand in front ofher junction. Pauline herself had little sperm remain-ing, but every bit of it drained out onto Mr. Ruckaby�sthighs behind her own, while her buttocks moved inwaves like the ocean deep.
They slept soundly together and awoke in themorning. Pauline was refreshed, but still felt the ef-fect of the past evening�s exhaustion. They dressedand ate a pleasant breakfast together in the diningcar, still conversing on everything that came to mind.When they reached Chicago, Mr. Ruckaby gave Pau-line his business card, and implored her to see himagain when she was in that city. Then he was gone,and Pauline was left alone to change trains again.

*****
Not until the connecting train had left Chicago,and the immensity of Pauline�s endeavor stared herstraight in the face, did the black reaction set in�asit always did, sooner or later, after she had indulgedto excess in erotic delights. Now the very thought ofsuch indulgence seemed worthless, or far worse. Shehad no erotic feelings at all, and she wished shemight never have them again, if possible�but sheknew it to be impossible. Sooner or later those feel-ings would creep up on her again; her nipples wouldrise, her member would lengthen, her heart wouldbeat harder�and all for what?

Page - 12

PAULINE BY DULCI DAILY



She did not know. She feared it was all for nothing.This was the worst of it, and this time the black reac-tion did not soon recede. Darkness came, and Pau-line re-entered the sleeping car; she looked out thewindow of the train and saw nothing, absolutelynothing. Was this all that lay ahead of her inlife�and, after that, in death? The pursuit of eroticsatisfaction had practically been Pauline�s wholepurpose in life since she was 13, if not 12; all mattersof education and employment had been secondary tothat. When she was old, and erotic delights meantnothing to her any more, would she go mad for lack ofany purpose in life? Even before that, would sheslump almost lifeless into the slough of despond, forwant of purpose beyond brief, evanescent ecstasy?
She must not think so. She must get a grip on her-self, her whole self, not merely her nipples and hermember. Alas, an appalling thought was grippingher, and would not let her go: if her whole self mustbe gripped, how could anything remain of her to gripit? Could she be at once both gripped and gripper?Even if she could, what if she lost her grip?
Thoughts as absurd as this, and worse, plaguedPauline through the sparsely populated immensity ofthe Great Plains, through the lonely Rocky Moun-tains, through the wheat fields, pastures, and appleorchards of the eastern region of Pacificum. Onlywhen she was passing through the last long tunnel,under the last range of mountains before her desti-nation, did she muster enough self-control to pro-ceed with the plan she had set out for herself.

Chapter 2
�I may get off to a slow start as a lady companionhere, I fear,� Pauline said to Sir Arnold Bathwright inhis office at the Victoria and Albert Club, directlyacross from the Seaview County Courthouse in Pa-cific Heights. �You see, I happened to over-indulge inerotic delights with a gentleman I knew in Boston,and then with another gentleman I met on the trainbetween Albany and Chicago. It has been taking me awhile to recover from the effects of the over-indul-gence.�
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�That is more than understandable, my dear,� saidthe bald-headed, aging gentleman with a strong Brit-ish accent. �I am sure you will do very well here. Youare even lovelier than your photograph made you ap-pear�and a lady who can take advantage of a casualencounter on a train, in order to indulge in the con-duct that is a speciality of our lady companions, isexactly the sort of lady we most desire. You will beglad to note that vulgar expressions such as �femaleimpersonator� are not here applied to our lady com-panions with special secrets beneath their skirts,such as ordinary ladies do not possess. You will betreated as a lady like any other; only a discreet codein your listing, in our pictorial directory of lady com-panions, will mark you as out of the ordinary.�
�That is exactly as I would wish,� said Pauline.
Sir Arnold then escorted her to the studio in whichshe would pose for her photograph in the pictorial di-rectory. �That is precisely the thing,� he said whenshe posed. �The impeccable pompadour, the brightand daring-looking blue eyes, the full and eminentlykissable lips, the high-necked blouse with the mostdelicate suggestion of the possibility of removing it,the dark and dignified skirt, which yet might beswiftly pulled up or slipped down for the delectationof a member of the club�all this will mark you as alady companion of the first water.�
�I hope to assume my duties soon,� said Pauline.On hearing Sir Arnold�s compliments, she had foundher erotic feelings beginning to return at last, andshe felt she could indeed do her duties soon. �Butfirst, I believe, I should begin my daytime employ-ment as a school-teacher at Rutland Ridge HighSchool.�
�Very well,� said Sir Arnold. �This is rather daringof you, you know. The principal of that school, Don-ald Buckworthy, is a fine man, and a member of thisclub�but some of the students, I am given to under-stand, are rather rough characters. They would nottake kindly, I imagine, to discovering a so-called fe-male impersonator passing as a female teacher, ifthat were ever to occur.�
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�You do not think it will occur, I trust?� Paulineasked. A sudden shiver of fear overcame her.
�I do not,� Sir Arnold assured her. �Your figure istall and slender, yet not unfeminine; your face, yourvoice, your dress, and your whole bearing proclaimyou to be a true lady of the finest quality. I do not ex-pect your secret to be discovered, except when youvoluntarily disclose it.�
�I certainly hope you are right.�

*****
A genuine rough frontier town would not have elec-tric streetcars, Pauline imagined as she rode thestreetcar out to Rutland Ridge, near the northwest-ern edge of Pacific Heights. Indeed, she had read, thestreetcars not only were used here but were actuallymanufactured here by the Magnum Electric Com-pany, the city�s largest employer. Just as she hadtold Eliot, Pauline had come to a bustling metropo-lis�still small by comparison with the great cities ofthe East, but growing rapidly, and bidding fair to en-joy every modern convenience.
Pauline arrived at the high school, a new-lookingbrick building on Rutland Road, up which the street-car line ran. In the principal�s office she met Mr.Buckworthy, a tall, still young-looking man with afull head of reddish-brown hair and a mustache tomatch.
�Miss Spurtridge!� he greeted her. �Say, it�s grandto meet you in person. I�ve been looking forward tomeeting you ever since I got your glowing, enthusias-tic reference letter from Mr. Oswell.� Pauline smiled.Her former headmaster at Brimwell Academy,Ralston Oswell, had been most helpful to her�notleast in writing of her as �Pauline� and �MissSpurtridge.� Paul Spurtridge, a slender, long-hairedyoung man of aesthetic taste and effeminate de-meanor who had taught at Brimwell for several years,would never have dared to try to pass as a femalethere.
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Mr. Buckworthy showed her around the school,advised her about policies and procedures, and gaveher helpful hints. Finally he gave her a key and toldher, �You may not need this often, but it will be veryhelpful in case you ever do. This is the key to yourbullwhip drawer. Have you ever wielded a bullwhip?�
�Er�no, I have not.�
He unlocked the drawer and showed her a large,fearsome-looking bullwhip. �I�d suggest you get insome practice with it before the students arrive to-morrow,� he said. �Most of them are well-disciplined,but some are not. You may need to show your skillwith a bullwhip on occasion, to keep the ill-disci-plined ones in line. Here, stand out of the way and letme show you.�
He raised the whip and cracked it hard. An emptystudent�s desk shuddered at the impact. �Now youtry it,� he said. Pauline cracked the whip against thedesk, but it did not shudder.
�It takes practice,� Mr. Buckworthy told her.�You�ll get used to it. Now, the trickiest maneuver isto wind the whip around a recalcitrant student, andthen use it to fling the student sprawling. That onetakes considerable practice, and of course you can�tpractice it on the students, but you can practice it ona wastebasket, like this.� He placed a wastebasketupon a desk, stood back, and whipped. Sure enough,the whip curled around the basket; Mr. Buckworthythen yanked the whip hard, and the basket flew offthe desk, making a great crash as it fell.
�You should try to master that one if you can, for ithas the most impressive effect in showing your con-trol over bad students,� said Mr. Buckworthy, �butoften a bit of brute-force whipping will suffice, likethis.� He raised the whip and flogged the desk repeat-edly.
�Well, I�ll leave you to your practice,� he said. �Justlock the door of the classroom when you go out, andwe�ll see you here bright and early tomorrow.�
Mr. Buckworthy left Pauline alone to practice withthe whip. She practiced long and hard, imagining
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that she was fighting off a monstrously vile studentwho was trying to lift her skirt, pull down her draw-ers, and reveal her secret. By the end of the afternoonshe had gained considerable skill, the desk wasshuddering repeatedly, and occasionally the waste-basket was even flying off the desk.

*****
�Good morning, class,� Pauline said to the assem-bled students in her classroom the next morning. �Iam Miss Spurtridge, and I shall be your teacher forEnglish grammar and composition.� She surveyedthe classroom quickly with her eyes. The students to-ward the front of the room, mostly girls, seemed at-tentive; those toward the back, mostly boys, did not.She quickly picked out the worst-looking of the lot, alarge, stout, dark-haired, loutish-looking youthwhose dark eyes seemed to radiate defiance. Onlyonce, in her years at Brimwell under the name of Mr.Spurtridge, had she had such a rotten-looking stu-dent. He had been expelled for openly indulging inself-pollution in the classroom.
�We will begin by taking roll,� Pauline announced.She read off the students� names and they answered�Here.� She took special note of the bad-looking lout�sname, Frank Scuggotts. He lazily, insolently scannedPauline up and down with his eyes before answering,�That�s me.� She did not correct him and require himto say �That is I,� as shemight have done at Brimwell.
�Very well, class,� she said after the roll call wascompleted. �Today we shall start with an easy exer-cise. You are to write a short essay entitled �What IDid on My Summer Vacation.� If you have any ques-tions, just raise your hand and I will come around toyour desk. Be sure to write your name at the top ofthe page. When you have finished writing, bring youressay to my desk.�
�Teacher, I got a question,� said Frank Scuggottsalmost at once.
�Yes, Frank?� said Pauline. She moved toward hisdesk at the back of the room, expecting that he might
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need to look up some fairly easy word in the dictio-nary.
�How do you spell �impersonator�?�
Pauline jerked involuntarily in fear as she walked.Exercising the most rigid self-control, she kept mov-ing, dictionary in hand, just as if he had asked how tospell some far less offensive word. In vain did herbrain rush to supply innocuous explanations of whyFrank might wish to spell that dreaded word. Her willhad no power at all to stop her galloping heart, herdeeply labored breathing, her shaking limbs.
�Frank, here is the dictionary,� Pauline said. Shegasped for breath with open mouth, hoping againsthope that her gasp was inaudible. �You may look upthat word for yourself.�
�Nah, I ain�t too good at looking up words in thedictionary,� he said. �You spell it for me. You gottaknow how to spell it.� The bad boy was actually leer-ing at her, with lewdness oozing from his eyes and hismouth.
Pauline swallowed hard. �Very well,� she said, try-ing her hardest to pretend nothing was amiss. Shespelled the word, and he laboriously wrote it down. �Iknew you�d know how,� he said.
Pauline walked back up to the front of the roomwith her narrow hips swaying in their most femininemanner. A boy wolf-whistled at her, and other boysbroke out in laughter. Pauline reached her desk andcollapsed into her chair.
Frank Scuggotts was the first student to finish. Heleered and swaggered as he brought his essay up andplaced it directly in front of Pauline. She could notforce her eyes away from it. It said only this: �I didsome sinnin with a female impersonator that was ateacher. She aint a teacher no more.�
Pauline�s brow broke out in sweat, but she darednot apply a handkerchief to it. Her last faint hope,but one, demanded to be heard: had there really beenanother teacher, another �female impersonator,� whohad been discharged for misconduct with Frank?
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�Er�Frank,� she called out in a shaking voice,�your essay is incomplete. Please write the name ofthe teacher, or the former teacher, to whom you arereferring.�
His leer and swagger grew even greater, if possible,as he returned to the front of the room. He wrote inbig letters: �Her name is Miss Spurtrij.� Then helaughed out loud.
�Paul, you are mistaken,� she chastised him in ter-ror. �This incident did not occur, and�er�what yousay about this teacher is not true.� Her last hope ofall, that this vicious lout had not really discerned hersecret, but simply called every female teacher a fe-male impersonator and claimed to have sinned withher in order to insult her, hung by a slender thread.He cut it off.
�Oh, it ain�t, ain�t it?� he said with a loathsomegrin. �Prove it. Let�s see what you got, or what youain�t got.�
Pauline knew she must retrieve the bullwhip atonce. Her fingers were trembling so dreadfully shecould hardly insert the key in the lock of the bullwhipdrawer, but she did it�just in time. Frank Scuggottswas coming around the desk to attack her. She re-joiced at the thought that he would be expelled for at-tacking her.
�Stand back!� she cried, raising the whip. He didnot stand back, but grabbed her skirt. She wasforced to hit him in the head, again and again, withthe heavy end of the whip. He lost his grip on herskirt for a moment. Rapidly she backed off andwhipped him. She got the whip around his neck allright, but she could not fling him down. Outraged, heflung himself upon her and cried, �Boys! Get her!�
A crowd of four or five henchmen raced to the frontof the room. Two of them grabbed Pauline�s arms, twomore her legs. Frank Scuggotts jerked her skirtdown, then her drawers, and stood aside to revealwhat lay beneath to all. Girls screamed as Pauline�smember was revealed for all to see.
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�Told you so!� Frank shouted. �God-damn femaleimpersonator! Boys, hold her steady! That skunkneeds a mighty hard whipping!�
The henchmen complied. Frank extracted thewhip from Pauline�s hand and applied it to her mas-terfully, making her writhe in pain while standing.The worst of it was that her member grew hard fromthe writhing, and everyone could see.
�Frank, she loves it!� one of the henchmen cried.�She�s hard! Whip her harder and let�s see if she�llspring a gusher!� Frank eagerly whipped Paulineharder and faster. Apparently disappointed that Pau-line did not spring a gusher at once, one of the boysgrabbed her member and manipulated it. Her unsuc-cessful efforts to break free only increased the fright-ful stimulation. Girls were shrieking and running outof the room. When Mr. Buckworthy entered the roomto investigate the commotion, he was confronted withthe spectacle of Miss Spurtridge, nude from the waistdown, displaying amost unfeminine-looking memberand springing an equally unfeminine gusher, whilebeing manipulated by one boy and franticallywhipped by another.

*****
�Miss Spurtridge,� Mr. Buckworthy said in his of-fice, �I�m sure you�ll be glad to know the boys respon-sible for this outrage will be expelled.� Pauline nod-ded �yes� in silence.
�But I�m afraid,� he went on, �this incidentmeans�well, it means the end of your career as ateacher in the Pacific Heights Public Schools.�
Pauline had feared it would, and yet she must tryto defend herself. �But I have done nothing wrong!�she protested. �Those boys attacked me by force! Ev-erything that happened�everything�was againstmy will!�
�I�m sure it was,� Mr. Buckworthy said, �but youhave to understand: the parents of Pacific Heightsare just not ready to have a�-what�s known as a fe-
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male impersonator teaching their children. Thoseboys were wrong to expose you, but you have beenexposed, and that can never be undone.�
Pauline gave a deep, sad sigh. �I suppose that istrue,� she said. �Well, I shall just have to make myliving in another way.�
�I�m sure you can do it,� Mr. Buckworthy assuredher. �Out here, you know, there are a surprisingnumber of ladies with secrets like yours, and many ofthem do quite well. I happen to know, for example,that at least one of the lady librarians at our public li-brary has the same secret.�
Pauline smiled faintly. �Presumably the library pa-trons do not force her to reveal it,� she said. �May Iask, then, how you have come to know of it?�
�Oh! Well, er�if youmust know�I�m a bit of a con-noisseur. I mean, such ladies are among my peculiarfascinations. I�m pretty good at spotting them.�
�Then you presumably know that they are to befound at the Victoria and Albert Club.� Pauline�ssmile grew broader.
�Well! Now, you understand, I certainly hadn�tmeant to suggest that you seek employment there!But still, if you did happen to have any interest inthat direction�and please forgive me for mentioningit if you don�t��
�I do,� said Pauline. �When I came out here, myplan was to write a book�of a rather curious na-ture�about my adventures as a prim schoolmistressby day, and a lady companion at the Victoria and Al-bert Club at night. I now find that the daytime por-tion of the plan will need revision, but perhaps thenighttime portion will not."
�Say, that�s first-rate!� cried Mr. Buckworthy. �Ihappen to belong to that club myself. Maybe I�ll seeyou there one evening�or more than one.�
�I certainly wouldn�t rule out that possibility,� Pau-line said, giving him a really big smile as she rose to
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take her leave. �Good day, Mr. Buckworthy, andthank you for your kindness.�

*****
�That is truly dreadful,� Sir Arnold sympathizedupon hearing Pauline�s account of the day�s events.�Those rough, vicious boys deserve far worse than ex-pulsion from school�and you deserve far better. Per-haps someday the time will come when character andmerit are regarded as sufficient qualifications for aschoolteacher, without regard to what may or maynot be concealed beneath the teacher�s clothing�butthat day has not yet come.�
�It certainly has not,� Pauline affirmed. �Well, I amready to begin my duties as a lady companion.�
�Very well,� said Sir Arnold. �Let me introduce youto�well, I had almost said to the Princess. I am get-ting old, and set in my ways. For many years, untilher recent announcement of her forthcoming retire-ment from the club, our leading lady was PrincessJacqueline Semakoboomish, a native of theQuoheemish tribe. She is what the natives calla�what is their word?�a kabavoomish, I believe,meaning a �male woman,� with a secret quite likeyours. We now have a new leading lady�a Bostonianby birth, like yourself. Her name is MaryMcConnachy. I will take you to her, and she will in-troduce you to our ways.�

Chapter 3
Mary McConnachy gazed through her window atthe ocean. Her rosary beads were still in her hands,and her prayers in her heart. From childhood shehad believed that the Blessed Mother would helpeven the most hardened sinner who, in spite of every-thing, was devoted to the holy rosary. Now, morethan 20 years after her ruination, she feared she wasa hardened sinner indeed�what with all the thou-sands of sins she had committed with hundreds ofmen at the club, and the prospect of still more sins
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stretching into the unknown future, since she stillwould feel the fierce desire and still would have nohusband. Still, in spite of everything, she kept up herprayers�and her secret hope of enduring love�evenwhen God, and her heart�s desire, seemed as faraway as the end of the ocean.
She heard a knock at her door. Rising, she put thebeads in her drawer, lest she give offense to anyonewho would think them superstitious or worse. �Youmay come in,� she said.
Sir Arnold entered with a tall, slender, digni-fied-looking, dark-haired lady, whose blue eyes metMary�s at once. From the lady�s height, her shoul-ders, and her hips, Mary silently marked her as apossible impersonator. Her face, though, was aslovely and womanly as any natural-born woman�sface had ever been�especially when she smiled, andshe was smiling now at Mary. Mary tried to matchher smile in return, and found it surprisingly easy todo.
�Mary, this is Pauline Spurtridge, our newest ladycompanion,� said Sir Arnold. �Pauline, this is ourleading lady, Mary McConnachy.�
�I�m very pleased to meet you,� the ladies said toeach other almost at once.
�Well, there are certain matters best discussedamong ladies themselves,� Sir Arnold said, �intowhich an aging gentleman such as myself had bestnot intrude. Pauline, you will see that our lady com-panions have a great deal of freedom in determininghow best to satisfy the desires of the gentlemen of theclub, so long as they do satisfy them. I shall be in myoffice, if I am needed for anything.�
Sir Arnold left the room. �Please have a seat,� saidMary. She sat on the plush love seat across from thebed, and gestured to Pauline to sit next to her.
�It�s a good thing we�re not in Boston any more,�Pauline said, before Mary could speak. �Back there, itwould have been deemed beneath my dignity tospeak to an Irishwoman as a�an equal.�
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�You are from the so-called Brahmin classes, areyou?� Mary said. �And I a poor untouchable.� Shelaughed.
�I�ve left the so-called Brahmin classes far behind,�Pauline assured her. �And you�re not untouchable.Look here, I�ll prove it.� She touched Mary softly onthe shoulder. �I hope you don�t mind.�
�Not in the least.� Mary was very far from minding.The touch of the female impersonator�if she was animpersonator�awakened gentle feelings in her, andperhaps even started to soften the hardened sinner�sheart.
�What brought you out here, all the way fromBoston?� Pauline asked, surely little knowing howmuch pain the answer evoked every time Mary toldthe tale.
�A boy ruined me,� Mary said bluntly. �When I wasonly 16, young and foolish as could be, he promisedme the moon andmarriage too, if only I�d give him therights of marriage before the time. After I gave himhis way, when I was still crazy about him, he laughedand threw me off�and I fled here, to the ends of theearth, in shame.�
�I�m terribly sorry for you,� Pauline said, almost ina whisper.
�Well, it�s over and done with now, in a way,� saidMary. �I�ve been living with the consequences eversince, but that�s how it must be.� She sighed in sad-ness, but quickly composed herself. �And may I askwhat brings you, a genteel lady from the upper crust,out here alone, 3,000 miles from the self-styled Hubof the Universe?�
�Oh, I�ve always been a devotee of things aes-thetic,� said Pauline, �and I thought this would be anexcellent aesthetic adventure. You see, I was plan-ning to write a book about my experiences as a primschoolmistress by day, and a lady companion in thisclub at night. I had to revise the plan, though, when Iwas exposed as a�a female impersonator after lessthan one hour teaching school, and the principal toldme I must leave the school.�
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�Oh, that must have been shocking,� Mary sympa-thized�but she was glad to know so soon, without adoubt, that Pauline was an impersonator. �But you�llsurely have no trouble about that in this club. Manyof the men just love the impersonators, and you�re avery convincing one. You know, the leading lady be-fore me, Princess Jacqueline, was an imperson-ator�what the Indians call a kabavoomish,meaninga �male woman.� She�s a real Indian princess, andshe�s retiring to live on the reservation. You�ll have tomeet her before she leaves.�
�Thank you, I�d love to meet her,� said Pauline.
�And now, Pauline,� said Mary, �we�ll have to getdown to business. Have you experience in lettingmen take liberties with you?�
�Yes, many men, and the greatest liberties,� saidPauline. �A man in Boston, an artist, was my con-stant companion in such matters for years. Beforethat, a variety of men took liberties with me since Iwas 18, in reality�and, in my fantasies, since I wasno older than 12 or 13.�
�Very well.� Mary dared not indulge any hopesabout Pauline. Surely Pauline�s desires, like those ofthe Princess, had always been for men alone�andthey always would be. And yet�what if they wouldnot? What if Pauline were no more fixed in her de-sires for men alone than Mary was fixed in desire forthe endless succession of men who mounted her atthe club? Even if Mary did not dare hope, she did notdare cut off all possibility of hope!
Pauline was looking at her expectantly. Mary hadbeen silent for too long, lost in her wild, outlandishthoughts. �Now, the ladies of the club,� Mary re-sumed at once in her most businesslike tone, �eventhe impersonators, do not permit the gentlemen tocommit the infamous and detestable crime againstnature, which is prohibited by the laws of Nature andof Nature�s God, and also by the laws of the State ofPacificum. In other words, your dung-hole, if I mayuse that lowly word, is to be strictly off limits to themen. Aside from that, you may comply with themen�s wishes in almost any way their heart desires.
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With you, the men will not need to use a rubber, asthey do with the natural-born ladies.�
�How shall I be notified that a�a gentleman de-sires my company?�
�On the first occasion of your meeting, the gentle-man will select your picture from the directory, andan agent of the club�or perhaps, on occasion, Sir Ar-nold himself�will make the introduction. After that,if the gentleman desires another encounter, he willsimply request the honor of your presence.�
�Very well.� Pauline looked into Mary�s eyes, anddid not look away. �And I trust there will be ampletime for the ladies to visit with one another, as well?�
�Yes, ample time,� Mary assured her. Mary�s heartwas beating absurdly fast, yearning to break freefrom her self-imposed refusal to hope, as she added:�The ladies may become very dear friends with oneanother, if they wish.�

*****
Mary McConnachy�s image, and her words, lin-gered long in Pauline�s heart after their first meetingended. The little lady was lovely all over: in her curlyreddish-golden hair, her fair freckled face, her blueeyes that could surpass Pauline�s own eyes in bright-ness, her little pink lips that seemed to smile even insadness, her petite but unquestionably womanly fig-ure. Always before, Pauline had looked at beautifulwomen with an eye to emulating or even surpassingtheir beauty. She could never look like Mary, sheknew�but somehow Mary�s beauty shone all themore gloriously in Pauline�s mind.
Was Mary�s heart, Pauline wondered, even lovelierthan her looks? Did she deserve a far finer, nobler lifethan that of a high-class harlot in the Victoria and Al-bert Club? Did even her strange superstition aboutbeing �ruined� by a boy, merely because he had con-gress with her and then declined to marry her, evincean ardent yearning for a better life in which therewould be no ruination? Pauline, who had hardly ever
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thought there could be a better life than that of fullerotic satisfaction with a man or men, found it hardto believe that she was thinking of such things�andyet, without question, she was.
She would be Mary�s dear friend, Pauline decidedat once, if Mary would have her. She would carry outwhat remained of her plan, she would have her ad-ventures with men and write her book, and her re-markable exposure at school would even figureprominently in the first part of the book. Still, somethings, too delicate and too noble for the eyes of eventhe most refined connoisseurs of things erotic, wouldnot be mentioned in the book�and her friendshipwith Mary McConnachy would be among them.

*****
No gentleman selected Pauline that night, but thefollowing night one did�and his face was familiar.Sir Arnold himself introduced Pauline to none otherthan Mr. Donald Buckworthy.
�Good evening, Mr. Buckworthy,� said Pauline, ex-tending her hand to him. �I am delighted to see youagain, under far more pleasant circumstances thanat our last parting.�
�Yes, far more pleasant!� Mr. Buckworthy laughed.�My dear Miss Spurtridge, it�s simply grand to seeyou again�and I�ve got to say I hope to see more ofyou very soon!�
�Oh, Mr. Buckworthy, can this be a double enten-dre I hear from your august lips?� Pauline laughed.
�Miss Spurtridge, you are too quick for me; youhave caught me out!� Mr. Buckworthy respondedwith a heartier laugh.
They dined in the club dining room and made po-lite conversation on high-minded topics: literature,art, music, education, and more, though alwayssteering clear of the three taboo subjects of religion,politics, and the carnal indulgence that awaited them
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after dinner. When dinner was done, they quickly re-tired to Pauline�s room.
�I am told,� Pauline said, �that the ladies of theclub have sometimes been known to entertain gentle-men in their nightgowns. Can that really be true?�
�It can,� Mr. Buckworthy said. �It is true. You mayhave my permission to entertain me in your night-gown, if you wish.�
�Oh, it sounds rather daring,� said Pauline, �but Ithink I might like it very much. Is it the custom for alady to�er�to remove her clothing in a gentleman�spresence before donning her nightgown?�
�It is,� Mr. Buckworthy assured her.
�Well, I shall blush!� Pauline exclaimed. �Still, if itis the custom, I shall conform to it.� Pauline unbut-toned her blouse and removed it, revealing her cor-set. Next her corset came off, revealing her chemise.When her chemise and her skirt came off, Paulinewas nude above the waist, dressed only in her draw-ers, and her volcanic nipples seemed about to eruptbefore Mr. Buckworthy�s eyes. She reached into herdrawers and pressed her erect member down intohiding between her thighs; then she dropped herdrawers, revealing her womanly-looking junction,and rubbed her breasts for Mr. Buckworthy�s delec-tation.
�Oh, Miss Spurtridge! You are exciting me beyondbelief!� Mr. Buckworthy cried. �You may dispensewith the nightgown! Remain as you are, I beg you!�He began to remove his clothing at top speed. Soonhe, too, was nude. His fully erect member wasslightly shorter than Pauline�s, but as stout as Mr.Ruckaby�s, with a bulb as big as his.
�Miss Spurtridge,� he said, approaching her with amock-serious expression on his face, �I am torn,deeply torn, between two aspects of myself. In my of-ficial aspect, I know it is my duty to punish you foryour misconduct in daring to place yourself, as a fe-male impersonator, before the impressionable stu-dents of Rutland Ridge High School�causing greatdanger to their morals and their purity of mind. You
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deserve a sharp spanking for your naughtiness in do-ing so. On the other hand, in my personal aspect, Ideeply desire to console you for your ill treatment atthe hands of bad students, for the loss of your posi-tion as a teacher, and even for any pain you may suf-fer from being spanked.�
�Obviously, then, sir,� said Pauline, �you mustspank me first, and then console me. Shall I lieacross your lap for my spanking?�
�Yes, please do. Here, I will sit on the edge of yourbed, and you may lie across my lap.� This was swiftlyaccomplished, with Pauline lying semi-diagonally sothat her upper body was on the bed and her legshanging down. She felt Mr. Buckworthy�s erect mem-ber pressing hard against her as she lay.
�Oh, exquisite,� said Mr. Buckworthy, caressingPauline�s member where it protruded from betweenthe backs of her thighs. Pauline�s buttocks clenchedin delight.
�Please forgive me for any pain I may cause you,�Mr. Buckworthy pleaded as he began to spank Pau-line with his bare hand, first gently, then with in-creasing sharpness, hitting her protruding memberas well as her buttocks. Pauline�s hot buttocks andher hotter member quivered with mixed pain andpleasure as the spanking grew intense, and her hipsbegan to move in rhythm. �Oh, Mr. Buckworthy,please console me!� she begged. �Console me�but donot stop spankingme, for it excites memarvelously!�
Mr. Buckworthy stood up with Pauline, embracedher with one hand, and kissed her on the mouth,while still he spanked her with the other hand. Sheguided his member into her junction, between herhidden member and her thigh, as she had so oftendone with Eliot, though Eliot had never spanked her.Then she clutched Mr. Buckworthy as hard as shecould with her fingers and her thighs, and their lipsand tongues made frantic erotic movements to-gether, as did their hips and loins at the junction,while Pauline�s buttocks were bucking and burningfrom the spanking and the rapid friction of both oftheir members next to her thigh. At last she cried out
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as she felt her sperm spurting beneath her buttocks,while Mr. Buckworthy moaned in ecstasy, thrustinghard into Pauline�s junction and spanking her evenharder at the climax of their union.
�Oh, Miss Spurtridge!� Mr. Buckworthy gasped.�Miss Spurtridge! That was the finest! You are themost excellent! I could never have imagined! Your ap-pearance as a schoolteacher was so perfectly primand proper!�
�Until I was unmasked,� Pauline remarked.
�Oh, yes, and now I have unmasked you again,� heagreed. �My dear Miss Spurtridge, may I dare to hopeI may unmask you again, and yet again?�
�You may,� Pauline said. Even as she said it, shewondered what new delights she might undergo withMr. Buckworthy, or with other men, so as to provideadditional erotic matter for her book. Her double un-masking would provide two fine episodes, in additionto her escapade with Mr. Ruckaby on the train whichwould make the first of three�but would thirty epi-sodes be ten times as fine as three? If not, she wouldjust have to cut the book off before it reached thirtyepisodes, so as to avoid tedium for the reader. Per-haps, she fancied, she would find herself returning toBoston and to Eliot in far less than six years. Shewould keep a sharp eye out, she resolved, to knowwhen to cut off the multiplication of erotic adven-tures, and�most importantly of all�to know howthe book should end.

Chapter 4
�Pauline!� Mary cried while knocking hard on Pau-line�s door. �May I come in?�
�Certainly,� said Pauline. She quickly turned overthe sheet of her book manuscript she had been writ-ing on, which detailed last night�s adventure with Mr.Buckworthy. She was not, perhaps, exactly ashamedof letting Mary see it, but still she strongly preferrednot to. If Pauline had awakened any sentiments ofhonor, friendship, and even admiration, in Mary, like
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those which Mary had awakened in her, they mustnot be quenched.
�Pauline,� Mary said, �Princess Jacqueline is leav-ing soon for the reservation! She�s invited us to comewith her as far as Quoheemish, on the newinterurban line. Can you come?�
�Oh! Well�yes, of course,� said Pauline, risingfrom her desk and locking it. Mr. Buckworthy couldwait. Pauline must not miss what might be her onlyopportunity to meet the Princess.
Before long the passengers on the interurban carwere witnesses to a remarkable sight: two fashion-ably dressed ladies in their thirties, one tall, oneshort, accompanying a short, elderly Indian lady whowore the traditional women�s dress of theQuoheemish, but carried traveling bags in the lateststyle. The three ladies proceeded to the extreme rearend of the car, where there appeared to be a littlespace for a three-way tLte-B-tLte. Before they satdown, the car had started to move and was quicklypicking up speed.
�Oh, Princess, I�m so sad to see you going,� Marysaid, �but I suppose it�s all for the best.�
�Yes, it is,� the Princess said. �When Moon Owlwent home to the Great Spirit, I knew it would soonbe time for me to leave the club.�
�Moon Owl,� Mary explained to Pauline, �was thedearest friend of the Princess. She was an imperson-ator too�I mean, a kabavoomish,a male woman, andone of the ladies of the club. She passed away notlong ago.�
�I need to prepare to go home to the Great Spirittoo,� said the Princess, �and my own people will bebest to help me. I hope they will still hold me in honorfor what I am, a male woman, although I am afraidsome will not. Many of the younger Quoheemish,they say, have adopted the modern ways, and wouldhold an old-fashioned male woman in contempt.�

Page - 32

PAULINE BY DULCI DAILY



�How dreadful,� said Pauline. �Is it really true that,in the old days at least, your people would actuallyhold a�a male woman in honor?�
�It is true,� said the Princess. �My father, who wascalled Chief Semakoboomish, was proud to proclaimthat the Great Spirit had made me a male girl. I wasshocked when I found out that, among the�amongmany of the white newcomers to our land, malewomen were detested and degraded.�
Pauline could see that the Princess had once beena great beauty, but now an ugly frown disfigured herface. �Moon Owl was degraded,� she said. �She was alovely young white male girl who came to live amongthe Quoheemish, hoping to escape from the life shehad been living. I loved her as my own self, I taughther Quoheemish ways, and I mated with her in thewoods. But then white policemen came and forcedher to return to where she had been before, the houseof an evil woman called Ma Hellfire, where men de-graded her. For many years after that, I hated thewhite men for what they had done to Moon Owl.�
Pauline had many questions, but she was silentfor a decent interval before she spoke. �Did you stophating the white men at last?� she then asked. �Andhow were you and Moon Owl reunited?�
�My father was always a friend of the white men,�said the Princess. �Before he went home to the GreatSpirit, my father asked me to live among the whitepeople and learn their ways. For love of him, I agreed.He was great friends with Zeb Kingsley, the governorof Pacificum Territory, as it was then. Zeb took goodcare of me. Soon I came to love him, and I secretlymated with him. Our mating had to be kept strictlysecret, and it also had to be kept strictly secret that Iwas a male woman, for most of the people would nothave approved if they had known, and Zeb had to beapproved by most of the people if he was to remaintheir governor. My heart ached from keeping the se-cret, but I kept it so well that I was accepted as theFirst Lady of Pacificum Territory�just as PresidentJames Buchanan�s niece was earlier accepted as theFirst Lady of the United States, for he and Zeb had nowives.�
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�The First Lady of Pacificum Territory!� Pauline ex-claimed. �Can this really be true?�
�It�s true, all right,� said Mary. �The Princess wasFirst Lady when I came here. I remember the report-ing of the whole scandal when she was found out.�
�That was the worst time of my life,� the Princessrecalled. �Long ago, when I was young, a bad mancalled Mighty Bear was expelled from the land of theQuoheemish for trying to violate me. Many yearslater, when I was First Lady, Mighty Bear reappearedand started saying I was a male woman. I lied andsaid I was not, but the truth was found out�and,when it was, Zeb shot himself to death. I saw him onthe floor of the governor�s mansion, with his brainsblown out.� Pauline gasped.
�Whenever I think of that time, I weep,� said thePrincess. �I am terrified to think what torments Zeb�sspirit must be undergoing, for having thrown awaythe Great Spirit�s gift of life, merely because manypeople would dishonor him for having a male womanas First Lady, and would not vote for him in the elec-tion of 1880. A man in his right mind would not havedone this. But I weep for myself in shame, too�be-cause I lied and said I was not a male woman, and be-cause I had promised Zeb I would be faithful to him,and yet�when Zeb shot himself to death�I was mat-ing with Sir Arnold at the club!�
The Princess softly sobbed. Pauline and Mary satin silence. The interurban car had left the city andwas speeding through the woods, dark evergreenwoods, like the woods that had covered this land be-fore the white men came, Pauline fancied�or thewoods in which the Princess had mated with MoonOwl in her youth.
�Princess,� Pauline said softly when the Princess�seyes were dry at last, �after all you�ve been talkingabout, why did you stay at the club?�
�It was my destiny,� said the Princess. �Ever sincemy maidenhood ended, I have known it was my des-tiny to mate with men who had no women. But atlast, after Moon Owl went home, my heart was nolonger in me when I mated with men, and I knew it
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was time to move on. This is the way of wisdom: toknow when your destiny has been fulfilled, and thento follow your heart into a new life, as the Great Spiritguides you.�

*****
In due time, after passing through several smalltowns of which Mary knew little but thenames�Farquhar Village, Seaview Grove, Appledale,Montbeamish, Reardon Bay, New Invercargill�theinterurban car arrived at the city of Quoheemish,perched on steep hills surrounding a harbor. Two bigIndian men, one in traditional clothing with longhair, the other in modern clothing with short hair,met the ladies as they emerged from the car. Paulineand Mary embraced the Princess and promised towrite. Then the men escorted the Princess to ahorse-drawn buggy, and the ladies saw her nomore.
�Oh, dear, I hope I won�t be too terribly lonely with-out the Princess,� Mary told Pauline after the car hadturned around and returned to pick them up, andthey had again taken their places at the extreme rearend. �She was my dearest friend.�
�It must be dreadfully hard to see her go,� Paulinesympathized. �You�ve known her for 20 years, I be-lieve?�
�Yes. The scandal broke soon after I came, when Iwas still 16, and I met her at the club soon after that.�
�Well, I�m sure I could never replace her,� said Pau-line, �but�well, I�ve been hoping we might becomedear friends too.�
Mary�s mouth opened wide in surprise at Pauline�sforthrightness, but she smiled in delight. �I�ll be veryglad if that happens,� she said. Her heart was beatingtoo hard again. She did not think she dared tell Pau-line, not yet, about her most secret fantasy: thatsomeone at the club would love her and marry her,really marry her, even after all these years of sin. Itwould have to be someone at the club, of course, foronly a fellow sinner might ever wish to marry her who
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was thousands of times not a virgin�but still shecould not give up hope of it, and she surely would notrule out a female impersonator, especially one assweet and lovely as Pauline.
No, she did not think she dared to tell�and yet,did she really dare not to tell? If Pauline were really tobe her dear friend, perhaps her dearest friend nowthat the Princess was gone, wouldn�t Mary wish to re-veal her heart�s desire to Pauline? If Pauline were notan impersonator, she would surely do it�and whyshould it make any difference that Pauline was animpersonator? Mary had revealed her heart�s desireto the Princess long ago, after all, and there had beenno disaster, though the Princess�s desires had alwaysbeen for men alone. Even if Pauline�s desires were thesame, surely she would be kind as the Princess hadbeen.
�You know, if we�re to become dear friends,� Marysaid very softly, �we�ll want to reveal our hearts� de-sires to each other. Won�t we?�
�Er, yes, we certainly will,� Pauline agreed.
�Well, this may sound foolish, after all I�ve beenthrough,� Mary said, �but my heart�s desire is stillwhat it ever was: to be married, really and truly mar-ried, and live happily ever after. It�s unbelievable thatit will ever really happen, I�m sure�but still I can�tgive up hope. It would be like killing myself to give uphope.�
�No, don�t give up hope,� Pauline said at once. �Itdoesn�t sound foolish at all.�
Mary wondered if Pauline could hear her heartpounding like a big bass drum. �Oh!� she cried. �Itdoesn�t? Really?� She laughed for joy. �Well, that�s agreat relief! Pauline, you may be my dearest friend atonce, if you wish, for saying such a thing!�
Pauline�s bright eyes opened wide; her broadmouth broadened even further into a great, heartysmile. �I do wish,� she said, embracing Mary. Mary�sheart burst wide open in crazy, blissful fantasies, butthese she really did not dare reveal to Pauline: Oh,
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Pauline, would it be foolish to think you and I mightever be�be joined in holy wedlock?

*****
That would be a most remarkable and unexpectedending to my book, Pauline was thinking that eve-ning�and presumably it would impart most satisfy-ing shock and horror to the self-styled better classesof Bostonians! Might she really throw over her life atthe club, notify Eliot that she would never return tohim, and give a lovely Irishwoman�yes, an �un-touchable� Irishwoman, with all her lowliness, hersuperstitions, her abysmal unsuitability for marriageto one of the Brahmin caste�the marriage she hadbeen so long denied, after her 20 years as ahigh-class harlot? Would not this be a worthy con-clusion to Pauline�s excellent aesthetic adventure,which otherwise might be arbitrarily cut off when thesuccession of erotic episodes with men threatened togrow tiresome?
Pauline�s thoughts were interrupted by a knock ather door. �Miss Spurtridge?� said a young man, pre-sumably an assistant of Sir Arnold, when she an-swered. �A gentleman wishes to see you.� He intro-duced a stout, elderly, balding gentleman in adressing gown. �Mr. MacCraikie,� he said, �this isMiss Pauline Spurtridge. Miss Spurtridge, this is Mr.David MacCraikie.�
�Good evening, Mr. MacCraikie,� said Pauline.�Please come in.�
�Thank you,� said Mr. MacCraikie, entering theroom and quietly closing the door. �I�I hope I�vecome to the right place.� Without further ado, he re-moved his dressing gown to reveal an extremelysheer negligee in the latest Parisian style.
�Oh, how lovely!� Pauline exclaimed. It was true,and not only of the negligee; the stout old man�s bodywas actually attractive beneath it, and he was obvi-ously highly excited. He had fine, round, hairlessbreasts, large portions of which could be seen bareabove his very low neckline. His nipples, plainly visi-
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ble beneath the sheer fabric, were as volcanic-look-ing as Pauline�s. His member was very short, hardlyhalf the length of Pauline�s seven-inch one, but it wasstout and fully erect, with a very large bulb on theend. His thick thighs looked strong and ready forerotic action. His buttocks were big and femi-nine-looking, as Pauline could see when he turnedsideways to let her see them. He was the most eroti-cally stimulating old man Pauline could rememberever having met�and yet Pauline could not helpcomparing him unfavorably to Mary, thinking of howunbearably lovely Mary might be in the nude, open-ing herself to the husband she did not yet have.
�Do you really think I�m pretty?� the old man shylyasked.
�I do indeed!� Pauline honestly said. He was notnearly so pretty above the neck as below, but even hisface (below what might once have been his hairline)might have passed for a plump, pretty woman�s face;his small, but full, deep pink lips looked especiallywomanly. The Scots and the Irish were blood rela-tives, Pauline recalled; the old man�s lips might evenpass for Mary�s lips, especially if Pauline were to kissthem.
�And I admire your taste in nightwear, too,� saidPauline. �I have a Parisian nightgown much likeyours. Would you like me to put it on?�
�Oh�yes! Yes!� Mr. MacCraikie exclaimed.
Pauline readily complied, turning away from Mr.MacCraikie to strip, retrieve her nightie, and put iton. �Now, Mr. MacCraikie,� she said on turning toface him, �do you think I�m pretty?�
�Eureka!� Mr. MacCraikie cried. �You�re astound-ingly lovely!� He approached Pauline, who stood stillwith her member concealed between her thighs.When he was almost touching her, he pressed hisown member into hiding like hers. Then he embracedher, pressed his junction against hers, and kissedher deeply on the mouth. Soon she was rubbing andsqueezing his breast with one hand, while claspinghis great womanly rump with the other.
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�Oh, I need this,� he said, still holding her tight.�I�m afraid I can�t get excited for my wife any more.This is the only thing that arouses me. I used to be aman for my wife, had five little ones with her, butthen there came a time when she wanted more than Icould give. I used to play girlie for the men when I wasyounger, before I married her, and I thought it mighthelp me with her if I got girlish again in secret. Ithought maybe it would get me excited enough, andthen I could transfer it to her, somehow. It didn�twork, though; all that happened was I started want-ing to play girlie for the men again. So, here I am.�
�I�ll be more than happy to help you with yourneeds,� said Pauline, still rubbing his breast andgrasping his rump. She felt a twinge of discom-fort�she had never before indulged in erotic delightswith a man who openly admitted he was mar-ried�but she rationalized that Mr. MacCraikie coulddo nothing of the sort for his wife any more in anyevent, so Pauline was depriving his wife of nothing.
�What about my need to play the woman for aman?�Mr. MacCraikie asked. �Can you help me withthat? I mean�can you play the man for me?�
Pauline gulped. She had never played the man inher life, always the woman. Still, if she were ever tomarry Mary, she would have to learn to play the man.Perhaps this was her great opportunity to start�andanother fine, distinguished episode for her book, aswell.
�Well, er�I�d certainly be willing to try,� Paulinesaid. �But you�ll need to guide me. It will be my firsttime.�
�Gladly,� said the old man. �We�ll just lift yournightie, like this��he did so��and then gently reachin here, and pull out your manhood.� He slipped hishand between Pauline�s thighs to caress her mem-ber; then he grasped it firmly and brought it forth un-til it stood firmly erect in front of her.
�Oh, my, that�s a beauty!� Mr. MacCraikie ex-claimed. �I can�t wait!� Indeed he did not wait. At oncehe lifted his negligee and pressed Pauline�s member
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into his junction. �Easy does it, now,� he said. �Just alittle at a time, until you�re all the way into me.�
Pauline excitedly complied, imagining she was en-tering Mary, though the old man�s junction was fardifferent from what Mary�s womanly entryway mustbe. Pauline�s member pressed hard against Mr.MacCraikie�s hidden one, then slipped past it and en-tered fully into his junction, while he clasped boththeir members tightly between his thick thighs.
�Oh, yes, yes, yes!� Mr. MacCraikie cried. �That�slovely!�
�Oh, so are you!� Pauline responded, getting quitecarried away. �You�re a fine, fine woman! What shall Icall you? You do have a woman�s name, don�t you?�
�Yes, I�m Daisy,� said Mr. MacCraikie.
Pauline laughed. �Well, this is hardly a position inwhich to ride a bicycle built for two!� she exclaimed.�But it�s a wonderful position for lovemaking!�
She clasped the old man�s big buttocks�Daisy�sbuttocks, rather�and began to thrust more rapidly.Daisy clutched her hard and moved his hips, or herhips, in union with Pauline�s own. �Oh, this is as-tounding!� Daisy cried. �Kiss me! Please! Kiss me!�
Pauline complied, pressing her wide lips to Daisy�snarrow ones and thrusting her tongue deep intoDaisy�s mouth, all the while imagining Daisy wasMary. Daisy clutched Pauline even harder andbucked her hips with surprising strength and speedfor one so old. Before long Pauline could feel Daisy�ssperm spurting onto her member. The lubricity of theold girl�s sperm made Pauline able to thrust betweenDaisy�s thighs with truly frantic intensity, while shegripped Daisy�s huge, womanly buttocks with almostequal intensity. At last Pauline gained relief, hersperm gushing in seeming torrents between Daisy�sthighs�but Daisy was no longer in her mind at all. Atthe climax of her ecstasy, Pauline�s heart could donothing but cry out again and again in silence,�Mary! Yes! Oh, Mary, my love! I love you! I love you!!�
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Chapter 5
As the days and nights went on, Pauline spentmore of her days in the public library, reading allmanner of books�and also trying to see if she couldspot her fellow female impersonator. Before long shegot the idea of doing volunteer work for the library.This, if all went well, might lead to daytime employ-ment. Being a prim librarian would presumably be asgood as being a prim schoolmistress, for the purposeof her double life and her book�and she might, shefancied, even have an erotic encounter with the otherimpersonator. The thought of marrying Mary nevervanished from her mind, and grew greater and moredelectable as their friendship began to mature�andyet she felt sure she was not ready to try to carry itout, not yet. That, she fancied, would be the lastchapter of her book, and surely there were manychapters remaining to be written before that.
Mr. Buckworthy gladly recommended Pauline tothe head librarian, Miss Cecilia Oates, as an excel-lent choice for a volunteer, who might prove a worthyemployee should a position open up. He also kindlygave Pauline the name and description of her fellowimpersonator: Miss Prudence (née Peter) Farquhar, atall, slender, bespectacled, brown-haired lady in herlate thirties, of rather plain appearance, with her hairusually drawn back in a severe-looking bun.
It did not take Pauline long to recognize and meetMiss Farquhar. She did not await a formal introduc-tion. �Excuse me,� she walked right up and said, �areyou Miss Prudence Farquhar?�
That lady�s brown eyes opened wide behind herspectacles. �Yes, I am,� she said. Her voice was soft,high, and at least as feminine-sounding as Pauline�sown. Her face was thin, very plain indeed, and notparticularly feminine-looking; her expressionseemed timid, as if she were afraid of being found outas an impersonator, and yet her demeanor was notunfriendly. Her figure was even thinner than Pau-line�s, and her old-fashioned corset made her appearto have even smaller breasts than Pauline appearedto have beneath her newfangled swan-bill corset.
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�I�m very pleased to meet you,� Pauline said. �Myname is Pauline Spurtridge. A mutual friend of ours,Mr. Donald Buckworthy, suggested that you mightwish to meet me.�
�Oh, you know Mr. Buckworthy!� Miss Farquhar�sthin lips curled upward in a shy smile. �He�s such afine gentleman, isn�t he?�
�Very fine indeed,� Pauline agreed. �And veryknowledgeable, too!�
�He is,� said Miss Farquhar. �Very discerning.Don�t you find him so?�
�Extraordinarily discerning,� said Pauline. Shelooked around to see if anyone appeared to be listen-ing; no one did. Then, drawing near and speakingvery softly, she said, �I�m told that he has discernedsome things about you that�er�are not matters ofcommon knowledge.�
Miss Farquhar gave a short gasp, but quicklygained control of herself. �He has indeed!� she mur-mured. �Are you suggesting�er�that he may alsohave discerned some such things about you?�
�Oh, yes, indeed!� Pauline gave Miss Farquhar abig smile. �He discerned them to the full!�
�Why�� Miss Farquhar was blushing, and seemedhardly able to breathe. �Why, then, would you like tomeet me after work this afternoon, to discuss mattersof common interest?�
�Yes, very much,� said Pauline.
�Meet me at the front entrance at 4:30 sharp, then,and we will go together for a bite to eat,� said MissFarquhar. �And you may call me Prudence,� sheadded, almost whispering into Pauline�s ear.
�Very well, Prudence,� said Pauline. �I�m lookingforward eagerly to it�and of course you may call mePauline!�
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*****
At 4:30 sharp, the two ladies left the library andwent to John Blessing�s little dining house nearby,which Prudence highly recommended. Hardly hadthey sat down when Prudence commenced to makeinquiries about Pauline.
�From your manner of speaking,� said Prudence, �Igather that you are not a native of the Far West.�
�No, indeed,� said Pauline. �I am from Boston.�
�Boston! Oh, dear! You must find our little libraryvery unsatisfactory by contrast with the famous li-braries of Boston, such as the Athenaeum and theBoston Public Library!�
�Well, the new public library is very grand, and hasan immense collection,� Pauline acknowledged. �Ispent a great deal of my spare time there during mylast few years in Boston. As for the Athenaeum, I ad-mit I did not subscribe to it. I was never one to put thepursuit of money foremost, and as a result I did nothave a great deal of it.�
�Oh, how noble of you!� Prudence exclaimed withan admiring look. �One must always put the finerthings in life ahead of mere money-grubbing�inwhich too many members of my own family, I lamentto say, have specialized!�
�I do try to put the finer things first,� said Pauline.�But I cannot say I find the Pacific Heights Public Li-brary at all unsatisfactory. I dare say certain Bosto-nians, who cannot imagine that anyone other thanrough frontiersmen, lumberjacks, and�er�harlotswould inhabit a place like this, would be extremelysurprised at the level of learning and culture to befound here.� Pauline had to admit to herself that, asyet, she had little idea what that level might be�butshe was sure she would hear about it from Prudence,and in the most favorable light.
�Oh, yes!� said Prudence. �We do have what somemight think a surprisingly high level of learning andculture. Our university has already begun to make a
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name for itself, and we have a small, but fine, sym-phony orchestra, a very talented theater company,and more than one first-rate literary discussiongroup.�
�As well as a surprisingly large and well-stocked li-brary,� said Pauline, evoking a grateful smile fromPrudence. A waiter then interrupted their inter-course to take their orders.
�Now then,� said Prudence after they had orderedtheir dinner, �how did you come to know our mutualfriend, Mr. Buckworthy?�
�Well,� said Pauline, �as you may know, he is theprincipal of Rutland Ridge High School. I was ateacher there.�
�You are no longer?�
�No. I lasted less than one hour.�
�Oh! But�but why?�
�Well, you see�there were some very bad boysthere, and they exposed me as a�a female imperson-ator.�
�I see!� Prudence said, gazing deep into Pauline�seyes with what seemed quite profound sympathy.�That is a terrible shame. I must say I am extremelyglad that such�such exposures do not occur at thelibrary.�
�The library does seem a far more sympathetic en-vironment for�you know�people of our type,� Pau-line ventured to say.
�Our type indeed,� said Prudence. �I am glad wehave been able to reach an understanding about thatso quickly.� She gently touched Pauline�s forearm,causing a sweet thrill to pass through Pauline.
�Have you been such a person since childhood, as Ihave?� Pauline asked.
�Yes, since childhood. I cannot remember a timewhen I did not yearn for the beauty, grace, and sweet-
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ness of a girl. I imagined myself as a girl for years be-fore I was ever able to dress as one.�
�And so did I.� Pauline did not wish to admit thatshe had imagined herself as an erotically precociousgirl who admitted boys to her bed at the age of 12..Perhaps, she fancied, she would have a pure and no-ble friendship with Prudence, with no admixture oferoticism.
Her fancy did not last long. �I admit,� said Pru-dence in a soft, low voice, drawing very close to Pau-line, �I imagined myself doing things, with other girls,that would have been thought shameful if they hadever been detected.� She glanced at Pauline, as if tosee her reaction. �I hardly dare bring myself to revealthe details,� she went on, �but I imagined myself do-ing deeds of�of Sapphic love.�
�Not all would think them shameful,� Pauline as-sured her. She touched Prudence�s forearm, as Pru-dence had touched hers.
�You are among those who would not think so?�Prudence whispered, again touching Pauline in re-turn.
�I am,� said Pauline. �There are those, and I amone, who would think Sapphic love among the high-est and noblest activities of womankind.�
�Oh, I am one too!� said Prudence. �I have alwaysthought it more elevated, more exalted, and I daresay more pure, than mere run-of-the-mill, animalis-tic mating with men, with which too many womenseem satisfied.�
Prudence smiled. �You make me wonder what itmight be like,� she ventured to say, �if such a thing�Imean, an episode of Sapphic love�were ever to hap-pen between you and me.�
�Oh!� Prudence cried, clasping Pauline�s righthand with both her own. �Do you�do you reallythink such a thing might ever happen?�
�It is entirely conceivable,� said Pauline, placingher left hand on Prudence�s hands and gazing deeply

Page - 45

RELUCTANT PRESS



into Prudence�s lonely, hungry, yearning brown eyes.�Indeed, such a thing might even happen this veryevening.�
�Oh, Pauline! That would be sublime! It would bethe fulfillment of my lifelong dream! You know, I amalmost 40 years old, and I have done such a thingthousands of times in my fantasies�but never oncein reality!�
�Well, then, we will certainly have to do it this eve-ning. I am employed during the evenings as a ladycompanion at the Victoria and Albert Club, and youmay enter the club as my guest.�
�The Victoria and Albert Club!� Prudence ex-claimed. �I have never been there, but I have heardcertain rumors of�er�remarkable goings-on there.Do such goings-on really, you know, go on?�
�They do,� Pauline affirmed. �Such goings-onmight, indeed, be said to be the raison d�Ltre of theVictoria and Albert Club�though one would notwish to say so in public.�
Prudence�s eyes were wide with astonishment.�You are so dignified, so high-minded, so elevated inbearing!� she exclaimed. �And yet you have takenpart in such goings-on!�
�I have,� Pauline admitted. �But I am no more dig-nified, or high-minded, or elevated in bearing thanyourself. This will not prevent you from accompany-ing me to the club for certain Sapphic goings-on,now, will it?�
�Oh, dear!� cried Prudence. �No, it certainly willnot!�

*****
After their dinner and high-minded discussion,largely of literature, the two ladies walked arm in armto the Victoria and Albert Club. �You may come to myroom,� said Pauline. �There we will have privacy.�
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In her room, Pauline stood face to face with Pru-dence, with her hands clasping Prudence�s slenderwaist. �And now,� said Pauline, �you will have to in-struct me, for I have never before engaged in Sapphiclove.�
�No more have I, in reality,� said Prudence, �but Ihave often fancied that the way of a woman with an-other woman is like this.� She caressed Pauline�s facewith both her hands, and raised her thin lips to Pau-line�s full ones. Her tongue entered Pauline�s mouth,probing deeply, then darting quickly in and out. Pau-line responded in kind, caressing Prudence�s faceand kissing her deeply on the mouth.
�It will be more dignified and more ladylike, Ithink,� said Prudence, �if we retain our upper gar-ments as they are, and remove only our lower ones.�
�Very well,� said Pauline. �May I remove your skirtand your drawers, and allow you to remove mine?�
�Oh, yes!� This was hardly sooner said than done,though both ladies pressed their members into hid-ing between their thighs before their drawers weredown.
�And now, I fancy,� said Prudence, �we come to-gether, like this.� She clasped Pauline�s buttocks andpressed her junction against Pauline�s thigh, whilePauline did the same to her, intertwining her legswith those of Prudence. Their blouses and hard cor-sets impeded their Sapphic lovemaking to some ex-tent, but still they were able to move their hips andthighs and hidden members together to fine erotic ef-fect.
�Oh, this is exalted!� Prudence cried. �Pauline, youare making me ascend toward heavenly bliss!�
�Prudence, please, let us strip off this ridiculousarmor and be fully nude together,� Pauline begged.Without waiting for Prudence to respond, she beganto undo her blouse and remove her corset. It was noteasy while keeping her legs intertwined with Pru-dence�s, but she did it.
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�Oh, Pauline, for you, I will,� said Prudence. �Iknow you won�t laugh at how tiny and little-girlishmy breasts are.� She removed her blouse and corset,revealing a chest even flatter than Pauline�s own, butwith fine, dark, erect nipples.
�I certainly will not laugh,� Pauline said, rubbingone of Prudence�s nipples. �Yes, this is far finer. Letus lie down on my bed.�
This they did, with Pauline on top and Prudenceunderneath. Their kissing was uninterrupted now,and their hips undulated together like the waves ofthe ocean in a gathering storm. Their interlockedthighs clutched one another tightly, and their erectmembers slid rapidly up and down one another�sthighs. Pauline could feel that Prudence�s memberwas much shorter than her own, but no less ex-tremely excitable.
�Oh, Pauline! Yes!� Prudence cried, freeing hermouth from Pauline�s. �This is most exalted ecstasy!This is utterly sublime! I could never have imagined!�Prudence�s hips were quaking with surprisingstrength, lifting Pauline up and letting her down inrapid rhythm, as Prudence�s climax came upon her.Pauline�s own climax was not far behind, and soonPrudence�s thigh was slippery with Pauline�s sperm.
�Oh, that was wonderful!� Prudence murmured.�Pauline, I know you must be very busy with themen, as a lady companion�but if you might ever findtime to do this with me again, you would find me in-credibly grateful!�
�I will,� said Pauline. �And you will findme incredi-bly grateful too!�

Chapter 6
As the days, the nights, the weeks and monthswent on, Pauline became quite a favorite at the Victo-ria and Albert Club. Hardly an evening went by whenshe did not have an erotic encounter, and the de-mand was sometimes greater than she could supply.If only she had written a chapter about each encoun-
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ter, her book would have been too long already. Still,not every encounter was unique or unusually re-markable, and she could not risk boring her readersby recounting those that were not.
Her encounters with Mr. Ruckaby, Mr.Buckworthy, �Daisy� MacCraikie, and Pru-dence�though not under their real names, ofcourse�had all been recounted in delectable detailin her manuscript, along with her shocking unmask-ing at the hands of Frank Scuggotts and his hench-men. A second encounter with Prudence, in a lockedlibrarians� lavatory in the basement of the library,with their drawers down but their blouses and cor-sets still on, had been added because of the excite-ment of getting away with such a thing in the li-brary�but third, fourth, and fifth encounters withthe ever-hungry, ever-grateful Prudence did not sur-vive the cut. Mr. Buckworthy had returned to see stillmore of Pauline, but with no effect on her book. Pau-line had also been the secret erotic companion of nu-merous gentlemen in high places in the governmentof the City of Pacific Heights and the State ofPacificum; she disclosed this in the book, but with-out great detail, for these gentlemen�s erotic distinc-tiveness largely fell far short of their presumed exper-tise in political and administrative matters.
Only her friendship with Mary, which still was notdisclosed in the book, continued to rise far above thelevel of routine rutting. She dared to introduce Maryto Prudence at the library, of course with no sugges-tion to either of them of Pauline�s very different fasci-nation with the other, and the two ladies began tolike each other very much. She read and discussedbooks with Mary, and found her views to be as nobleand high-minded as those of Prudence, though with-out Prudence�s tendency toward excess in praisingall things sublime. Mary appreciated fine art andclassical music as much, and far less stuffily, thanthe average Boston Brahmin of Pauline�s past ac-quaintance. Pauline and Mary even attended one an-other�s services of divine worship; Pauline foundthat, although her Unitarian service was unquestion-ably far ahead in comprehensibility, Mary�s Catholicone was at least equally superior in beauty. Above all,Mary�s sweet and loving heart attracted Pauline more
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and more; she began to yearn for the time when herbook would end, and her new life with Mary might be-gin.
Among men, Pauline found none to rise above rou-tine rutting until one evening near the end of April,almost eight months after her arrival in PacificHeights. In the great club parlor, among some menreading newspapers or talking politics, and some (in-cluding the almost ubiquitous Mr. Buckworthy) flirt-ing with ladies, she saw one man alone at a small ta-ble, fixing his eyes on an album of photographs. Theywere family photographs, showing himself with aplump, pretty wife and four children. Pauline hopedshe would not give him offense by intruding, but shefelt drawn to this unusual man, and hoped she mightbefriend him.
�You have a fine-looking family, sir,� she saidsoftly.
The man looked up. He was a young-looking manwith reddish-golden hair and a small mustache of thesame color, lean and sharp-eyed, with mingled fearand fascination showing in his sky-blue eyes.�Er�thank you,� he said. �I�m glad somebody thinksso.�
�I�m sure I�m not the only one,� said Pauline.
�No, not the only one in the world,� said the man,�but the only one in this club�or on this side of themountains, for all I know.�
�You are from east of the mountains, then?� Bynow, Pauline knew enough about Pacificum to knowthat the eastern and western sides of the state werevery different in many ways, not least in the views ofthe people. More people here on the western side heldviews that would be thought advanced, enlightened,progressive, forward-looking, and the like, by thosewho specialized in deeming themselves and their kin-dred spirits to hold such views. On the eastern side,the views of a great majority of the people would bedeemed quite the reverse by the same specialists inthe classification of thought.
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�Yes,� said the man. �I own a big ranch outside ofRolling River, in Hartlock County. I decided to run forthe legislature because a lot of people were sick andtired of the bankers running roughshod over theranchers and farmers, and I wanted to try to help puta stop to it. I won the election, so here I am.�
�That is admirable,� Pauline said, �although I donot think you will be able to avoid meeting any bank-ers in this club. Some of the club�s leading members,I believe, are bankers.�
�That�s all right, as long as they don�t try to runroughshod over me.�
�Running roughshod over a fellow club member, Ibelieve,� said Pauline,� would be grounds for immedi-ate expulsion.�
The man laughed. �Say, you�re all right,� he said.�Not like some of the ladies here, if you can call themthat. I joined this club because it was supposed to bea place where leading citizens could meet. It didn�ttake long before I found out it was�well, some peopletreated it as hardly anything more than a high-classwhoreh�I mean, a high-class house of ill repute; Idon�t mean to use a bad word in the presence of alady.�
�Not all the gentlemen of the club, nor all the la-dies, regard it as such,� Pauline assured him.
�Are you one of the ladies that don�t?� the man de-manded to know.
�Yes, I am,� said Pauline. She felt a brief twinge offear that she was not telling the truth, but she triedto assure herself that it really was true, at least wherethis man was concerned. For him, at least, she wouldnot play the high-class harlot.
�Well, then, I�m pleased to meet you,� said theman. �I�m Lem Landsborough. May I ask yourname?�
�I am Pauline Spurtridge, and I came here last yearfrom Boston.�
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�Boston! That�s a mighty long ways away! Whatbrought you all the way out here from there?�
�Oh, I came in search of adventure,� Pauline saidvaguely, �and to escape from the stuffiness of Bostonsociety.�
�Well, you won�t find a lot of stuffiness out here,that�s for sure! If anything, you�ll find a lot of peoplegoing too far in the other direction.�
�I have already noticed that,� Pauline acknowl-edged, �but neither you nor I need join them.�
�That�s for sure! I�m glad you don�t want to, andneither do I!�
Pauline could see that Mr. Landsborough wouldlike to see more of her, though not in the same way asMr. Buckworthy had done. Quickly thinking of a wayin which this could be done with decency and propri-ety, she said, �You know, I am thinking that I and acouple of my lady friends would like to go for a picnicthis Sunday afternoon, and I wonder if you would liketo join us. I was just reading that the Stimson family,one of the leading families in Pacific Heights, havedonated a large part of their extensive estate on theCapitoline Hill to the city, to be used as a public parkknown as Grand Stimson Park. The park is nowopen, and it sounds like a fine place for a picnic.�
�Well, that sounds like a grand idea!� said Mr.Landsborough. �It�s a deal!�

*****
On Sunday afternoon, Pauline, Mary, and Pru-dence rode together up the Capitoline Hill on the newUnderground Screw Car. This ingenious device,unique to Pacific Heights, was produced by two localcompanies, the Magnum Electric Company and theSupreme Screw Products Corporation. The car wasdriven uphill by a gigantic screw in a tunnel, oper-ated by an electric motor, and stopped at stations ap-proximately every quarter mile up the steep hill fromthe harbor, through the city center, and up to the foot
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of the grand, newly completed Pacificum StateCapitol. Unlike the awkward, jerky cable cars in cit-ies such as San Francisco, the Underground ScrewCar was smooth in operation and comfortable forpassengers.
The ladies emerged from the car and ascended thestairs to the ground at the Garfield Street station,near the corner of the new park. The plan, proposedby Pauline at the club and later approved by Maryand Pauline, was that Mr. Landsborough would walkdown from his lodging house nearby and meet themthere, whence they would stroll through the park un-til they found a promising spot for a picnic. The firstpart of the plan had been carried out already, for Mr.Landsborough was near the top of the stairwayawaiting them when they arrived.
�Mr. Landsborough!� Pauline exclaimed. �Howgentlemanly of you to meet us so promptly! I wouldlike you to meet my friends, Miss Mary McConnachyand Miss Prudence Farquhar.�
�I�m very pleased to meet you both,� said Mr.Landsborough, accepting the offered hands of Maryand Prudence. �It�s not often that a lonesome legisla-tor like me gets a chance for a social outing with threelovely ladies!� This was very kind of him, Paulinethought, for surely few men could honestly thinkPrudence lovely, though many might think Mary so,and even Pauline herself.
�May I carry your picnic baskets?� Mr. Landsbor-ough asked. Mary and Prudence, who were carryingthe baskets, gratefully handed them both to him. Thefour of them entered the park, where they soon founda grassy meadow suitable for a picnic.
Hardly had they sat down and begun their mealwhen none other than Mr. Buckworthy happened topass by, escorting a tall, lovely red-haired lady whomPauline strongly suspected of being a female imper-sonator. �Miss Spurtridge!� Mr. Buckworthy cried.�And Miss Farquhar! What a pleasant surprise! Thisis my friend Miss Lucy Foehawke,� he said, introduc-ing the red-haired lady. �And you must introduce meto your companions, too!�
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�This is my dear friend Miss Mary McConnachy,�said Pauline, �and this is Mr. Lemuel Landsborough,a state legislator from Hartlock County. Mr. Lands-borough, this is my friend Mr. Donald Buckworthy,the principal of Rutland Ridge High School.�
�I am most pleased to meet you, sir,� said Mr.Buckworthy, shaking Mr. Landsborough�s hand vig-orously. �I read of your election some months ago. Iam quite a connoisseur of politics in our fair State,you know.�
�You must be, to know about our little election outeast of the mountains,� said Mr. Landsborough.
�Yes, indeed,� said Mr. Buckworthy, �and I con-gratulate you. It was a remarkable victory. But do notlet me interrupt your picnic. You must have quiteenough to talk about with these three lovely ladies,without any interloping on my part. Good day, sir,and again I congratulate you.�
So saying, Mr. Buckworthy moved on with MissFoehawke, and the remaining foursome began to ful-fill his prediction of having quite enough to talkabout. Much of their conversation was quite normalin nature, covering such matters as Mr. Landsbor-ough�s family, his ranch, his position in the state leg-islature, as well as Prudence�s employment at the li-brary and Pauline�s volunteer work there.Eventually, however, Mr. Landsborough grew so fa-miliar with the three ladies as to confide in them: �Idon�t mind telling you it means a lot to me to havesome feminine companionship around here, with de-cent, high-minded ladies who wouldn�t try to lead aman to commit adultery. You wouldn�t believe howmuch adultery goes on here, even on the highest lev-els in society.�
�Alas,� said Pauline, �I would believe it, all tooreadily. But you may be assured that, even if youwished, you would not find it possible to commitadultery with all three of us at once�and, if you triedwith one, the other two would promptly restrain you.�
Mr. Landsborough laughed out loud. �That�s thespirit!� he said. �You know, what with the shortage of
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eligible ladies out here, I wonder why none of youthree were snapped up long ago.�
All three ladies were silent. Pauline had not antici-pated such a question, although now she thoughtshe should have. �Er�perhaps suitable men,� sheventured to say, �are not to be found in such greatabundance as one might imagine.�
�And unsuitable men,� Mary added, �are to befound in far greater abundance than one wouldwish.� Pauline cringed within herself to hear it,thinking of Mary engaging in carnal congress withcountless unsuitable men for 20 years. Her bookmust end soon, Pauline thought�and the last chap-ter must be her marriage to Mary, just as she had en-visioned.
�Well, that�s the truth, for sure,� Mr. Landsbor-ough agreed. �You sure wouldn�t want to marry aman who�d turn around and commit adultery behindyour back.�
�No, indeed,� said Pauline. �I admire you verymuch for being a faithful husband, and�we too, I amsure I can speak for all of us, would be steadfastlyfaithful if we were ever to marry.�
�Well, I hope you�ll get your chances, all of you,�said Mr. Landsborough.
Pauline looked to Mary, whose eyes were fixed atfirst on Mr. Landsborough�and then on Pauline.The yearning in Mary�s eyes reached out to Pauline�sheart and drew it close to Mary, closer than ever be-fore. Discreetly but unmistakably, Pauline smiled atMary and nodded �Yes!�

*****
That was all. Nothing even remotely resembling,nor even suggestive of, adultery occurred. ImaginePauline�s shock and horror, then, when Tuesdaymorning�s Pacific Heights Informer carried this titillat-ing tidbit of news, headlined �Legislator Picnics withFemale Impersonators�: �Sightseers in the newly
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opened Grand Stimson Park on the Capitoline Hillwere treated to a rare and shocking display lastSunday afternoon: the Honorable L_____L___________, state representative from H______County on the eastern side of our fair State, was seenopenly picnicking with known female impersonators.It is not known in what secret delights the HonorableMr. L___________ may have indulged with one or moreof these lovely non-ladies after their shameless re-past and intercourse in the park. Calls for his resig-nation may be expected to ensue at once.�
The words �shock� and �horror,� indeed, were fartoo weak. This was a vicious, outrageous, nauseatingsneak attack upon an innocent and honorable gen-tleman, perpetrated by someone who knew that bothPauline and Prudence were female impersonators.Any one of many members of the club, perhaps notfar short of a hundred by now, might have identifiedPauline as an impersonator�but Prudence, Paulinebelieved, was known as such only by a select few. In-deed, aside from herself, she knew of only one manwho knew Prudence to be an impersonator, and shehad seen that man at their picnic in the park. Shecould hardly believe him capable of such per-fidy�but she would confront Mr. Buckworthy aboutit, as soon as possible, and have the truth.
First, however, Pauline must apologize to Mr.Landsborough for her part in this disaster�if onlyshe could find him. Mr. Buckworthy she could call onthe telephone in his office at Rutland Ridge HighSchool, but Mr. Landsborough she could find, if atall, only in person. She had only one idea how to tryto find him, and she would do it now.
Rapidly Pauline dressed to be presentable in soci-ety, emerged from the club, and walked to the Under-ground Screw Car station entrance in the city center.The car soon transported her to the uphill terminusof the line, near the entrance to the Pacificum StateCapitol. She walked up the steps of the magnificent,shining domed structure and entered through thehigh double doors.
Inside the building, which she had never beforeentered, she saw a wide circle of grand,
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larger-than-life statues of allegorical male and femalefigures representing �Art,� �Industry,� �Commerce,��Education,� �Science,� �Law,� and such like humanendeavors. Looking up, far up, she saw themany-colored brilliance of sunlight flooding the greatdome through stained-glass windows. Below thedome, she saw two circular marble railings aroundthe open rotunda on the building�s higher floors. Onthe walls of the building were gigantic murals depict-ing the past, present, and future of Pacificum. So fullof beauty was the capitol building that Pauline al-most�but not quite�forgot what she had come herefor.
To one side of her, not very conspicuous amid themonumental works of art and statuary, was a smallbooth beneath a sign not quite so small: �WELCOME,CITIZENS OF PACIFICUM.� In the booth was a small,bald-headed man who appeared to be waiting to giveassistance to visiting citizens. Pauline approachedthe booth and spoke to the man: �Good morning, sir.I wish to speak with a state representative, the Hon-orable Lemuel Landsborough.�
�Only members of the House are permitted uponthe House floor,� the man said. �Youmay see whetherthis representative is in his office, or you may go upto the gallery and watch the proceedings. When thereis a recess, you may try to speak with him if he entersthe rotunda.�
Pauline got directions to Mr. Landsborough�s of-fice, ascertained that he was not there, and found herway to the gallery entrance. When she entered, shewas dismayed to find that the discussion on theHouse floor was turning toward Mr. Landsborough,Prudence, and herself.
�Mr. Speaker,� said a handsome gentleman wholooked to be about 40 years of age, with perfectlygroomed golden hair and a mustache to match, �Ifind myself in the unenviable position of having tobring a most lamentable matter to the attention ofthe House. One of our members, I deeply regret tosay, has brought shame upon our Legislature, and isin need of the strongest possible censure. I refer to
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the Honorable Lemuel Landsborough, of HartlockCounty.�
�What?� cried Mr. Landsborough, shooting upfrom his chair. �What is this? I�ve done nothingshameful!�
�If, indeed, the Honorable Mr. Landsborough doesnot regard it as shameful to engage in public flirtationwith female impersonators,� the golden-haired gentle-man shot back, �then it may fairly be inquired what,if anything, he does regard as shameful.� Loud talk-ing broke out at once all around the House floor.
�Female impersonators? You�re lying!� Mr. Lands-borough shouted. �If you�re talking about my Sundaypicnic with three decent, high-minded ladies�if youand your henchmen had somebody snooping on meand trying to make up some filthy scandal aboutme�then let me tell you there was no flirtation, andthose were no female impersonators!� The talkinggrew even louder. The Speaker of the House, alone atthe front of the House chamber, pounded his gaveland called for order. �Mr. Fortmouth,� he said, �youwill be pleased to present the factual basis for yourmost disturbing allegations.�
�I will be most pleased, Mr. Speaker,� said thewhite-haired gentleman, �though also, of course, Ineed not say, most dismayed. A civic-minded gentle-man of my acquaintance, of the highest character, aleading educator in our fair city, has taken it uponhimself to investigate and expose the degraded char-acter and the abominable practices of the female im-personators who, in recent decades, have become alltoo common here. He has acquired extensive knowl-edge of the underground network of female imper-sonators. Happening to observe Mr. Landsboroughand the three so-called �decent, high-minded ladies�who surrounded him, he discerned that two of thosethree supposed ladies were, in reality, female imper-sonators known to him as such!�
�It�s a lie!� cried Mr. Landsborough. �What if I saidsome unnamed leading citizen told me you�re a maleimpersonator, and a female in reality? That wouldn�tprove anything!�
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�I can and will bring forth the proof of my allega-tions in the due course of the proceedings of thisHouse,� said Mr. Fortmouth, �while there could be noproof of any absurd allegation that I myself am amaleimpersonator. But the business before us this morn-ing is too urgent to allow for a moment�s delay. This isa crisis of decency and morality, as appalling as thecrisis that faced our former territorial governmentwhen my father, the Honorable Senator Runnion W.Fortmouth, exposed the so-called First Lady ofPacificum Territory as, in reality, a female imperson-ator! I call for the immediate suspension of the Hon-orable Mr. Landsborough from active membership inthis House, pending a full investigation of his scan-dalous abominations at the earliest opportunity!�
�I will call for a voice vote,� said the Speaker. �All infavor, say Aye.� A loud chorus of �Aye� rose fromaround the chamber.
�All opposed, say Nay.� The chorus of Nays wasloud too, but not quite so loud as the Ayes.
�The Ayes have it,� said the Speaker. �I must de-clare the Honorable Mr. Landsborough suspendedfrom active membership in this House.�
Mr. Landsborough stood stock still for a dreadfulmoment; then he wheeled round and strode off theHouse floor. Pauline arose at once from her seat inthe gallery, emerged into the hallway, and flew downthe stairs. By the time she arrived at the bottom ofthe rotunda, Mr. Landsborough was nowhere to beseen.
Pauline tried to preserve her decorum so long asshe was inside the capitol building. She walkedquickly to the double doors through which she hadentered, passed through them, and looked down, tothe bottom of the great stairs and beyond to the steepslope of Capitoline Avenue. Mr. Landsborough wasthere, striding fast downhill, already far ahead ofPauline.
She dared not cry aloud, and yet she must speakwith him. She picked up her skirts and ran, down thestairs, down the avenue, almost breathlessly fast, al-
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ways fearing she would trip and fall, yet seeming togain only slowly on Mr. Landsborough.
Several blocks down the avenue, he turned a cor-ner. Pauline raced even faster to avoid losing sight ofhim. When she turned the corner, Mr. Landsboroughwas turning toward a house, which Pauline sup-posed must be his lodging house.
She could wait no longer to cry out. �Mr. Landsbor-ough!� she cried. �Mr. Landsborough, please wait!�
He turned to look at her, scowled dreadfully, andturned away. He jammed his hand into his pocketand rummaged for something, presumably his key.Pauline caught up with him at last. �Mr. Landsbor-ough, please!� she said from behind his back. �I mustspeak with you! I am dreadfully sorry this has hap-pened!�
He clenched his fist and turned toward her, withoutrage and loathing in his eyes. �Well, so am I,� hesaid, �now that you mention it�Miss Spurtridge.� Heseemed barely able to restrain himself from strikingPauline, then and there, in full view of anyone whomight be watching through the windows of houses allalong the opposite side of the street.
�So you�re a female impersonator, are you?� he de-manded to know. �Well, I never would have imaginedit�but I guess stranger things have happened, espe-cially here. I can see it all now: the bankers and theirhenchmen put you up to it, and you pretended to befriendly, to admire my family, to be so pure andhigh-minded and�and feminine�all so you couldruin me!�
�No, Mr. Landsborough, that is not true!� Paulinecried. �I beg you, as you are an honest and upstand-ing gentleman, believe me!�
He stared her down in silence. �Well, then, what istrue?� he asked at last. �Are you a female imperson-ator, or not?�
Pauline lowered her eyes and blushed. �Yes, I am,�she admitted, �but obviously you did not know Iwas.�
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His eyes bulged, and his scowl returned in fullforce. �No, I sure didn�t,� he said. He seemed on thepoint of saying more, but stopped himself.
�And you did nothing wrong in associating withme, thinking I really was a pure and high-mindedmaiden lady, as I seemed to be.�
�No, I sure didn�t,� he said again, �but thatFortmouth and his fiends can twist anything to makeit seem like evil when it ain�t�I mean, it isn�t. I�mdone for in this town. I might as well resign from thelegislature and go home right now, and just hopeagainst hope my wife believes me when I tell her I did-n�t commit adultery with any female impersonators.�
Why did Pauline recall the Princess�s horror at see-ing Zeb Kingsley with his brains blown out on thefloor? �No, Mr. Landsborough, you mustn�t just giveup like that!� she cried. �You would never commit sui-cide, would you?�
He stared at her. �No, I could never do that to myfamily,� he said. �And besides, I couldn�t be sure Iwouldn�t just go straight to hell, and that sure would-n�t solve my problems.�
�No, it certainly wouldn�t!� Pauline agreed, despiteher lifelong doubt that anyone would really go to hell.�But, don�t you see, political suicide wouldn�t solveyour problems either. You don�t really think youought to give in to those lying fiends who twist goodto make it seem like evil.�
�No, I don�t,� he said, �but I don�t see any wayaround it. What am I going to say to the people backhome? �Please believe me, folks, I didn�t know theywere female impersonators, and I didn�t commit anysins with them�? You know what they�ll say? They�llsay, �Sure, Lem, it�s just like when all the old-timershere thought Zeb Kingsley was too fine a man to fallfor a female impersonator�but he wasn�t, and nei-ther are you.�
�You didn�t even know that�s what I was,� Paulineprotested, �and I�ll wager they wouldn�t either!� Evenas she spoke, a daring plan was beginning to form it-
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self in her mind�so daring that she feared she wouldnot dare to carry it out.
Mr. Landsborough looked astounded at thethought, but he had grasped the plan at once. �Youdon�t mean,� he said, �you want to come back homewith me, and try to pass yourself off as a femalethere?�
�That is exactly what I domean,� said Pauline, try-ing her hardest to screw up her courage to do thedeed. �I propose that Miss McConnachy, MissFarquhar, and I should all accompany you, so thatyour people can see for themselves who are thesesupposed female impersonators you have been ac-cused of consorting with.� Mary and Prudence, shetrusted, would surely go along with the plan, if shebegged them to help.
Mr. Landsborough stood in silence, breathingdeeply. �Well,� he said, �I guess it couldn�t hurt. Icouldn�t be any worse off than I am now.�
�It not only couldn�t hurt,� said Pauline, �but Ithink it could help; it might even help a great deal!�

Chapter 7
�Pauline!� Prudence cried, walking quickly towardher friend at Union Station next morning, in accor-dance with the plan. �Pauline, Miss Oates tells meshe has accepted you for the new position at the li-brary! You�ll be a real librarian at last!�
�Oh, how delightful!� said Pauline. Turning to Mr.Landsborough, she said, �Now you will be able to in-troduce us truthfully as two spinster librarians.�
�That�s got a fine, decent sound to it,� said Mr.Landsborough. �Now, what about MissMcConnachy?�
Pauline could not think how to introduce Mary,whose only occupation was that of a lady companionat the club�but Mary herself spoke up. �You may in-troduce me as a cleaning lady,� she said. �That, I ex-
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pect, will be my occupation when I retire from theclub. There will be no harm in a bit of anticipation ofthe truth.� Pauline�s heart leapt high, unreasonablyhigh, at the thought of Mary retiring from the club,though Mary had not said when it might happen. Atonce Pauline began to imagine that she, too, mightretire from the club, and much earlier than she hadexpected.
�Very well, a cleaning lady you will be,� said Mr.Landsborough.
�All aboard,� called out the conductor, �forManahowaka, Rolling River, Hoosanauga, EmpireCity, Billings, Fargo, Minneapolis, St. Paul, andpoints east!�
The ladies and the legislator boarded the train,and before long they were out of the city, ascendinginto the foothills. Mr. Landsborough told the ladiesmany stories about his family and the people ofHartlock County, especially his good friend SheriffBill Hitchpoke. Mr. Landsborough had sent tele-grams to his wife and the sheriff, telling them hewould be coming to Rolling River with three ladies,and giving the scheduled time of arrival. �Ladies mayneed protection from crowd,� his telegram to thesheriff had mentioned, and the sheriff�s telegram inreturn had assured him, �Sheriff and all availabledeputies will be on hand.�
They entered the long tunnel under the mountainpass. Soon the train began to fill with acrid smoke.Mary began to cough, and Pauline embraced her tocomfort her. �Oh, this is dreadful!� Pauline said toMr. Landsborough. �Can something be wrong withthe train?�
�I don�t think so,� he said, with his eyes closed andhis nose covered. �It�s always like this on the wayeast, because the grade in the tunnel is uphill thatway. Just hold your breath as much as you can. We�llopen the windows for some fresh air when we�re out.�Pauline held her breath, hoping that none of thecompany would lose consciousness before reachingthe end of the tunnel. She embraced the coughingMary more closely, while the words �in sickness and
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in health . . . for richer, for poorer . . . for better or forworse� echoed in her mind.
Mary seemed almost to be unconscious by thetime they left the tunnel. Pauline, Prudence, and Mr.Landsborough all raced to open the windows of thecar. �Mary, come to the window and breathe the freshair!� said Pauline, lifting Mary from her seat andhelping her to the window. Gradually Mary revivedand began to breathe normally, with the help of Pru-dence who offered her some smelling salts.
At last Mary sat down by the window, and Paulinesat next to her, again with her arm around her. Thetrain, now filled with fresh air, began to descendthrough meadows and apple orchards. Pauline couldnow enjoy the sight of them, for the black reactionwas not gripping her as it had done when she hadpassed through them from the east�but her enjoy-ment of the passing sights was far less than her en-joyment of Mary�s warm, tender, yielding presence inher embrace.

*****
It was well after noon by the time the train reachedRolling River, many miles east of the mountains.Shortly before entering the town, the train crossedthe river from which the town got its name, whichseemed almost as wide as the Mississippi. The townseemed a big one, bigger than any they had seensince leaving Pacific Heights. They emerged from thetrain at the station near what was obviously thecourthouse square, at the far side of which was acourthouse that looked like a miniature replica of thePacificum State Capitol. A large number of peoplewere assembled in the square; it appeared the newsof Mr. Landsborough�s return had spread quickly.
�Welcome home, Lem,� said a tall, stout man in asheriff�s uniform, carrying a shotgun. �I got your tele-gram, and I saw the news about what they were say-ing about you. Folks here just want to know thetruth.�
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�They�ll get it, all right,� said Mr. Landsborough.After quickly introducing the three ladies to SheriffHitchpoke, he asked, �is my family here?�
�They�re all waiting for you at the top of the court-house steps,� said the sheriff, gesturing with his freehand. �Your wife didn�t think it would be safe to takeall the little ones through the crowd, and theythought you might want to say some words fromthere.�
�I do,� said Mr. Landsborough. �Let�s go.�
�OK, boys, clear a path for us,� said the sheriff.Several men in deputy sheriff�s uniforms, who hadbeen standing back, began to walk through thecrowd ahead of the sheriff, Mr. Landsborough, andthe three ladies. Mr. Landsborough waved right andleft at the people, many of whom applauded him,though some booed.
On reaching the top of the courthouse steps, Mr.Landsborough embraced his wife, while his childrencrowded around him. He introduced Pauline, Mary,and Prudence to his wife, whose name was Penny;she seemed a bit unfriendly upon meeting them, butpolite. Then, with the shotgun-wielding sheriff stand-ing next to him, he began to address the crowd.
�Ladies and gentlemen,� he said in a loud voice, �ifyou haven�t yet heard about the lies in the PacificHeights Informer, about me associating with femaleimpersonators, you�re going to hear about them now!The bankers and their henchmen have gotten mesuspended from the legislature because of thoselies�and I want you to see for yourself that they arelies! These so-called female impersonators haveagreed to come here with me, so you can see themand meet them for yourselves. Here they are, threehigh-minded ladies of the finest character: MissSpurtridge and Miss Farquhar, both librarians, andMiss McConnachy, a cleaning lady. I went on a picnicin the park with them on Sunday. The bankers andtheir henchmen on that lying newspaper twisted thatinto a story about me degrading myself with femaleimpersonators. I ask you, how dare they�how dare
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anyone�insult and vilify these pure, decent ladies bycalling them female impersonators?�
�There�s only one way to find out for sure,� retorteda big man with a big mustache, a big cowboy hat, andscraggly hair, near the front of the crowd. �And thatain�t by listenin� to you talk!� Turning to face thecrowd, he cried out, �Boys, let�s find out for sure! Areyou man enough?� Then he began to stride up thecourthouse stairs, followed by a number of othermen. Pauline shivered with fear, remembering all toowell her unmasking at school.
�Boys, are you man enough to go to jail�or tohell?� the sheriff shouted, pointing the shotgunstraight at the big man. �Me and my deputies areman enough to put the whole lot of you in jail, if youeven lay a finger on any of these ladies�and we�ll gethelp from every decentman in this county! And if youdo anything you need to get shot for, you can bedamn sure you�re going straight to hell!�
�Boys, he�s bluffing,� said the big man. �He won�tshoot into this crowd, and they could never handleall of us, if we stick together.�
�Yeah, he�s bluffing, all right,� said a deputy,quickly coming up behind him, �but I ain�t. Get thesehandcuffs on.� The big man swore and shouted inoutrage while that deputy and two others arrestedhim. �God damn it, you got nothing on me!� he yelled.�I ain�t committed no crime!�
�Have too,� said the deputy with the handcuffs.�Soliciting a crime of moral turpitude, by trying to getthem boys to strip off these ladies� clothes.�
�Boys, come on! Get �em!� screamed the big man,committing the same crime again. Many men beganto run up the steps. The first one up pointed a pistolat Pauline and said, �All right, get them clothes off!Now!�
The sheriff had not been bluffing after all. He firedthe shotgun at the pistol-wielding man at closerange, killing him at once. The ladies shrieked. Pau-line tried to turn away from the gruesome spectacle,but she could not avoid seeing the fighting all around
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her. The only good thing was that the sheriff�s predic-tion of help from every decent man in the county wasbeing fulfilled. Most of the men were actually fightingto defend the ladies, and they seemed to be winningthe fight�but still the outcome seemed to be indoubt, and many men were being hurt.
�Stop!� Mary cried. �Stop this! I will submit to anexamination�if only you will stop fighting!� Aftersome delay, her words had their desired effect,though not before one of the defenders hit an at-tacker so hard that he flew almost all the way downthe steps before landing on his back with a terrificgroan.
�Please, I beg you,� Mary pleaded, �let me offer my-self to a midwife, or to any discreet and honest lady,for a private examination, and she will see that I amno female impersonator. Only, I implore you, do notsubject my companions, Miss Spurtridge and MissFarquhar, to the same indignity. I must admit thatmy character has not always been of the finest, andone more indignity will mean far less to me than itwould to them. Miss Spurtridge and Miss Farquharare maiden ladies of the most delicate sensibilities,and it would be a grossly impertinent outrage even tosuggest that they should submit to an examinationsuch as these�these men have proposed. Accept me,I pray, as a sacrificial offering for the good name andthe decency of us all; do not let more men be arrestedor harmed, or even die, in trying to abuse MissSpurtridge and Miss Farquhar.�
�That�s fair!� cried Mrs. Landsborough. �Theremust be no more fighting!� Murmurs of assent, andthen applause, arose throughout the crowd.
�I am a midwife,� said a wrinkled, graying lady, as-cending the stairs. �I can perform the examination ina private area of the courthouse.� Mary entered thecourthouse with her. After several minutes they re-turned, and the midwife proclaimed, �This lady is nofemale impersonator; she is a natural-born woman!�Applause rose from the crowd.
�Well, that settles it,� said Sheriff Hitchpoke. �Wecan�t bow down to those bankers and their hench-
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men, with their lies about Lem and these fine ladies. Ipropose that every decent man in this county shouldsign a petition to reinstate Lem in the legislature atonce!�
Above the applause of the crowd, Mrs. Landsbor-ough called out, �What about every decent woman?�
�Well, but women can�t vote,� the sheriff said in adoubtful voice.
�This isn�t voting, it�s showing we all support Lem,�she retorted. �I want to be the first one to sign the pe-tition!� The applause grew louder, and the sheriffagreed that the women should sign the petition too.After the petition was drawn up and read to the as-sembly by the sheriff, the first four to sign it were la-dies. Mrs. Landsborough came first, followed bythree ladies who, though not residents of HartlockCounty, had a deep personal interest in the matter:Miss Mary McConnachy, Miss Prudence Farquhar,and Miss Pauline Spurtridge.

Chapter 8
After spending the night as guests of honor at theLandsboroughs� large ranch house several miles out-side of town, the three ladies returned to RollingRiver early in the morning and rode the train back toPacific Heights, accompanied by Mr. Landsboroughand Sheriff Hitchpoke. Though taking part in conver-sation when spoken to, Pauline was deep in thoughtfor much of the journey. Her thoughts were fixed onMr. Buckworthy and his dark, unworthy perfidy indisclosing to the newspaper that Mr. Landsboroughhad picnicked (though unknowingly) with female im-personators. She must confront him about it, shethought�but how? When? What could she say?
By the time the train arrived at its destination, herplan, such as it was, had been formed. She badegood-bye to Mr. Landsborough and the sheriff, whopromised to tell her about the proceedings in the leg-islature at the club. She embraced Prudence and de-parted from her, hand in hand with Mary, toward theclub.
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�Mary, please excuse me; I must make a call on thetelephone,� she said at once upon arriving at theclub. Gazing into Mary�s eyes, she embraced her evenmore warmly than she had embraced Prudence, andgave her a little kiss on the cheek. �I�ll explain every-thing,� she said, �but I can�t right now.� Then shewalked away, down the plush-carpeted hallway, toone of the enclosures in which there were telephonesfor the use of the ladies and gentlemen of the club.
�Good day,� said Pauline to the young-soundingman who answered the telephone, �is Mr.Buckworthy still at school? Yes, I would like to speakwith him. I am Miss Pauline Spurtridge.� She hopedthe young man would not know who Miss PaulineSpurtridge was, and how her brief employment at theschool had ended; she could only trust that, in this atleast, Mr. Buckworthy had been the soul of discre-tion.
�Miss Spurtridge! Good afternoon!� said Mr.Buckworthy. �It�s been far too long since I�ve seenyou!�
�I was just thinking the same thing,� said Pauline.�Perhaps you would like to dine with me this eveningat the club.�
�Yes, indeed! No doubt your conversation will be asscintillating as always!�
�I sincerely hope so. Shall we say six o�clock fordinner, then?�
�We certainly shall.�

*****
At dinner, Pauline wasted little time in turning thescintillating conversation toward the topic of Mr.Landsborough. �Oh, Mr. Buckworthy,� she said, �Imust tell you that two of my lady friends and I havebeen honored with a visit to the residence of one ofour state legislators, Mr. Lemuel Landsborough.�
�Really! That is quite an honor indeed!�
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�Yes, and we thoroughly enjoyed our visit with hisfamily.� There was no need, Pauline thought, to men-tion the confrontation at the courthouse, which wasfar from enjoyable. �I believe you have already metMr. Landsborough,� she went on, �at our picnic inthe park last Sunday.�
�Yes, so I recall.�
�I thought it quite a remarkable coincidence,� Pau-line ventured to say, �that, so soon after our picnicoccurred, it was mentioned in the newspaper�andthat the vulgar expression �female impersonators�was used to describe Miss Farquhar and myself.�
�Yes, well, you have been here long enough to bequite familar with the Informer�a veritable fountainof vulgarity. I myself prefer the Times of PacificHeights, which maintains a far higher standard ofdignity.�
�A wise choice�and yet, it seems, you are notabove communicating certain interesting informa-tion to the Informer.�
Mr. Buckworthy raised his eyebrows high. �An un-warranted inference, I believe, Miss Spurtridge,� hesaid. �You have become quite a favorite at this club,you know. Any one of a hundred or more men mighthave recognized you as a so-called female imperson-ator.�
�But only a very select few, I believe, would haveknown Miss Farquhar to be such a one,� Pauline re-torted, �and the article referred to �female imperson-ators� in the plural. Not only that but, among thoseselect few, only one greeted us at our picnic with Mr.Landsborough.�
Mr. Buckworthy�s smoothness of manner did notleave him; indeed, it seemed to grow greater as hesmiled. �You are far too quick for me, MissSpurtridge,� he said. �You have caught me out again.Yes, I must admit it was I who divulged that informa-tion to the Informer. A man can always use a littlespare change, you know, and the Informer has beenknown to provide it for news items that the Timeswould not touch.�
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Pauline feared that her own smoothness of man-ner would fall far short of Mr. Buckworthy�s as shecontemplated him ruining a man�s reputation for �alittle spare change��but at once she determined thather smoothness must equal his, if not surpass it.Sickening shock gripped her heart at the thought ofwhat else Mr. Buckworthy might have done, howdeep into the abyss of moral turpitude he might havefallen, in his quest for spare change�perhaps evenseeking to blackmail Mr. Landsborough. All thewhile, her eyes grew brighter, her lips smiled moreenchantingly, her whole body grew more seductive,while in her secret heart she plotted Mr.Buckworthy�s downfall.
�I admire your forthrightness, Mr. Buckworthy,�she said. �You are a man who knows his aim, states itwithout fear, and proceeds to achieve it. Is it your aimthis evening to spank me for my naughtiness incatching you out?�
�It is,� he said. �You deserve a very hard spankingfor that.�
�I shall make it richly worth your while,� said Pau-line, leaning forward and forming her lips in theshape of a kiss�unmistakably foreshadowing yetanother erotic encounter that would not be recordedin her book.

*****
�I haven�t yet been reinstated, but I thought thesession today went very well,� Mr. Landsborough toldPauline at the club next evening. �The Speaker wasactually eager to give us a hearing. Fortmouth com-plained that the petition was invalid because it hadsignatures of women who couldn�t vote, but theSpeaker said that didn�t invalidate the whole petitionbecause there appeared to be plenty of signaturesfrom men who could vote. Then Bill held them spell-bound when he told about how almost everyone whoshowed up at the courthouse, starting with Lem�swife, was convinced you ladies were no female imper-sonators, and the whole thing was a lie made up bythe bankers and their henchmen.�
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�Don�t forget how I told them you were well knownas one of the most decent, upstanding men inHartlock County,� Sheriff Hitchpoke added, �and youwould no more associate with a female impersonatorthan you would kiss a rattlesnake.�
Pauline was startled to see none other than Mr.Fortmouth himself approaching, perhaps within ear-shot. Worse yet, she was sickened to see none otherthan Mary McConnachy at his side. She feared a con-frontation�but none occurred. Mr. Fortmouthquickly averted his eyes and moved on with Mary.
�Speaking of kissing a rattlesnake,� Mr. Landsbor-ough said when they were again out of earshot, �itlooks like that little lady is about to do just that.�
Pauline felt sick to her stomach. She hoped shecould refrain from vomiting, but she feared she couldnot. Mary! her heart cried out. Leave this life andcome awaywith me!
It was time, Pauline thought, or almost time, forthe last chapter of her book to be written. She couldeasily fill up the middle of it by selecting from hermany erotic encounters at the club. Then she wouldwrite of the marriage of the humble librarian, herself,to the humble cleaning lady, Mary, and of how theywould eschew erotic encounters with others ever af-ter. She yearned to move on to the last chapter with-out delay�but she could not, not yet. One otherchapter, an extremely important one, must be livedand written first.
�Mr. Landsborough,� she said, �speaking of rattle-snakes and their human counterparts�before thatarticle that said you picnicked with female imperson-ators appeared, did anyone ask you for payment forpreventing it from appearing?�
Mr. Landsborough frowned. �Well, now that youmention it,� he said, �A man did ask me, on the dayafter the picnic. I think he was the same man whogreeted us at the picnic, the one with the red-hairedlady friend. He came to me in my office after the ses-sion was done for the day, and told me he had an in-teresting news item to sell me. I asked him what itwas, and he said it was about me picnicking with fe-
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male impersonators. I told him he had to be joking,and he said he wasn�t, he knew all about female im-personators, and you and Miss Farquhar wereamong them. I said I didn�t believe him, and he saidplenty of people would believe him if I didn�t want tobuy the news item, because then the Pacific HeightsInformer would buy it and publish it.�
�Blackmail,� said Pauline, burning with outrage.�Did you notify the police?�
�I guess I should have,� said Mr. Landsborough.�But I didn�t think of it. I guess I couldn�t imagine hewas serious. Besides, I didn�t remember his namefrom when you introduced us. All I remembered wasthat he was the principal of some high school.�
�Now you know he was dead serious,� said Pau-line, �and I happen to remember his name very well.Mr. Landsborough, since you have not yet notifiedthe police, I would ask you to hold off for a very littlebit longer. I have a plan, and the intervention of thepolice, at the right moment, forms part of that plan.Mr. Buckworthy does need to face legal justice�buthe also needs, I believe, to face poetic justice.�

*****
�Ah, yes, Miss McConnachy,� said Mr. Fortmouth.�You are the finest of your kind, without a doubt.� Hewas nude, and so was Mary. His hands were onMary�s small breasts, and his thick member was be-tween her legs. In a quick, businesslike manner sheput a rubber on his member. The Princess�s wordsresounded in her mind: �My heart was no longer inme when I mated with men, and I knew it was time tomove on.�
�Oh, this is most excellent,� said Mr. Fortmouth,pressing his rubber-covered member into Mary�swomanly opening from behind as she knelt on herhands and knees. �My wife has still never permittedme to enter her in this magnificent way. Only here,with you, am I free to fulfill my most overwhelmingdesire�now and, I trust, for many years to come.�
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Never again, Mary�s heart retorted�from afar, forit was no longer in her. Only her small, lithe body re-mained here on the floor, receiving Mr. Fortmouth�seager thrusts, preparing to falsify a climax when heejaculated into the rubber. Her heart, her soul, hermind, her very self, all hovered far above her vainlyrutting body, yearning for a quick end to this lovelesscongress.
�Oh, yes, this is most astounding!� said Mr.Fortmouth, thrusting hard into Mary from behind,almost crushing her breasts with his hands, rushingup the rapids of excitement toward ejaculation. �Oh,yes, this is the life! Oh, oh, oh, my God!�
�Oh, Mr. Fortmouth, yes!� Mary dutifully re-sponded, though her far-off heart was crying, �No!�Falsifying an ecstatic climax as best she could, sheechoed him, �Oh, oh, oh, my God!��but for her,though not for him, it was only the first words of theAct of Contrition: �O my God, I am heartily sorry forhaving offended Thee . . . .�
Mr. Fortmouth was quickly gone, after thankingMary profusely for the erotic encounter�the detest-able sin, Mary was now thinking. It would be her last,she resolved. She would notify Sir Arnold that shewas retiring from the club, effective immediately, andshe would seek a position as a cleaning lady. She stilldid not know for sure whether Pauline, or anyone,would ever marry her�but at least she would be-come free from vice, she would go to confession, shewould return to the sacraments at long last, and be-come a decent lady after all these years.

*****
�Pauline?� said Mary, knocking at Pauline�s door.Pauline opened to her. �Pauline, I�m retiring from theclub at once!� Mary cried out.
�Oh, Mary, I�m so glad for you,� said Pauline, em-bracing Mary and kissing her on the cheek, makingher heart leap high. �I was hoping you would.�
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�Well, now that you mention it,� Mary ventured tosay, �I was hoping you would, too.�
�Oh, I will!� Pauline exclaimed. �I will, I prom-ise�but I cannot do it just yet. There is one morething I must accomplish as a lady of the club. Pleasedo not ask me to tell you about it yet�but I promiseto tell you all, after the deed is done.�
�Pauline, you are too mysterious for me,� Marygently chided her, with eyes wide open in unknowing.
�I fear I am,� said Pauline, �but only for a littlewhile longer. After that, I trust, we shall each be ex-actly mysterious enough for each other, neither toomuch nor too little.�
And for the rest of our lives�together!Mary�s heartcried out. Still she dared not hope too strongly�andyet, all the more, she dared not fail to hope.

Chapter 9
�Prudence!� Pauline said, next Monday morning,at the library. �I must meet a member of the schoolboard. Do you have any idea how to go about it?�
�Well, my uncle, Mr. Robert Farquhar, is a memberof the school board,� said Prudence. �But I am notsure he would welcome an introduction from me. Hisopinion of me, ever since he learned that I was aso-called female impersonator, has been extremelylow. I fear he thinks me guilty of moral turpitude forthat reason alone.�
�He is strongly opposed, then, to moral turpitudeof the erotic variety?�
�Yes, very strongly.�
�What if he were to learn that a high-school princi-pal was guilty of such turpitude�of having an eroticencounter with a female impersonator?�
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�Oh! Why, I am sure he would be outraged, and de-mand that the principal be removed from his posi-tion.�
�Prudence, you must introduce me to him, I begyou. I have learned that Mr. Buckworthy tried toblackmail Mr. Landsborough. After Mr. Landsbor-ough refused to pay him, Mr. Buckworthy disclosedto the Informer that Mr. Landsborough had picnickedwith female impersonators. Is that not moral turpi-tude of the basest sort, on Mr. Buckworthy�spart�and does it not cry out for poetic justice?�
�Legal justice, I think, would be more to the point,�said Prudence.
�Oh, that too, of course,� said Pauline. �Indeed, Ienvision a momentous convergence of legal and po-etic justice.�

*****
�Uncle Robert?� said Prudence on the telephoneright after work. �This is Peter. I�m sorry to interruptyour work, but a friend of mine must tell you some-thing of the utmost importance�about moral turpi-tude on the part of a school principal. I�m sure theschool board would want to know about it.� After amoment of listening to her Uncle Robert, Prudenceresumed: �Yes, we can come over as soon as�er�Ichange out of my work clothing.� Another moment ofsilence ensued, and then Prudence said, �Yes, we�llbe there as soon as we can. Thank you very much,Uncle Robert.�
After hanging up the telephone, Prudence said,�Let�s go. We�ll need to stop quickly at my apartmentso I can put on some male attire. Uncle Robert knowsI don�t wear it at work, but I�m sure he�ll give us amuch more nearly pleasant welcome if I put it onnow.�
�All right,� said Pauline. �I don�t need to put someon too, do I? I hardly have any left.�
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�No,� Prudence assured her. �You�re the female im-personator who took part in turpitude with the prin-cipal. He�ll want to see you as you are.�

*****
�We�re here to see my uncle, Mr. Robert Farquhar,�said Prudence, now awkwardly attired in ungainlymale attire, when she and Pauline had arrived at theoffice of the Magnum Electric Company, not far fromthe library. �He�s expecting us: Mr. Peter Farquharand Miss Pauline Spurtridge.�
�Very well, I�ll see if he�s available,� said the lean,handsome young man in Mr. Robert Farquhar�s frontoffice. He stepped into the inner sanctum of Mr.Farquhar�s presence, and soon returned. �You maygo in,� he said.
Pauline and Prudence entered a large, splendidlyfurnished office with a view of the ocean. At a greatdesk sat a stout, imposing-looking man with a baldhead, a fringe of white hair, and a big white mus-tache. �Hello, Peter,� he said without smiling or get-ting up. �What�s this about moral turpitude on thepart of a principal?�
�Well, er�Uncle Robert, this is my friend MissPauline Spurtridge,� said Prudence, �and she is theone with the information.�
�I�m pleased to meet you, Miss Spurtridge,� saidMr. Farquhar, though he did not look highly pleased.�What is this information you have?�
�Well, sir,� said Pauline, �I deeply regret to informyou that the principal of Rutland Ridge High School,Mr. Donald Buckworthy, has been guilty of moralturpitude, by way of most indecent encounters with afemale impersonator at the Victoria and Albert Club.�
Mr. Farquhar stared and scowled in seeming dis-belief. �Mr. Buckworthy,� he said, �is well known as afine, upstanding gentleman and educator. And whoare you?�
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�I, sir, am the female impersonator in question.�
Mr. Farquhar�s eyes bulged. He stared at Paulinefrom head to toe. �Well, I�ll have to take your word forthat,� he said at last. �But why should I believe whatyou�re saying about Mr. Buckworthy? His characteris, for all practical purposes, impeccable. Yours, ifyou are what you say you are�and if you have donewhat you say you have done�is not.�
�Sir, I believe I can offer you proof of the most con-vincing kind. You will see with your own eyes, if youare willing, that what I say is true.�
�You expect Mr. Buckworthy to engage in suchwretched, sickening behavior in my presence?�
�Yes, if you will conceal yourself in my closet untilthe time comes to observe the deed.�
�Conceal myself in your closet! Is this some kind ofjoke?�
�Sir, it is no joke. It is deadly serious. I amashamed of myself for waiting so long to disclose this.I do not think Mr. Buckworthy is the kind of man theschool board would wish to be in charge of the educa-tion of our youth.�
Mr. Farquhar clenched his fists and looked away,as if deep in thought. Then, suddenly, he looked backto Pauline. �Have you tried to blackmail Mr.Buckworthy, by threatening to disclose this informa-tion if he did not offer payment?� he demanded toknow.
�No, sir,� Pauline said at once. �I am not guilty ofblackmail�but Mr. Buckworthy is. He tried to obtainpayment from a state legislator, Mr. Lemuel Lands-borough, by threatening to disclose that Mr. Lands-borough had picnicked with female impersonators,including myself. After Mr. Landsborough refused topay, Mr. Buckworthy did disclose the news about thepicnic to the Pacific Heights Informer,which promptlyprinted the item and predicted calls for Mr. Lands-borough�s resignation from the legislature.�
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�Well, have you or Mr. Landsborough reported thisto the police?�
�We are just about to do so. You see, sir, I envisiona concerted effort on the part of the police and your-self: the police will arrest Mr. Buckworthy for black-mail, directly after you have observed that I am tell-ing the truth about Mr. Buckworthy�s scandalousprivate life.�
�So you want a policeman to hide in the closet withme?�
�Yes, sir.�
Again Mr. Farquhar clenched his fists and lookedaway. �Well, I tell you what,� he said at last. �If youand Mr. Landsborough can convince the police thatMr. Buckworthy is really guilty of blackmail, and youcan get a policeman to go along with this scheme ofhiding in the closet, then I�ll do it. If not, I won�t.�

*****
�Blackmail?� said the big, dark-eyed policeman,Sergeant Ferkins, to whom Pauline and Mr. Lands-borough were referred when they went to the policestation at their earliest opportunity. �Well, that�s avery serious charge. Tell me what evidence you haveof it.�
�Here is a so-called news item from the PacificHeights Informer,� said Pauline, producing a clippingof the article about Mr. L_____ L___________ and thefemale impersonators, �which the blackmailer of-fered to withhold from publication, if only Mr. Lands-borough would pay him for it. Mr. Landsborough de-clined to do so, and the news item was publishedshortly thereafter.�
From the look of his eyes, Sergeant Ferkinsseemed to be frowning as he read the news item, al-though his big black mustache hid much of hismouth. �Well, the offense of blackmail is completewhen the request for payment is made,� he said,�even if it�s refused. This news item is certainly the
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kind of thing that could constitute the subject matterof blackmail; a legislator�s reputation could easily beruined by stories about cavorting with female imper-sonators. Now, Mr. Landsborough, do we have onlyyour word for it that the request for payment was, inpoint of fact, made?�
�Well, yes, I guess that�s right,� said Mr. Landsbor-ough.
�Was the person who made the request known toyou?�
�No. That�s one reason why I didn�t report it rightaway. I knew it was the same man who had greetedus at the picnic that�s, er, mentioned in the newsitem�but I didn�t remember his name until MissSpurtridge reminded me.�
�Miss Spurtridge, who is that man?� SergeantFerkins asked.
�He is Mr. Donald Buckworthy, the principal ofRutland Ridge High School.�
Sergeant Ferkins raised his big black eyebrowshigh. �Blackmail in high places, eh? Or at least inhigh school places.� He laughed, but only briefly.�And how do you come to know Mr. Buckworthy?�
�I was a teacher at Rutland Ridge.�
�You are no longer? Did he discharge you from em-ployment?�
�Yes. Well, he told me I would have to leave be-cause I had been�er�found out as a female imper-sonator.�
Sergeant Ferkins covered his eyes with his hand,but then removed it. �So the story about the femaleimpersonators was true?�
�Yes, but Mr. Landsborough had no way of know-ing it was true.�
Sergeant Ferkins looked Pauline over with bulgingeyes. �I�ll say he hadn�t,� he admitted, �if all he had to
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go on was your looks. But, see here, I�m not sayingyou�re lying, but that would be a pretty good motivefor lying�the principal let you go, and you wanted toget back at him. And even you, sir,� he added, turn-ing to Mr. Landsborough, �might have a good motivefor lying, if Mr. Buckworthy did submit this item tothe Informer, and you wanted to get back at him bycalling it blackmail.�
�Yes, I guess I might,� said Mr. Landsborough,�but what I�m telling you is the truth.�
�Maybe so, but I�m not sure we�ve got enough evi-dence that it is the truth.�
Pauline stared into the void, desperately trying tosee how more evidence of Mr. Buckworthy�s guiltcould be obtained. For many seconds, seeming likemany minutes, she could see no more than she hadseen from the window of the train crossing the GreatPlains at night, while the black reaction had attackedher in full force. Then, at last, she thought she hadthe answer.
�What if Mr. Buckworthy himself could be broughtto admit what he had done?� she asked.
�Well, that would be a lot more like it,� said Ser-geant Ferkins. �Do you think he can?�
�I wonder,� said Pauline, �what would happen ifMr. Landsborough were to call him on the telephoneand say he regretted that he didn�t buy the news itemas Mr. Buckworthy had requested. Officer, could youlisten in at Mr. Landsborough�s end and see if Mr.Buckworthy made any incriminating remarks?�
�Oh, of course, that�s perfectly legal in this state,as long as I have the consent of one party to the call.�
�And then perhaps you could lend Mr. Landsbor-ough some marked bills for the transaction, so youcould identify them as having come from the police?�
�Yes, I�m sure that could be arranged.�
�Well, then, Mr. Landsborough, you consent, don�tyou?�
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�Um, yes, of course,� said Mr. Landsborough. �Letme just think about this for a minute.� After at least afull minute of silence, he said, �All right, I think I�vegot it.�
Sergeant Ferkins picked up the telephone, re-quested the operator to contact Rutland Ridge HighSchool, and handed the mouthpiece and receiver toMr. Landsborough. �I�d like to speak with Mr.Buckworthy,� he said to the person who answered atthe school. �My name is Lemuel Landsborough.�
�Good day, Mr. Buckworthy,� he said after a mo-ment. �Er, is our conversation private?�
�Certainly,� Mr. Buckworthy said. Pauline, tryingto get as close to the receiver as she could while notcrowding out Sergeant Ferkins, heard him faintly butdistinctly.
�Good,� said Mr. Landsborough. �You know, I�vebeen thinking I ought to have accepted your offer tosell me that news item you mentioned, about the pic-nic with the female impersonators. Is there anythingthat might still be done about that at this late date?�
Mr. Buckworthy softly laughed. �Well, you know,�he said, �I think a retractation could be arranged, onthe same terms we previously discussed.�
�You want me to pay you the same amount youwanted for keeping the item out of the news?�
�Yes, that would do nicely. I happen to have someinfluence with the editorial staff of the Informer. I�msure a retractation would be promptly forthcomingas soon as the payment was made.�
�Very well, then. Shall we meet at the Victoria andAlbert Club for the transaction?�
�That would be splendid.� Pauline listened closelyas they arranged the time of the transaction this eve-ning. As soon as possible afterward, she determined,she would induce Mr. Buckworthy to enter an eroticencounter at least as splendid as the transac-tion�and its culmination would be more splendidstill.
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*****
�All right, now, please wait in my closet,� Paulinesaid to Mr. Farquhar and Sergeant Ferkins at thefateful time, while Mr. Buckworthy and Mr. Lands-borough were engaged in their transaction in a pri-vate room. �I will induce Mr. Buckworthy to come in,impressing upon him the urgency of my desire for anerotic encounter. During the encounter, I will cry outin admiration of his manhood. That will be your sig-nal to emerge from the closet.�
�This is sickening,� said Mr. Farquhar. �I canhardly believe I have agreed to this.�
�Mr. Farquhar, it is your duty,� Pauline exhortedhim. �You must not allow the students of RutlandRidge High School to be any longer in the charge ofsuch a man�and you must see for yourself that he issuch a man.� Mr. Farquhar reluctantly entered thecloset, and Sergeant Ferkins followed him.
Pauline peeked out of her door. Down the hall, af-ter a few moments, she saw Mr. Buckworthy and Mr.Landsborough shaking hands after emerging from aprivate room. Mr. Landsborough turned away, for hewas to have no further part in the evening�s events.Mr. Buckworthy, with a jolly smile on his lips and aspring in his step, turned toward the club parlor. Af-ter a discreet but short interval, Pauline followed himin.
�Oh, Mr. Buckworthy!� she was soon saying.�What a pleasant surprise! I hope you have recoveredfrom your displeasure at my catching you out theother evening!�
�Oh, certainly,� said Mr. Buckworthy. �Indeed, Irecovered from it very well on that same eve-ning�with your valuable co-operation.�
�I was wondering,� she said, coming very close tohim and almost whispering in his ear, �if you wouldvalue some further co-operation from me this eve-ning.�
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�Miss Spurtridge!� he cried. �You have read mymind! I�m in a very jolly mood this evening, and yourvaluable co-operation would be just the thing tomake it a really perfect evening.�
�I am eager,� said Pauline, �most eager to co-oper-ate with you. Please, let us waste no time.� Paulinereally was erotically aroused�all the more so be-cause of the culmination she foresaw. She and Mr.Buckworthy quickly walked arm in arm to her room.
�Oh, Mr. Buckworthy!� she murmured when thedoor was locked. �You are quite irresistible to me!�She entered his arms and kissed him full on themouth, without stopping to conceal her erect mem-ber between her thighs. She pressed her hips close tohis, letting him feel her member through her cloth-ing. Soon the clothing was no longer an impediment.
�Please, Mr. Buckworthy, stand behind me and ca-ress my breasts,� Pauline begged when they werenude. Mr. Buckworthy eagerly complied, pressing hismember between Pauline�s thighs beneath her but-tocks. Her ownmember was standing up straight for-ward. She reached down to clasp Mr. Buckworthy�smember with one hand, and soon had pulled himdown into a kneeling position. If his position behindher made him appear to be committing the infamousand detestable crime against nature, she thought, somuch the better.
�Now plunge me fervently, I pray, and excite me tothe maximum!� she begged. Mr. Buckworthy did justthat, thrusting hard between her thighs whilestretching forward above her back to clutch herbreasts. �Oh, yes, Mr. Buckworthy, yes!� Paulinecried. �Your manhood! Yes! Your manhood!�
At the pre-arranged signal, the two men emergedfrom the closet. Mr. Buckworthy�s sperm was spurt-ing into Pauline�s hand, and he was gripping herbreasts with all high might, when she heard Mr.Farquhar shouting in horror, �Mr. Buckworthy!What is the meaning of this?�
Pauline felt Mr. Buckworthy jerking in fear, evenwhile he could not stop thrusting and spurtingsperm.
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As soon as Mr. Buckworthy had finished ejaculat-ing, Pauline escaped from his grip and turned towardMr. Farquhar so that he could see her fully in thenude, and know without a doubt that she was a fe-male impersonator. He did, but not for long. Heturned away, found no receptacle, and vomited un-controllably upon the plush carpet of Pauline�s floor.
�Mr. Buckworthy,� Sergeant Ferkins announced,�I have a warrant for your arrest upon the charge ofblackmail, a felony. Please extend your hands.�
Still in the nude, Mr. Buckworthy arose from thefloor and grimly submitted to be handcuffed. �Thankyou very much, Mr. Buckworthy,� Pauline said po-litely, �for your valuable co-operation.�
�I thank God!� Mr. Buckworthy shouted, his eyesaflame with outrage. �I thank God for these hand-cuffs�because, if not for them, I would be stranglingyou right now for your betrayal!�
�Thank you very much for the handcuffs,� Paulinesaid to Sergeant Ferkins. �You may pass my thankson to God, if you wish.�
�You will be dismissed from the club at once,� Mr.Buckworthy said, �as soon as Sir Arnold finds outabout this outrage�and he will find out as soon as Ican make bail for this trumped-up charge!�
�I will be dismissed sooner than that,� said Paulinewith a smile. �I am on my way to Sir Arnold�s office assoon as I leave this room, to resign from the club. Ihave a new life to live, but I needed to see justice donebefore beginning it.�

*****
�I am terribly sorry it has come to this,� said Sir Ar-nold after Pauline had told him , in outline, of theevening�s events, �but there is no way around it. Youmust be dismissed. You have broken the club�s firstrule, that against exposing a fellow club member topublic obloquy.�
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�I have indeed,� Pauline admitted, �but so has Mr.Buckworthy. It was he who was responsible for thearticle in the Informer, stating that the HonorableLemuel Landsborough, also a member of the club,had picnicked with female impersonators.�
�Alas, I did happen to read that article,� said SirArnold, �but I could not have believed that a memberof this club would sink so low as to submit it. Gentle-men of the finest character, I fear, do not aboundhere at the ends of the earth. I must say that I, too,shall be leaving the club within another year or so,and leaving it in other hands. I have made my fortunemany times over, and I shall retire to England, tospend my declining years in peace and comfort.�
�I wish you happiness,� said Pauline.
�I wish you the same, and more,� said Sir Arnold.
�I trust I shall have it in abundance,� said Pauline.�I plan to ask Miss McConnachy to marry me, and Ithink there is reason to hope she will accept my pro-posal.�
�Oh, dear, this will be the end of an era at theclub,� said Sir Arnold. �You have not been here long,but Miss McConnachy has been here since before thebreaking of the great scandal about the Princess,more than 20 years ago�and I, of course, have beenwith the club since its founding.�
�I trust the club will survive and prosper withoutus, and without Mr. Buckworthy as well,� said Pau-line.
�Oh! Do you really think that Mr. Buckworthy willleave the club, merely because he will be deprived ofthe principalship for this act of so-called moral turpi-tude?�
�Mr. Buckworthy, I fear, will be serving a term inprison for blackmail.�
�Blackmail!� Sir Arnold stared at Pauline in horror.�Oh, this is dreadful! This can scarcely be believed! Ifear I am losing my judgment of character, which hasserved me so well for so long. I had thought Mr.

Page - 89

RELUCTANT PRESS



Buckworthy a man of the finest character�and nowthis!�
�Well, we may still hope for his reform,� said Pau-line, rising to take her leave, �though perhaps not forhis reinstatement in the good graces of society.�
�Yes, indeed,� said Sir Arnold, shaking Pauline�shand. �Well, I wish you the greatest happiness withMiss McConnachy. If I do have any capacity left forjudging character, I must say she is worthy of it.�

Chapter 10
Mary McConnachy gazed through her window atthe western sky, still illuminated by the sun that hadset beyond the ocean. Her rosary beads were in herhands, but she could not very well meditate upon to-day�s mysteries, those of the sorrowful passion anddeath of Our Lord. She had too much, in this worldright now, to thank God for. Sir Arnold had beenmore than kind, giving her a position at once as acleaning lady in the club after her resignation as alady companion�and even letting her keep her oldroom, which now would never more be defiled by sin-ful encounters with men. She had gone to confessionat long last, disclosing in a few quick minutes herthousands of sins over more than 20 years, and re-ceiving an astonishingly light penance. She had re-turned to the sacraments, she had walked to churchwith a spring in her step and a song in her heart, shehad worshipped God in the beauty of holiness withdecent people�and, if not all were really decent, noone but God could tell. She even fancied she hadsome hope�if only she dared to hope�that herlong-desired marriage would come at last.
She heard a soft knock at her door, and the voiceshe most wished to hear calling out, �Mary!� Herheart leaped high, and she almost rushed from herlove seat to the door�but instead she simply said,�Come in,� while retaining her beads in her hands.
Pauline came in. �Mary!� she said again, rushingto join Mary, and to embrace her, on the love seat.�I�ve retired from the club!�
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�Well, it�s about time!� Mary twitted her with asmile. �And shall I now be let in on the mystery ofwhat took you so long?�
�Yes, indeed,� said Pauline. She related to thewide-eyed Mary, in detail, the story of Mr.Buckworthy�s exposure and arrest.
�Well, no doubt that was worth waiting for,� Marysaid when Pauline had finished the story. �But I�mglad there was no need to wait any longer for it.�
�Oh, so am I!� Pauline exclaimed. �Because, yousee, I had to wait until I�d retired from the club beforeI could�er�ask you to marry me.�
Glory be to God! Mary�s heart cried out. Her lips,more demurely, said only this: �And now, my dearPauline, since you have retired, is that what you wishto do?�
�It is,� Pauline affirmed. �Mary, I love you. Will youmarry me?�
Now Mary could not restrain her lips from joiningher heart�s celestial song. �Glory be to God!� shecried. �Oh, Pauline, yes! Yes! I will!� Her lips met Pau-line�s, and their tender kiss lasted long�foreshadow-ing a lifetime�s devoted love.
One obstacle only remained to be overcome. Maryhad long thought and prayed about it; more recentlyshe had talked about it with FatherO�Toolihan�BishopO�Toolihan, as he now was, sincethe old St. Genesius Church had become a new ca-thedral. Surely, she thought, Pauline would comealong�and leave the Brahmin classes of Boston asfar behind as possible.
�Oh, Pauline,� Mary said, �and to think this neverwould have happened if you�d stayed in Bostonamong the Brahmins!�
�Well, I wasn�t much among them, for some years,even when I was still there,� said Pauline. �Decadentdevotees of the aesthetic life, especially if they�re fe-male impersonators, are not much in favor with the
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prim and proper upper crust�whatever the uppercrust�s other sins may be.�
�Some decadent devotees of the aesthetic life,�Mary said, �have left the upper crust as far behind aspossible, in some ways. I�ve read of AubreyBeardsley, a few years back, and now, just recently,of Oscar Wilde. I�ve been hoping and praying thatyou�ll join them.�
�Er, but they�ve both died, haven�t they?� askedPauline.
�Oh, dear, I don�t mean in thatway!� Mary assuredher. �But�well, I know Unitarians don�t believe inthe Holy Trinity. I happened to ask Father�I mean,Bishop O�Toolihan, here at St. Genesius, what wouldhappen if a Unitarian were to marry a Catholic, andhe said it would be invalid, because a Unitarian has-n�t been properly baptized.�
For a long, strange moment there was silence. �Sothis,� Pauline said at last, �is how you wish me toleave the upper crust as far behind as possible. Youwish me to be properly baptized.�
�Well, yes,� said Mary, �if you can see your waythrough to it. You�d have to take instruction, ofcourse, but that shouldn�t take too long if you�ve re-ally left the Brahmin superstitions far behind.�
Pauline laughed. �They, of course, wouldn�t agreeabout who�s got the superstitions and who hasn�t,�she said, �but I�ve never agreed with them aboutmuch before, so I could imagine myself not agreeingabout this too. Well, all right, I�ll give it a try, and I�lldo my best to jettison those old superstitions�all foryou, my love.�

*****
�Prudence,� said Pauline at Blessing�s dininghouse during lunch hour the next day, �I�ve got somewonderful news, and I�d like you to share my happi-ness. I�m to be married to Mary McConnachy, and I�dlike you to be a bridesmaid.�
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Prudence stared at Pauline, bit her lip, andblinked her eyes repeatedly. �Oh, why, that�s wonder-ful indeed,� she said. She was crying, and Paulinewas not sure it was for joy. Soon she was sure it wasnot, for Prudence was sobbing her heart out.
�Pauline, please forgive me,� said Prudence, tryingto dry her eyes after a long, long silence. �I really amvery glad for you, and I�m honored that you�d like meto be a bridesmaid. It�s just so sudden, and�well, itwas so silly of me to imagine that you and I mightever have a�a life together, you know, like marriedlife, only between two ladies.�
�Oh, Prudence!� Pauline said softly. She shouldhave known, she thought, but there was nothing shecould have done about it even if she had known. Shewould just have to make amends now, as best shecould. �It wasn�t silly at all! I do love you, and�well, ifI could marry you and Mary both, I would, but Ican�t.�
�No, of course you can�t,� Prudence agreed. �Someof the greatest men of Old Testament times did havemore than one wife, but such a thing has alwaysbeen disfavored among Christians. No, I will bear up,and I will lead the life of a decent maiden lady�but Iknow I will not be the only decent maiden lady whohas known Sapphic love, and I will always cherishthe memory of ours.�
�I will always love you, Prudence,� Pauline pro-claimed. �Except for my wife, you will be my dearestfriend.�
�And you mine, with no exception,� said Prudence.The two ladies� hands clasped one another warmly.
�Oh, Pauline,� Prudence whispered, drawing veryclose, �please forgive me if this is improper, but�is itreally too late, already, for just one more encoun-ter�for old times� sake, and for the sake of our en-during love?�
Pauline sighed deeply. She knew the proper an-swers: yes, it is improper; yes, it is too late; no, such athing must never happen again. She could not speakthe words. She feared that, at this rate, she was on
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her way to becoming a rather bad Catholic�but shewas not a Catholic yet, nor married either, and herdesire for Prudence was dismayingly strong.
�No, Prudence, it is not too late,� Pauline whis-pered. �Let us go quickly to our basement tryst-ing-place.�
This was hardly sooner said than done. Within thelocked librarians� lavatory, the two ladies� lips andtongues met yet again, their arms clasped one an-other tightly, their skirts and drawers dropped to thefloor, their members slipped into hiding betweentheir thighs, and their junctions joined in Sapphicunion. Still with their bosoms bloused and armored,they ascended together to their ancient ecstasy,clutching one another�s hard-bucking buttocks andspurting sperm together onto one another�s thighs.
�Oh, Pauline, thank you so much!� Prudence mur-mured when the encounter was at an end. �You havebeen so kind to me!�
�I hope I always will,� said Prudence.
�Please do not think of committing adultery withme, after you are married,� Prudence begged. �I knowyou must save your�your seed for your wife, and Irespect, and honor, and agree with that. At most, Iwonder��
�Yes?� Pauline asked.
�Well, I wonder�if ever our lips were to meet, andyou were to slip your hand between my thighs, afteryou were married, so long as you did save yourseed�surely that would not be adultery in the truesense of the word, would it?�
Pauline laughed. �With anyone else, I fear, itwould,� she said. �But with you, my dear Prudence, Ifancy it would not.�
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*****
The months before the wedding passed quickly.Pauline took instruction from Bishop O�Toolihanhimself, who had known Mary for many years�forshe had always attended Holy Mass on Sundays,even when away from the sacraments. Pauline�s bookwas soon completed and sent off with a chatty letterto Eliot, who would see to its publication. It ended,not with her proposal to Mary, but with her suppos-edly last encounter with Prudence.
The encounter, however, was not really thelast�for Pauline, to Prudence�s great delight, tooktemporary lodging in Prudence�s apartment afterleaving her room at the club. Prudence dutifully re-frained from evoking climaxes from Pauline, in prep-aration for not committing adultery after Pauline�smarriage�but she was often marvelously grateful forPauline�s kisses, and for Pauline�s kind hand uponher short member between her thighs. After Pru-dence had come to climax, Pauline discreetly laydown upon her cot and spurted sperm with her mem-ber beneath her abdomen, pretending she was withMary.
One day shortly before the wedding, Paulineopened an envelope and laughed when she read theletter within. �That letter must be a fine source ofamusement,� said Prudence. �May I share theamusement?�
�Certainly,� said Pauline. �This is from a gentle-man in Boston, an artist, with whom I had manyerotic encounters in my time. �My dear MissSpurtridge,� he says, �I have successfully submittedyour most remarkable book to a publisher of extremediscretion, and I look forward to its appearance inbookshops where equal discretion is displayed,though not in the hands of the police. I do not knowthe views of the police in your new city of resi-dence�which, despite your protestations to the con-trary, I must continue to regard as inhabited primar-ily by rough frontiersmen, lumberjacks, sailors, andothers with too little concern for public propri-ety�but in Boston such a book would still be the
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subject of grim official disfavor, were it ever to be dis-covered.��
�I did not know you had written such a book,� saidPrudence. �Er�does it mention anything about cer-tain Sapphic encounters between two very dearfriends?�
�It does,� Pauline admitted, �although neither myown identity nor that of my dear friend is disclosed,nor even suggested. But here, let me read you the fin-est part of this letter. This gentleman, Eliot, you see,was quite enamored of me before I left, and beggedme not to leave. I suggested that I might returnwithin six years, and he severely reproved me for mycruelty in abandoning him for such a length of time.Now, you see, hardly more than one year has elapsedsince my departure from Boston�and yet look whathe has to say.�
Prudence looked over Pauline�s shoulder, but Pau-line read the finest part of the letter out loud to heranyway. ��I must now turn,� the letter said, �to a sub-ject of a more personal nature. I dreaded the daywhen I must disclose this to you�but the news ofyour impending marriage, and your decision not toreturn to Boston, has emboldened me. I had imag-ined myself capable of lifelong faithfulness to you,even in your extended absence�but life, in all its ar-dent, urgent fluctuations of primordial being, was toostrong for me. Not two months after your departure, Iadmit, I commenced a liaison with another younglady, also an artist�s model, with a certain secretsomething such as you also possess, but the vastmajority of ladies do not. Our acquaintance, ourfriendship, our passion, our continued connectionripened marvelously into love�and now, though ofcourse marriage itself is denied us, our union has ev-ery quality of true marriage but one or, at most, two.��
Now Prudence laughed too. �Ardent, urgent fluctu-ations of primordial being, indeed!� she said. �Sel-dom, if ever, have I heard such an astounding euphe-mism for what, stripped to its basest terms, shouldrather be called mere male fickleness!�

Page - 96

PAULINE BY DULCI DAILY



�Well, I suppose all is well,� said Pauline. �Eliot hashis marvelously ripe love, and I have mine�withMary, and with you.�
�And you, unlike him, will never be fickle,� saidPrudence. �Pauline, I am ready. We have had ourblissful times of Sapphic love, and now we will moveon. I will be the most decent of maiden ladies, and noone but you will know of my passionate past. If ever Ishould weaken, I beg you, repulse me sternly.�
�I shall do my best,� said Pauline, �though I shallfind it most difficult to be stern with you. And, if everwe should both weaken together, I now know theremedy: �Bless me, Father, for I have sinned. On oneoccasion since my last confession, I manually stimu-lated an unmarried friend to undergo the completeeffect of impure delight.��
�Oh, dear,� said Prudence. �Do Catholics really ra-tionalize that they might as well commit what are de-fined as sins, because they can simply go to confes-sion and then proceed to sin again?�
�Some do, no doubt,� said Pauline, �but some donot. I shall need to make a firm resolve to do the samething no more�but, in case my resolve shouldweaken, it is marvelously comforting to know thatmore andmore forgiveness is always ready at hand.�
�You think, then, that your resolve may weakenfrom time to time?� Prudence murmured, leaning for-ward over Pauline�s shoulder to press her cheekagainst Pauline�s.
�Of course I will not intend that it shall,� Paulineresponded, �but I do foresee that, from time to time, itmay.� She turned her face toward Prudence, theirlips met, and their tongues delicately touched.

*****
The wedding was a quiet one, with very few peoplein the great cathedral. Mary, who joined the cathe-dral choir soon after her return from 20 years� exile,had now prevailed upon two choir members to serve
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as the needed witnesses. These were Irina Magnetti,a plump grandmother who sang soprano, and RupertRogerson, a shy young bachelor who sang tenor. Sev-eral other choir members were in attendance, singingfour-part sacred polyphony a
cappella. All the women in the choir were there bydispensation from the bishop, since boy sopranosand altos who sang well were in short supply, buttheir song was none the less lovely for their not beingboys. Aside from the choir members, the only peoplein attendance (other than Mary, Pauline, and BishopO�Toolihan) were Prudence, the solitary bridesmaid,andMr. Landsborough, the solitary groomsman, whohad returned to Pacific Heights to attend the prepa-ratory meetings for next year�s legislative session.Though neither was a Catholic, and Prudence wasnot even a female beneath her clothing, that did notmatter for the wedding.
Pauline wore her long dark hair down and had nocorset on, so as not to suggest actual effeminacy toodistinctly, but still she looked more feminine thanmasculine, with her womanly face shining in joy andbeauty. Mary thought she looked splendid in herwhite gown with golden trim, as if she were one of thesaints in heaven come down to earth. Mary herselfwas dressed in white as well. She had questionedwhether this was quite proper,
since she was not a virgin, but Pauline had cor-rected her with a smile: �Mary, my love, your officialstanding is that of a virgin. Anything that may havehappened with gentlemen at the club, or with the boywho treated you so heartlessly, was strictly unoffi-cial, and must now be ruthlessly disregarded.�
The words of the wedding went quickly, and weresoon completed. Almost before Mary knew it, she andPauline were joined in holy wedlock, and the greatwords were echoing in Mary�s mind: �to have and tohold, for better, for worse, for richer, for poorer, insickness and in health, until death do us part.� Thenbegan the Holy Mass, andMary could well believe shewas witnessing heaven come down to earth.
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A short, plain reception followed in the basementof the cathedral, with well-wishing from all present.Bishop O�Toolihan was genial, attentive, and kind,though he did call Pauline �Paul� in accordance withthe words of the wedding. Prudence wished the new-lyweds the greatest blessings for many years to come;she embraced Mary and kissed her on the cheek, andpolitely shook hands with Pauline. Mr. Landsbor-ough laughed while describing Sheriff
Hitchpoke�s words, and the expression on his face,when he learned that Pauline was to marry Mary.�What? You mean that beautiful gal was nothing buta female impersonator after all?� the sheriff had ex-claimed. �Why, I could have sworn she was the realthing. Matter of fact, I did swear she was the realthing! Lem, promise me you won�t let this get out, orI�ll never live it down�and maybe you won�t either!"
After the laughter and well-wishing had ended,and the wedding guests had departed, Pauline andMary walked hand in hand back to the club, whereMary still resided. They were saving up for a littlehouse, but could not afford one quite yet. The sceneof Mary�s many sins, now forgiven and vanished intothe past, must now serve as their pure and decenthome for a little while, beginning now on their wed-ding night.

*****
When Pauline and Mary are in their nightgowns,their eyes meet first. In Pauline�s eyes, Mary�s lovelylittle face shines with the brightness of a sunlit day.In Mary�s eyes, Pauline�s long, womanly face, withher wide smiling lips, gives promise of heavenly de-lights. Their lips and tongues meet, their arms em-brace one another, in total trust and love.
They enter the nude together, swiftly stripping offeach other�s nightgowns, and sit on Mary�s bigbed�now Pauline and Mary�s marriage bed. Theirtongues plunge deeper; then Pauline�s lips descendto Mary�s nipple, making Mary clutch Pauline hard ina rush of desire. Mary soon returns the favor, kissingand licking each of Pauline�s volcanoes in turn, mak-
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ing Pauline gasp with pleasure even more intensethan Eliot ever gave her.
Pauline�s member is hard between her thighs; herhand descends to Mary�s womanly opening. Hardlydoes she find Mary�s tiny love-button, and feel theheat and moisture of her entryway, when Mary begsher, �Pauline, come into me! Please! Now!�
Mary lies on her back for Pauline and opens wideto receive her. Pauline�s member emerges from hid-ing; she lies between Mary�s legs and finds Mary�shot, dripping lower lips with the tip of her member asshe had done with her finger. Mary guides Paulineinto her, kissing her member fervently with her tight,throbbing channel�glad beyond belief to feel thebare-skinned member of her faithful lover caressingher within, not a cold, loveless rubber ramming herbelow an equally cold and loveless heart.
Pauline can hardly hold back her sperm, for herurge for full congress with Mary is stronger than shehas ever felt with a man. �Pauline! Yes! Now! I loveyou!� Mary cries. Pauline releases her flood of sperminto Mary, her narrow hips racing up and down with-out control, as Mary clutches her and kisses her withall her might.
Long they lie in silence, in union too deep forwords. At last Mary gently laughs and says, �And tothink that, when you were still in the land of theBrahmins, you might have found the likes of me un-touchable!�
�Oh, Mary, don�t say anything so dreadful andsickening,� Pauline pleads. �As you know, I am�or Iwas�a maiden lady of the most delicate sensibilities,and my sensibilities cannot bear to hear such talk.�She laughs and kisses Mary on the cheek. �To me,Mary, my love,� Pauline murmurs, �you are the far-thest thing in the universe from untouchable!�
###
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