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SISSY & DAISY

by Dulci Daily

SISSY OF MERCY

Chapter 1
I�ve got to,my heart and my four-inch erection de-manded in unison. My poor, lonely men need me somuch!
I took a deep breath and trembled as I released it. Iwould need to go to confession again this Saturday, Iknew�but I was so weak when it came to resistingtemptation, especially when men needed me!
As I had done so often before, I opened my plainwhite dress shirt and looked down. My thin whiteT-shirt, clinging close to my plump little girlishbreasts, distinctly showed my nipples. They were aserect and excited as my short, stout �coquette,� my�big clitoris.� (These had long been my secret femi-nine names for what, on a much more manly manthan I, would have been called a �cock.�)
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I stripped off my T-shirt, baring my dark, hot nip-ples. Men would be gazing at them soon in fascina-tion, I knew; men would be kissing them too. Menmight even feel deeply in love with me for a few shortmoments of bliss, until they ejaculated, releasingtheir almost unbearable tension. Then they wouldthankmemost sincerely and go, and I would move onto another deeply appreciative man. At last my ownorgasm, withheld as long as possible for the sake ofmy dear men, would overcome me. Then I wouldshower, dress, and leave, knowing I had sinnedagain�though I would be pleased to think I hadsinned only from weakness, not from malice. On Sat-urday I would go to confession, and firmly resolve tosin no more. I reallywould sin no more, in that way atleast, for a good long while if all went well�maybeeven three or four weeks. But sooner or later again, Iknew, the pressure would build up to the burstingpoint, and I would think with pity of lonely men whowere about to burst as I was, and I would go to themon another errand of mercy.
I sighed, opened my trousers, and stripped. Myreddish-purple plum was swollen to the maximum atthe end of my short shaft. Quickly I opened mydresser drawer and pulled out a sheer, pure whitenegligee. I lifted it over my head and pulled it downuntil the spaghetti straps touched my shoulders. Itwas cut very low to show my surprisingly long, delec-table cleavage to any man who cared to see me, andperhaps pursue me. The lacy, fluffy hemline reachedbarely below my big girlish buttocks and my co-quette; below it, my plump but pretty thighs wouldbe plainly visible to men.
I had to wear more than that, though, for mylight-rail journey to downtown Pacific Heights, whereI would meet my men at Club Swank Wank. I was asissy of mercy, and I would dress the part. The Popefavored simple, recognizable attire for religiouswomen, and I had just the thing.
From my closet I retrieved my black, white-col-lared nun�s habit, reaching well below my knees, andI put it on over the negligee. Then I took out my blackveil with a white headband in front, unmistakably aCatholic nun�s veil. I adjusted it so it showed a bit of
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my long dark brown hair above my forehead, as nunswho still wore habits often did today, unlike in de-cades gone by. In the mirror I verified that my lookswere sufficiently nun-like, though my lips were no-ticeably fuller and redder than those of your averagenun. I completed my outfit by slipping onmy sensibleblack nun shoes, and stepped out into the cool au-tumn twilight.
My heart was racing, as it had done many timesbefore in the same situation, but I tried to act as if ev-erything were quite normal and ordinary. A real nunwouldn�t live alone in a tiny house as I did, but Ilooked straight ahead, trying not to wonder if anyonewas staring and thinking correctly that I was a fakenun. My broad hips were swaying in a mostun-nun-like manner, but I hoped the habit concealedthem enough to make me look decent.
I walked past the homes and shops on CordeliaStreet, beneath the trees with light green leavesshimmering in the cool breeze, in the midst of the un-changing evergreens. Soon I arrived at the light railstation, only a few blocks from my lonely little home.Beneath the big sign proclaiming that the station waslocated in �APPLEDALE,� I looked at my watch. Mytiming was good; the rail car was scheduled to arrivein only a few minutes.
I just had time to glance at the headlines.�APARTHEID DEAD IN S. AFRICA,� the main head-line screamed in the Pacific Heights Informer forWednesday, June 5, 1991. No doubt I should givethanks to God for this, I thought, and I did. So manypeople around the world had gone through so muchin hope of freedom�sometimes successfully, some-times not. I remembered other great headlines fromthe past few eventful years: �BERLIN WALL FALLS�;�THOUSANDS KILLED IN CHINA CRACKDOWN.� Itried to give thanks to God for my own freedom, but Icouldn�t quite dare to do it�for my freedom was thefreedom to sin with men at Club Swank Wank!
The rail car came; I got in and paid my fare. Fewpeople were going downtown in the evening hours;the car was almost empty, and no one was sittingnear the seat I selected. This was nothing like my ridehome from work, only two hours earlier, when the car
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was jam-packed all the way to Seaview Grove, andstill pretty full when it got to Appledale.
The car started smoothly and quickly sped up, rac-ing toward my destination and my men. I tried tomaximize the �mercy� aspect of what I was going todo, while minimizing the �sin� aspect. �Dear Lord,� Isilently prayed, �you know my weakness, and myneed. Bless the men I will meet tonight; help me showmercy to them in their own need; deliver them fromevery evil. Forgive me all my sins, and bring me oneday to everlasting life with you, along with a greatmany more sinners.�
I gazed out the window of the rushing rail car, as ifin hope of receiving some reassurance from the Lord.Soon I saw the ocean, with the sun descending closeto the horizon, and the cloudy western sky in all itsmany-colored glory. �The Lord is my light, my help,my salvation,� my heart sang; �whom shall I fear?With God I fear no one.� It was true, at least rightnow. I hoped it would still be true when I passed Sea-view Grove in the gathering darkness, when I tra-versed the long tunnels beneath Farquhar Villageand Queen�s Bluff, when I emerged into the gatheringdusk downtown. There I would see the sun no more;the only visible light would be artificial, and even thatwould be dim inside Club Swank Wank.
I swallowed hard as I emerged from the rail car inthe underground station, went up in the escalator,and came out into the cool evening air downtown, atthe corner of Arthur Boulevard and Capitoline Ave-nue. Across the street I saw the �Big BlackBlock��the Magnum Supreme Building, tallestbuilding in Pacific Heights�where I worked as aparalegal for the prestigious law firm of Farquhar,Hardart & Frick. I stayed on the other side of the bou-levard until I got to the Rue Remarque, one long blocknorth of Capitoline Avenue. Then I crossed the boule-vard and walked down past the Rue Arnauld (down-town Pacific Heights is filled with little streets withbig, pretentious French names, as you�d know if youlived anywhere in or around the city). Half a blockfarther down toward the harbor, I came to the famil-iar round-topped, gold-plated door, and the plaqueon the wall discreetly but unmistakably proclaiming
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that you would enter �CLUB SWANK WANK� if youwent through the door.
I did go through, and almost at once I got a friendlygreeting from Jake, the curly-haired, freckle-facedyoung guy at the front desk. �Hey, Sister Angela!� hecalled out. �Long time no see!�
It had been a long time indeed, by my standards: afull four weeks. I had gone to confession after my lastvisit to the club, and then I had kept my resolution tosin no more (until tonight), except for the usualdumb venial sins that cropped up like weeds everyday. I hadn�t indulged in solitary sin either, nor had Ihad any wet dreams�so, as you might easily guess, Iwas almost bursting with sperm.
There had been a time, not too long ago, when Ihardly ever missed a week at the club. Back then, Ispread out my confessions at several differentchurches, to avoid giving the true but embarrassingimpression that my resolution to sin no more wasmighty weak. Now I could go to my local parishchurch, St. Oliver Plunkett�s, twice in a row�notonly because it had been four weeks, but because anew priest, Father O�Binion, had replaced FatherGoldsmith shortly after my last confession.
�Hi, Jake!� I said in reply. �Uh, yes, it�s been atleast long enough. I�m glad to be back.� I stripped offmy habit, though not my veil, right in front of Jake,letting him glimpse me nude beneath the sheer negli-gee.
His eyes were bulging, and he grinned. �Wow, toobad I�m on duty and I can�t leave the desk!� he ex-claimed.
�You won�t always be at the desk,� I said with asmile. The negligee straps were stretchy enough thatI could pull the neckline down to show Jake my barebreasts, and I did. His eyes bulged more, and hereached over the counter with both hands to pinchmy erect nipples. �Oh, God, Sister Angela, pleasecome here on my next evening off!� he begged. �I�m offon Mondays and Tuesdays.�
�We�ll see,� I said with a flirtatious smile. I knew itwas highly unlikely that I would come next Monday
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or Tuesday, but maybe I would in a future week. Jakewas sweet and cute, and I wouldn�t want to disap-point him forever.
I paid mymember�s fee, quite a modest sum for theopportunity to get sexy with so many men. I enteredthe club, put my habit in a locker, and turned to meetmy men, still wearing the veil and the negligee.
I looked for the men who seemed the neediest, notthe greediest. Admittedly, I didn�t have what it took tobe a saint kissing the sores of lepers or anything likethat, but I didn�t demand actual good looks in a man.When I saw a white-haired man with a pockmarkedface and a long, thin erection, I looked over my shoul-der at him, gave him a big smile, and swung my hipsinvitingly. He readily got the hint and followed meinto a private room. There I stripped off my negligee,hung it up, and turned to face him.
�Oh, God, babe, are you ever sexy!� he praised me.�Look at those tits, and feel that ass!� He pressed andsqueezed both my breasts at once while facing me;then he kissed my nipples, giving them even hotter,harder little erections than they had had before.
Soon he was turning me around. I reached be-tween my legs to grasp his cock, making sure he was-n�t going to try to violate the �no buttfucking� rule ofClub Swank Wank. Gingerly I descended to kneel onthe mattress, bringing him down on top of me. Then Igave him a wild ride like a mare mating with a stal-lion, rubbing and squeezing his cock as tightly andhard as if I were really a woman and he were plungingdeep into my womanly entryway from behind, whilehe gripped my breasts and moaned at the approachof his orgasm. It did not take long, and I successfullywithheld my own orgasm, to bestow it later upon an-other man.
�Oh, God, babe!� the man moaned again when hewas fully drained. �You�re the greatest! Let me seeyou here again any time!�
�Thanks so much. That was great,� I compli-mented him, without suggesting that he would seeme again at any time. Soon he arose and was gone.
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I slipped my negligee back on and left the room. Myexcitement was still rising, and my plum was againswollen to the maximum. I did not think I could with-hold my orgasm again. I headed for the open showerroom, my best bet for quickly finding another man.
A man was kneeling to blow a man when I enteredthe shower room and hung my negligee on a hook. Ilooked around to see if any men looked lonely andneedy. The one who caught my eye right away was afat, short-haired young man with zits all over hisface, who had an enormous cock�at least twice aslong as mine, with a bulb that looked like a big nec-tarine compared to my medium-sized plum. He fixedhis eyes on me as soon as I entered, and I fixed mineon his in return. I got under the shower head next tohim, smiled at him, and pressed my big clitoris downinto hiding between my thighs to complete my femi-nine look and feel. Then I gave him my bestcome-hither look�feeling that this would be quite asclose as I wished to come to kissing a leper�and heresponded at once.
Wasting no time, he lathered up my loins with hissoapy hand, slipping it between my thighs to rub myclitoris; then he gripped my big sissy buttocks andpressed his erection between my thick thighs and mythrobbing clitoris, making me shiver with excite-ment. Turning my head to the side so I wouldn�t seehis ugly face, I squeezed his great cock tightly withmy wet, soapy thighs and pumped my hips whilestanding up straight in the shower, making loud fucknoises and trying to give him maximum pleasure. Ifelt my orgasm coming on, and this time I did notwithhold it. When his thrusts reached maximumforce and he was groaning and gasping, I went wildwith my hips and ejaculated backward between mythighs.
�Hey, babe, that was terrific,� the young manspoke at last. �Thanks a lot! See you here againsometime?�
�We�ll see,� I said, giving him my best noncommit-tal smile.

Page - 8

SISSY & DAISY BY DULCI DAILY



*****
I sure hope this newpriestwon�t ask toomany ques-tions aboutmy sins, I thought as I waited in the shortline for confession. The old priest, Father Goldsmith,was pretty easy-going. I just told him I dwelt on im-pure thoughts and feelings, I masturbated (which Iusually did since my last confession, no matter howhard I tried to avoid it), and I did such-and-suchother sins; then he gave me a few Our Fathers andHail Marys for penance, I said the act of contrition, hegave me absolution, and I was out of there until nexttime. There was no need to say what kinds of impurethoughts and feelings I dwelt on, much less what anabnormal and effeminate style of mutual masturba-tion I indulged in when the temptation became toostrong to resist.
Now I would see if the new priest, Father O�Binion,would be equally ready to forgive my vaguely de-scribed sissy sins. Before too long the person aheadof me came out of the confessional; the green lightabove the door went on. I entered and knelt down onthe other side of the grill from Father O�Binion, al-though the confessional could be used forface-to-face confessions too. I never went face to face.The totally anonymous confrontation between thenameless, faceless sinner and the authorized agentof the Church was what I wanted�not entirely differ-ent, perhaps, frommy totally anonymous encounterswith men at Club Swank Wank.
�Bless me, Father, for I have sinned,� I said aftermaking the sign of the cross. �It�s been about fourweeks since my last confession. Since that time, onseveral occasions I dwelt on impure thoughts andfeelings, and on one occasion I masturbated.� I didn�tthink I needed to say I had gone to Club SwankWankand indulged in mutual masturbation with two men,two total strangers. I told him about some boring ve-nial sins too, and ended by saying, �I also wish to in-clude in this confession all the sins of my whole life,especially any sins against purity.�
�Well,� said Father O�Binion, �the sinfulness of im-pure thoughts and actions can be increased or de-creased by circumstances.� His voice was deep, reso-
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nant, and manly. I was afraid he could be heardoutside the confessional. At least I was pretty sure Icouldn�t, for I was trying to speak as softly as possiblewhile still being heard through the grill.
�Are you unmarried?� he asked me.
�Yes.� Sometimes I wished I wasn�t, but I feared mybisexual cravings were so strong I would cheat withmen for sure if I were married.
�Well, it�s often very hard for unmarried people toavoid these sins, and Our Lord understands that.�My heart began to warm to him at once. This was avery good sign, I thought. Surely Father wouldn�t betoo hard on me for committing such hard-to-avoidsins.
�Now, were these thoughts and feelings about het-erosexual activity, or homosexual?�
�Uh�homosexual.� My heart grew chilly again atonce. This wasn�t such a good sign at all, in fact itwas a very bad one. Unlike Father Goldsmith, FatherO�Binion was asking too much; I feared he would pro-ceed to ask way too much. I clasped my hands to-gether hard; I felt my heart pounding.
�Was there any effeminacy involved?� This was ter-rifically bad, especially since I still feared he could beheard outside the confessional. I was trembling, andyet I began to feel a strange, fierce urge to tell all, nomatter how shameful. �Yes,� I gasped. �I worewomen�s clothes, in fact I wore a nun�s habit, andthen I�I removed my clothing, and pretended I was awoman committing fornication.�
Father was silent. I hoped I hadn�t shocked himspeechless, although I was pretty sure no sin couldever shock a priest speechless. �Er�without men-tioning any names,� he said at last, �was any otherperson involved in any of these sins?�
I felt like groaning in misery. He was going to knoweverything, absolutely everything. �Yes,� I admitted,�I went to a place called Club Swank Wank, where Imet two men, two total strangers, one after another,and pretended I was their girlfriend, and engaged inhomosexual activity with them.�
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Father was silent again. �Did you engage only inmanual stimulation with them?� he then demandedto know.
�Uh�no, no, I also allowed them to puttheir�their male members between my thighs. And,uh, I rubbed my own member against one of themen�s members when it was between my thighs,causing both of us to experience, um, emission of se-men. And I also caused the other man to experienceemission of semen by grasping his member and pre-tending he was entering my female opening from be-hind while he reached beneath me and grasped mybreasts as if they were a woman�s breasts.� The worstof it was that I was actually getting an erection whiletelling about it�and yet somehow it gave me a bi-zarre feeling of relief to tell all, almost to the point ofpornography.
�I see. So your sin was not only masturbation, butintercrural copulation with two men.�
�Well, yes.� Yes, I had not only succumbed tofleshly urges, but I had tried to minimize my sin be-cause of embarrassment! My shame could hardlyhave been greater, or more painful, even if I had stoodbefore Father in the nude, or in women�s clothes.
He was silent yet again. �Well, you know,� he thensaid slowly, �unusual sins may require unusual rem-edies. Have you ever taken the discipline?�
�No.� I did know what �taking the discipline�meant; it meant whipping yourself. I didn�t think itwas likely that I could whip my effeminacy and myurge to masturbate out of myself. If anything, I feareda whipping might have the opposite effect.
�I�d strongly recommend that you give it a try.,� headvised me. �I can instruct you in the proper use ofthe discipline, if you wish.�
I was afraid. I tried to think straight. If FatherO�Binion had been some far-out liberal wacko priest,I would have thought he wanted to whip my big sissybuttocks, or to watch me whipping them, for sinfulpurposes. Father O�Binion wasn�t that kind of priestat all, though. His reputation for hard-line conserva-tism had preceded him to St. Oliver�s, and he had al-
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ready given great offense to the liberal types in theparish by preaching against contraception. Maybethe discipline really would help me be pure, Ithought, if he said it would. �Uh, all right,� I said, �ifyou think it will help.�
�I do indeed,� he said. �We�ll schedule an appoint-ment for that purpose in a minute. For your penance,say five decades of the rosary. Nowmake a good act ofcontrition.�
I did, feeling slightly stunned. No doubt five de-cades of the rosary was pretty light compared to thepenance for sins like mine in centuries long past, butstill it was mighty stiff by today�s standards. Thispriest obviously meant business. �I firmly resolve,with the help of your grace, to sin no more, and toavoid the near occasions of sin,� I said to God, hopingmy firm resolve wouldn�t dissolve when I was whip-ping myself in Father O�Binion�s presence.
�And I absolve you from your sins in the name ofthe Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit,� Fa-ther finished up. �Your sins are forgiven; go inpeace.�
�Thank you, Father,� I said.
�Now, as for your appointment,� he said, �wouldthis coming Monday evening at about 7:30 be conve-nient for you?�
�Uh, yes.�
�Very well. I�ll see you then.�

Chapter 2
�Hi, Angelo!� Kathy Delarondie called out to meand waved after Mass on Sunday. I waved back andsmiled. I always liked to see Kathy�s round, freckledface, and we were friends despite our disagree-ments�but of course Kathy didn�t call me Angela. Iwas the only person in the universe who called myselfthat, except on occasion when I disclosed my secretfeminine name to a guy I met for mutual masturba-tion at Club Swank Wank.
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�Isn�t Father O�Binion great?� Kathy asked rhetori-cally. The obvious answer, to her at least, was yes.She had barely kept herself from cheering out loudwhen Father had preached against contraception.Today he had scored another big hit against impu-rity. He talked about the story of the woman caughtin adultery. Father said the most important part ofthe story was where Jesus told the woman �Go andsin no more,� after she didn�t get stoned to death andHe didn�t condemn her. Then Father used that partas a springboard to talk about how the command-ment against committing adultery was really about alot more than just adultery, like fornication, homo-sexual activity, masturbation, and so on and on,even�you guessed it�contraception. A lot of people(including me) were getting pretty restless before theend of the homily, but I knew Kathy had loved everyminute of it.
�Well, I sure hope so,� I said. �I just wonder if hissermons are a little too hard-hitting.�
�He�s standing up for the truth,� Kathy insisted. �Ifyou stand up for the truth, some people aren�t goingto like it.�
�Yeah, but there�s such a thing as hitting peopletoo hard with the truth,� I retorted. �As St. Thomassays, when considering whether to engage in frater-nal correction, you need to consider the probable ef-fect. If it will probably just give offense, and makeyour listeners worse and more hard-hearted thanthey were before, you shouldn�t do it.� I was probablya lot better at citing St. Thomas Aquinas in conversa-tion than your average mediocre Catholic, and Ilargely had Kathy to thank for it. Ever since we werefreshmen at SIDU together�that�s Sts. Ives andDymphna University here in Appledale, in case youdidn�t know�Kathy and I had been friends and oftendebating partners. We graduated a year ago, and wewere both still living in Appledale.
�Well, there�s such a thing as not hitting peoplehard enough with the truth, too,� Kathy shot back.�That�s a bigger problem.�
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�Not for you,� I twitted her with a smile. �Butmaybe for some people. We�ll see how it turns out forFather O�Binion.�
�I bet it will turn out really well,� Kathy said. �Ihope the Holy Father will make him the next bishopof Pacific Heights after Bishop Bean retires, which Ihope he will soon.� Kathy didn�t like Bishop Beanmuch because she thought he was too soft on liberalsand wackoes. I liked him fine myself, and I wasn�t atall sure a �Bishop O�Binion� would be an improve-ment.
�Too bad women can�t be bishops,� I teased her, �oryou could do it yourself and not have to depend onFather O�Binion, or whoever the next bishop reallyturns out to be.�
�Very funny,� Kathy said. �You know, Angelo, oneof the things I like about you is your sense of humor.�
I stared at her. She wasn�t being sarcastic. She ac-tually meant it. She was smiling at me, and evenstarting to blush.
�Well, thank you,� I said. �I�m glad there�s some-thing you like about me.�
�Don�t be silly,� she said. �I like a lot of thingsabout you. Don�t sell yourself short.� She was reallyblushing now.
Her words touched my heart, and her blush didtoo. I was pretty sure there were some things she did-n�t like about me, like the length of my hair. Therewere a lot more she wouldn�t like if she knew aboutthem, starting (but not ending) with my pink Patti�sPuffies panties concealed beneath my trousers. Still,I had to respond to her in kind: �There are a lot ofthings I like about you, too�like your honesty andforthrightness, for example.�
She blushed even harder, as if I had embarrassedher by catching her flinging herself at me. My eyesopened wide in dawning recognition. I liked Kathy,and I thought she was nice-looking in a plump,homey, unglamorous sort of way, but I had never be-fore suspected that she might like me in any but theplainest, most unromantic way. Now I did suspect,
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and her bright red blush told me that my suspicionhad hit the spot.
�Well, I hope I�m not being too honest and forth-right,� she apologized, for no good reason.
�Not at all,� I assured her. �Aren�t you the one whowas just maintaining that it�s better to hit people toohard with the truth than not hard enough?�
�Well, yes,� she admitted.
�OK, so you hit me hard, and I hit back.� I grinned.�Fair enough?�
�Fair enough,� she had to agree.
�The truth is,� I said, �that you like a lot of thingsabout me, and I like a lot of things about you. Sowhat are we going to do about it? Form a mutual ad-miration society and leave it at that, or get to knoweach other better, faults and all, so we can see whateverything adds up to after that?� I didn�t give her achance to answer yet. �How would you like to go outto Arturo�s for dinner sometime,� I asked, �and dis-close your faults to me, and I�ll disclose mine to you,so we can see if we might be able to stand each otherin the long run?�
Kathy laughed. �Is that your idea of how to ask agirl out for a date?� she asked me. Her eyes were widein wonder, presumably at the thought of her and me�standing each other� in the long run�like for life.
�Uh, well, yeah, I guess it is,� I admitted.
�Well, I guess it will have to do, then,� she said.�Sure, I�d like that. When is this great date to takeplace?�
�Uh, how about this Tuesday evening?� I did nottell her what I was going to do on Monday evening.
�OK, it�s a date!� She was actually glowing. I fig-ured she might even agree to marry me someday, if Iasked her. I wasn�t at all sure I should ever askher�but at least I could try to find out if I should ornot.
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*****
My heart was thundering, and my stout four-incherection was throbbing, as I approached the rectoryfor my appointment. I must be crazy, I thought. I wasgoing to let a priest see me whipping myself�whilewearing pretty pink panties and, under my less thanfully opaque shirt, a lacy little white bra! My only ex-cuse, my only halfway rational excuse, was that thepanties were an essential part of what needed to bewhipped, and the bra was an equally essential com-ponent of my shameful effeminacy. I figured FatherO�Binion needed to know that just a little bit of lightwhipping wouldn�t suffice to make me a manly man.But another motive, totally irrational, lurked so deepwithin me that I could not yet acknowledge it: I wassecretly fascinated by the thought of tempting thispriest, who had found out all about my most pain-fully embarrassing sin, to sin himself.
I knocked on the door. Father O�Binion himselfopened it. �Come in,� he said. �You�re here for yourappointment, I believe.�
�Yes.� I looked into his eyes, and he looked intomine. I could see his steel-gray eyes darting down tomy bra beneath my flimsy shirt, and then leapingback up to search my own eyes. He took a deepbreath and let it out slowly.
�Very well. Please come this way, to my privateconference room.�
He led the way to a little, sparsely furnished room.He closed the door, sat behind the desk, and askedme to sit down in one of the few chairs. The only otherthings of note in the room were a little sofa�a loveseat, I had to think�and a big picture of Jesus show-ing his Sacred Heart. As usual in such pictures, Hewas pointing to His Heart, which was on fire, signify-ing that it was full of divine love.
�I don�t believe I know your name yet, my child,� hesaid.
�I�m Angelo Agnessi.� I didn�t say �Angela��atleast not yet.
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�I�m very glad to meet you, Angelo,� he said. �Well,I�ve asked you to come here because I�m hoping tohelp you come to know the mercy of God more fully.That�s really what life is all about, you know: accept-ing the mercy of God, and showing mercy to one an-other.� His eyes were fixed onme. I wondered what hemight be thinking about how he and I could showmercy to each other. �That, of course,� he said, �iswhy we worship Our Lord especially through His Sa-cred Heart: because His Heart is the living fountain ofHis mercy.�
I glanced back up at the picture of Jesus, and nod-ded to show that I understood. What I didn�t under-stand was what this had to do with taking the disci-pline. I looked at Father O�Binion to try to see if Icould get some clue as to what was in his mind. I sawa tall, strong-looking, gray-haired man with piercinggray eyes, wearing the standard Roman collar andblack suit, looking at me intently�but not, at leastnot yet, revealing his mind or his heart.
�I suggested,� he went on, �that it might help youto take the discipline. Some people, I�m afraid, mightnot understand what the mercy of God has to dowith�with trying to drive out sin by the use of thediscipline. You�ll recall that Our Lord, who is mercyitself, made a whip of cords and drove themoney-changers out of the temple. His greatest act ofmercy is to free us from sin, even if it takes a whip-ping or two. Does that sound right to you?�
�Uh, yes.� It did, actually. I really did want to befree from sin�and yet there was this other desire, thetotally irrational one, deep within me too.
�Very well. Let me show you how to take the disci-pline.� He opened a drawer in his desk and drew outa whip, like a small cat-o�nine-tails, except it hadnothing but knots on the ends of the cords. �You�llneed to drop your trousers for a minute or so,� hesaid, just as if he were a doctor telling me the samething. �I�ll show you how it goes, and then you can tryit on yourself.�
I could feel myself blushing and sweating as I un-buckled my belt, unzipped my trousers, and let themfall to the floor, revealing my pink Patti�s Puffies pant-
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ies in all their glory. The panties were baggy, but stillI was pretty sure Father could tell I had an erection.
I saw Father swallow hard. He, too, was starting toblush and sweat, while trying not to let on that any-thing was amiss. �Very well,� he said. �Please bendover with your hands on the desk.� His deep voicewas shaking. I complied, but first�in full view of Fa-ther, and even glancing into his eyes�I reached intomy panties to press my erection down into hiding,back between my legs.
�Now, you want to whip yourself firmly, like this,not going too easy on yourself.� He began to hit mehard with the whip through my panties, on my butt,my backward-facing balls, and my protruding plum.It only excited me more, especially when he put hishand on my back to hold me down, and touched theback of my bra through my shirt.
�Now you try it,� he told me. I took the whip andawkwardly tried to apply it to myself, but with littleeffect. �I�m afraid I�m not very good at it,� I admitted.�Would you mind taking another turn?�
�Very well,� he said. �If this starts to hurt toomuch, please let me know, and I�ll stop at once. We�lltry it this way, and see if it has a greater effect.�
He wheeled his chair around to my side of thedesk, sat down in it, and bent me over his lap. I couldtell at once that he too had an erection, a big one.Then he pushed my shirt up and pressed his handagainst my bare back, moving it up until his handwas on the back of my bra.
He let out a deep breath, seemingly trying but fail-ing to make no sound. His hand closed around theback of my bra. �I�m afraid this is a�a very seriouscase of effeminacy,� he said. �It will call for a some-what unusual use of the discipline. Please stand upand remove your shirt, and your�your bra, and thenput your hands behind your back.�
I complied, feeling that my hot face must bebeet-red. �Now please try to offer up your sufferingsin reparation for sins,� Father instructed me. Thenhe started to whip my bare breasts very hard, so hardI almost cried out in pain. I stood still and tried to of-
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fer up my sufferings, but soon I was getting almosttoo excited to suffer. My dark nipples were as hot andhard as if Father had been rubbing and kissing them,andmy big clitoris was throbbing between my thighs.I knew that sissies were supposed to get excited fromwhippings, but never before had I had the experi-ence.
�Now please bend over again,� he said, �and we�llcomplete the use of the discipline.�
I bent over Father�s lap again, feeling his big erec-tion pressing hard against me through his trousersand my panties. He started to whip my thinly clothedbuttocks, my balls, and my plum even harder thanhe had whipped my breasts. I was squirming in pain,and yet in ever-growing excitement. The excitementwas outracing the pain, and I succumbed to it fully.Now my thighs were clenching and unclenching inrapid rhythm, and my big sissy buttocks were pump-ing hard and harder. I knew my orgasm was ap-proaching fast, and I was doing nothing to try to stopit; instead, I was eagerly bringing it on. Father mustbe aware of what was happening, must know why mybottom was squirming out of control, and why I wasgasping for breath. Soon my hips were gripped by thetoo-familiar earthquake, and my panties were wetwith gush in back, beneath my butt.
�Oh, Father,� I murmured, �I�m sorry. I�m afraidI�m a terribly hard case, aren�t I?�
�Yes, indeed.� Father was breathing hard. Mypanties were starting to get wet in front, too, wherethey were closest to Father�s erection. I could feel himthrobbing through his trousers. He seemed to be try-ing to exercise rigid self-control, but I knew he wasejaculating.
�This may take a fair amount of time and effort,� hesaid. Again he took a deep breath and let it outslowly. �You are indeed a terribly hard case of effemi-nacy, Angelo�but also an extremely promising one.Can you come again at the same time tomorrow?�
�I�ve got an appointment tomorrow evening, buthow about Wednesday?� I was too eager. The totallyirrational desire was gaining control, getting ever

Page - 19

RELUCTANT PRESS



stronger now that I had felt Father�s erection andknown how powerfully I could excite him, even to or-gasm. It was a sin, I knew�but I would repent later,not yet.
�Very well,� he said. �Next time, I think it wouldhelp if you came prepared to dress as a good Catholicschoolgirl. Don�t wear girls� clothes when you�re com-ing to the rectory, of course, but bring them along ina bag or something.�
He struggled to control his breathing. �You see,� hesaid, �for someone like you, who�s strongly inclinedtoward effeminacy, it can actually be helpful to dressup as a good, pure young lady. It�s true that, as a gen-eral rule, men shouldn�t wear women�s clothes�butwe must apply what the great moral theologians call�epikeia," a Greek word that means knowing when tomake exceptions to general rules. When there�s agood reason to wear girls� or women�s clothes, suchas when it would give you genuine help in becomingpure, it�s all to the good. Do you see?"
�Uh, yes.� I saw that Father wanted very much tosee me dressed as a Catholic schoolgirl, although Ididn�t see quite so clearly that it would be all to thegood, much less that it would really help me be pure.
�Very well,� he said. �Er�I think you�ll wish to getcleaned up before you go. I�ll get you a plastic bag foryour, er, your soiled underthings.�

Chapter 3
Next evening, my sensation of living a double lifewas intense, and sometimes painful, especially sinceI had just acquired some Catholic schoolgirl clothesbefore going on my date with Kathy. Of course Iwould never tell Kathy about what either I or FatherO�Binion had done, nor would I ever let her see mewearing feminine attire�unless I decided I wantedher to flee from me in horror, and I didn�t. A clean,wholesome life together with Kathy, I fancied, wouldbe far from the worst of evils.
Kathy was a great talker, and she chattered on andon about this and that while we got and ate our din-
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ner at Arturo�s Italian Buffet. Supposedly we were go-ing to tell each other about our faults to see if wecould stand each other, but I sure wasn�t eager to tellher about my real faults, and I wasn�t going to makeup fake ones. Actually, I was thinking about whetherKathy was attractive enough for me to want to marryher, and being surprised to find that she was. Herround, freckled face was really pretty when shesmiled, which she was doing a lot this evening. Herfigure wasn�t bad at all, a little chubby, but I wasn�tin a strong position to complain about that. She wasalready a good friend, and I knew I would never haveto worry about her cheating on me. The only problemwas that I was afraid I would have to worry about mecheating on her�with guys!
�You were going to tell me about your faults,� I saidat last, hoping she wouldn�t remember that I was alsogoing to tell her about my faults.
�Oh, all right,� Kathy said. �My big faults, in myopinion, are that I�m hot-headed, a poor house-keeper, I eat too much, I tend to leap to conclusionsabout people, be too nosy, and indulge in detraction.What about yours?�
I hadn�t escaped. �Well,� I said slowly, �I admit Idon�t have a list I can rattle off like that. But, well, Iguess I�ve got most of the same faults, except maybeI�m not so hot-headed. I guess I�m a bit lazy some-times, too, and�uh�I get distracted too easily. Plus,I don�t know, maybe I�m too soft on liberals andwackoes, like you think Bishop Bean is.� That was it.Nothing about sinning with guys, much less with apriest, would ever escape my lips in Kathy�s pres-ence.
�Well, those sound curable to me,� Kathy said. �Ihope mine are, too. Maybe we can help each otherwork on them�within reason.� She looked at mewith what seemed a whole lot like love. I yearned tomarry her, despite my fear.
�Yeah, within reason,� I agreed. That was good. Itsure wouldn�t be within reason to ask Kathy to helpme cut out sinning with Father O�Binion�as I waspretty sure I was going to do again tomorrow!
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*****
Tomorrow came. I was ready. In my gym bag I hada complete, old-fashioned Catholic schoolgirl uni-form, down to the black patent-leather shoes andwhite anklets. It included not only a white blouse,plaid skirt, and full white slip, but also a very decentwhite bra, for I was going to personate a teen-ageCatholic schoolgirl�but not one of the bad ones whoyanked up their skirts to make them too short. No,this time I was going to be a vision of purity for FatherO�Binion.
�Good evening, Father,� I said when he opened thedoor. �Now you may call me Angela.�
�Angela!� he exclaimed. He looked at me with whatseemed quite like full, manly delight, the delight aman might feel on looking at a beautiful woman closeup. �Yes, of course! Come in! Do you have your uni-form with you?�
�Yes.�
�Please put it on. I�ll leave you alone to dress in theconference room.�
He left me alone. I stripped off my plain men�s shirtand then my plain men�s trousers, revealing my pinkpanties. I put on my bra, my slip, and my whiteschoolgirl blouse, and buttoned it right up to theneck for modesty�s sake. I lifted my arms anddropped my plaid knee-length skirt down to my bighips; I fastened it right at my waist, neither too lownor too high. Then I sat down and exchanged myplain men�s shoes and socks for my white ankletsand black girls� shoes.
There was a small mirror in the conference room. Ilooked in it and saw that I had almost forgotten thefinishing touch: my pure white headband, whichwould make my dark hair look almost like a nun�sveil. I put it on and looked at myself with satisfaction.Yes, now I was fully qualified to pass for a good, purevirgin in Father�s eyes.
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I opened the door of the conference room andpeeked out to let Father know I was ready. He wasstanding right there, and entered the room at once.
�Angela!� he said, fixing his eyes on me. �Thankyou so much for coming! Now, doesn�t it make youfeel more pure already to be wearing this uniform?�
�Uh, yes, it does,� I said. I tried to feel and act aspure as possible, even though I did have an erection.I tried to keep it frommaking my skirt bulge in front. Isat down on the love seat, hoping that would help. Iwondered if real good girls ever suffered unwantedbut exciting erections of their clitorises, no matterhow hard they tried to be pure, and somehow I feltsure at least some of them did.
�I was sure it would,� Father said. He sat on thelove seat too, and sighed, deeply and sadly. �I remem-ber all too well,� he slowly disclosed to me, �thelovely, pure virgin girls of my youth. There was atime, back before I decided I was to become a priest,when I deeply yearned to marry one of thosegirls�but she decided she was called to become anun. I�m afraid I was strongly tempted to rage againstGod for taking her away from me.�
His face seemed to have no expression, but hegazed at me as if this statement required a response.�Uh, yes, I can understand that,� I said.
�You may find this hard to believe, Angela,� Fatherwent on, �but I was reminded of the story of Uriah theHittite, in the time of King David. Do you rememberthat story?�
�Uh, yes�you mean the one where David commit-ted adultery with Bathsheba, Uriah�s wife, and thenhe had Uriah killed?�
�Yes, but that wasn�t the part of the story I wasthinking of. After Uriah died, the prophet Nathanwent to David and told him the story of the man withthe one little ewe lamb he loved, which his wealthyneighbor took away from him and killed. You knowthe story: David was outraged and said the wealthyman must die, and then came the punch line�Na-than told him, �You are the man!�� You remember?"
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�Yes.� I still wasn�t understanding what this had todo with anything, but Father soon let me know.
�My temptation,� Father said, �was to rage at OurLord and tell him, �You are the man!� Here He waswith countless virgins flinging themselves into Hisarms, and yet He had to take away my one little lovedone and leave me with nothing.�
I didn�t know what to say. Father was lookingstraight at me. I had to look away. When I glancedback up, he was still looking.
�I resisted the temptation,� Father told me, �or atleast I thought I did. I told myself, or tried to tell my-self, it was all for the best for her, because she wouldhave a better life with Our Lord than she would havehad with me. And then came the fateful momentwhen I began to wonder whether I myself would havea better life as a priest than as a married man.�
Do you think it was a mistake for you to become apriest? I almost asked him, but I didn�t dare. I sat insilence and listened, for I knew he would say more.
�You could hardly believe how different thingswere back then. A mere 30 years ago in 1961, when Idecided to try to become a priest, the Church wasbooming. There were many vocations to the priest-hood, and yet they were always trying to drum upmore, expecting a further great expansion of theChurch. I went to Cathedral High, and I rememberone of the priests there in particular, FatherMcCannahoon, was like a Marine recruiter for thepriesthood. He practically came right out and saidthe top-notchers, the really first-rate young men,would go for the priesthood, and only the second-rat-ers with less brains and less virtue would go for themarried life.�
�Um, I never hear anyone saying that any more, allright,� I affirmed.
�No, and it might have been better if I�d neverheard it either. Everyone was always saying I was oneof the first-raters, and Father McCannahoon workedhard at recruiting me. I really didn�t want to be apriest, but I did want to be a good Catholic, and I
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prayed like Jesus in the Garden of Gethsemane, �Fa-ther, let Thy will be done, not mine!��
Father sighed again. �I�ve often wondered sincethen if Luther might have saved everyone a whole lotof trouble by simply getting married in the first place,rather than taking a disastrous detour through thepriesthood. But he didn�t, and neither did I. I prayedabout it, and I read a book called Come Rack! ComeRope! by Robert Hugh Benson, about a young manwho�s in love with a young woman, but he dumps herto become a priest, because good priests are needed.God help me, I decided that was what I should dotoo.�
�Do you think you were wrong?� I dared to ask atlast.
�I do,� he said without hesitation. �There was somuch talk back then about the tragedy of lost voca-tions, young men getting married when God was call-ing them to become priests�but nobody ever talkedabout the opposite tragedy.�
The opposite tragedy, obviously, was young menbecoming priests�or at least not getting mar-ried�when God was calling them to get married. Icould see that readily enough. What I couldn�t yet seewas what, if anything, this had to do with me sittinghere next to Father in a Catholic schoolgirl uniform.
Or could I? Father was fixing his eyes on me againwhen he talked about the �opposite tragedy.� It wascrazy, but I couldn�t help wondering if he wished hecould ask me to marry him, even though he was apriest and I wasn�t really a girl. My erection had dwin-dled, but now it was rising again. Oh, God! What if hedid? I wondered. Would I do it, if I could?
�Anyway, I entered the seminary,� Father inter-rupted my thoughts. �I tried to do the job as well as Icould, but my self-control wasn�t always superb. Itried using the discipline, but I found�as you havealso found�that it only made the problem worse. Iwas forced to resort to rationalizations; for example, Irationalized that it wasn�t really self-pollution when Ijust happened to ejaculate in the shower, because Ihad to touch myself down there to get clean, and I
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couldn�t help it if I had an involuntary erection andobtained involuntary release, as in a nocturnal emis-sion. There were some nocturnal emissions when Iwasn�t fully asleep, too, but I rationalized that I was-n�t masturbating so long as I didn�t apply my hand. Ialways kept it strictly to myself, though, for six longyears�until 1967, near the beginning of my finalyear in the seminary.�
Father closed his eyes and grimaced, as if at anunacceptable memory. �Starting in about the middleof the 1960s, you see,� he said, �there was a great in-flux of young men into the seminaries, not becausethey had genuine vocations to the priesthood, but be-cause they wanted to avoid being drafted into thearmy and being killed in the Vietnam war. One ofthese was a beautiful, secretly effeminate youth.� Helooked at me again, and his chest heaved. �Thisyouth looked a great deal like you, Angela,� he said,�with soft, lovely brown eyes, full red lips, and longdark hair. At that time it was quite in style for youngmen to wear long hair, and it was easy for a seminar-ian to rationalize that he was harmlessly followingthe current style, when his real aim was to look likeas much like a girl as he could get away with. Thisone did look and, in secret, did act so much like a girlthat he successfully tempted me into what I rational-ized as a secret �marriage� with him�until I learnedthat the hot little slut was also secretly �married� toseveral other men!� He stared away from me andclenched his fists for a moment, but then unclenchedthem and turned back to me.
Is he going to try the same rationalizationwithme? Iwondered. I still couldn�t understand how this couldfit in with Father O�Binion�s well-known hard-lineconservatism�unless it was all a mask.
�After that, I was ashamed of myself,� he went on,�for indulging in what I then regarded as degradingsex perversion with an effeminate homosexual. I wasordained to the priesthood, and I struggled to be agood priest as well as I then knew how, despite myfairly frequent falls into fantasies of marriage. It wasonly later, much later, that I finally began to graspGod�s plan for my life.�
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Father was moving closer to me. He was very closenow, almost touching me. My heart was beatingharder. Was he really going to tell me God�s plan forhis life involved sex with me�and even a secret �mar-riage� with me? If so, what was I going to do?
�I knew I had lost my vocation to the married life,as commonly understood,� he said. �I was, as theysay in Latin, sacerdos in aeternum�a priest forever. Ididn�t think it would be right to try to back out andthrow away all I had accomplished. I had even be-come convinced that I could accomplish more, for thegood of souls and of the Church, by remaining apriest. Still, I couldn�t help thinking that God wascalling me to participate in the good of marriage too,in an�an unusual and different way.� He gave me alonging glance, and then forced himself to look away.Beads of hot sweat were forming on his brow.
�How were you going to do that?� I asked. I gazedinto his eyes and moved closer to him, until I was ac-tually touching him. I still didn�t know for sure if Fa-ther was going to propose a secret marriage tome�but I did know I had an erection and I wantedsex with him, if he wanted me and needed me. If heappealed to me to have mercy on him in that way, Iwould be all his�at least for tonight.
�Well, I set out to reason things through. Backwhen I was in the seminary, you know, we still stud-ied St. Thomas Aquinas, and St. Thomas greatly ex-alted the role of reason in human affairs. In fact, didyou know that St. Thomas actually defined sin aswhat is not in accordance with reason?�
�Uh, yes, I did.� I also knew that St. Thomas didn�tapprove of �concubitus masculorum,� meaning menhaving sex with other men�but I didn�t want to dis-cuss that aspect of St. Thomas�s thought at present,and I was pretty sure Father didn�t either.
�That�s very good. Well, I applied my reason towhat I read in Humanae Vitae by Pope Paul VI. Weread there that contraception, in any form, is wrongbecause it is an effort�and necessarily a failed ef-fort�to retain the �unitive� function of the marital actwhile rejecting the �procreative� function. When aman and a woman unite with one another, but delib-
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erately frustrate the God-given power of procreation,it is a sin.�
�Uh, yes, I remember,� I said.
�But, on the other hand, it is no sin for a couple tounite when they are infertile�either temporarily orpermanently�even when they know it is perfectlycertain that no procreation will occur. In that event,when there is no deliberate frustration, the unitivefunction of the matrimonial act can exist without theprocreative function. You understand that, don�tyou, Angela?�
�Yes, I do.� My eyes were wide with wonder. CouldFather really be thinking what he seemed to be think-ing? Surely no conservative, traditional-mindedpriest�no sincere one�could think such a thing!And yet, if not that, what on earth could he be think-ing?
�This is in the Code of Canon Law as well,� he wenton. �We read in Canon 1084 of the 1983 Code thatsterility neither forbids nor invalidates a marriage.Well, my reason simply demanded that I accept thelogical consequence of that principle: an infertilecouple maymarry, andmay perform the marriage actin a virtuous and holy manner, no matter what thereason for their infertility. Do you understand that,Angela?�
�Oh! Oh, yes! I do understand, Father!� My heartwas pounding. He was thinking such a thing indeed!I gazed into his eyes, trying to show him I was a virtu-ous and holy virgin who, if only such a thing werepossible, would marry him and eagerly perform themarriage act with him.
�In other words, Angela��he leaned close to meand touched my shoulder�"I learned that I had notbeen wrong in entering a secret marriage with an ef-feminate youth, as such.�
�Oh, Father!� I said. �That�s so fascinating�and sological, too!� I admit I wasn�t perfectly sure about thelogic, but I was about the fascination. He put his armaround me. I did not draw back.
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�Angela, I�m so glad you can see it that way!� Fa-ther breathed a great sigh of relief. �And of course,you know, in a case of that kind�where it�s perfectlycertain that the couple will be infertile�there�s noneed for the extensive and time-consuming marriagepreparation that young, fertile couples need. Allthat�s truly needed is the consent of the parties, inwhich the essence of marriage consists. In an un-usual situation such as this, of course, the usual re-quirements can be dispensed with. Do you under-stand what I mean?�
�Yes, I do.� I did understand. Father wanted sexwith me that very evening, under the pretext of mar-riage. I was sure the marriage would be bogus, andany promise I might make of perpetual fidelity to Fa-ther as my husband would be void�but I wasshocked to realize I was still going to go ahead with it!
I drew very close to him and raised my lips to his. Iwas in his arms, and he was kissing me�purely,chastely, with no lewd tongue-insertion, but mostdistinctly kissing me full on the mouth.
�Oh, Angela!� Father cried. �Can this be? Are youready?�
�Yes,� I assured him. �Yes, Father, I�m fully ready.�
�Then do you take me as your lawful wedded hus-band�for better or for worse, for richer or for poorer,in sickness and in health, until death do us part?�
�I do,� I assured him�sinning as I spoke, for I did-n�t mean a word of it.
�And I take you as my lawful wedded wife, forbetter or for worse, for richer or for poorer, in sick-ness and in health, until death do us part! Oh,Angela, this is my long-lost dream come true!�
Father kissed me on the mouth again, this timewith his tongue. Before the kiss was done, his handswere on my big sissy buttocks, and I could feel hiserection through the front of my skirt.
�We�ll perform the marriage act in the shower,� heinformed me. �That will be the cleanest and most up-right way to perform this holy and virtuous act.�
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With his arm around me and his hand on my butt,he led me into the bathroom. I needed no promptingto strip. With my eyes cast down in a pose of maid-enly modesty, I opened my blouse to let him see mybra. He reached around me, unhooked it, andstripped it off, revealing my dark brown nipples andmy bud-like breasts. �Oh, Angela!� he murmured.�My dream, my desire, my only love!� He lowered hismouth to kiss my breasts, first on one hot, throbbingnipple and then the other. I held his head in my armsand moaned with delight, especially when he pulledmy skirt and panties down with a single move.
My erection was showing. I turned away to try tomaintain the girlish illusion. Meanwhile Father wasstripping off his shoes, socks, black clothes, andwhite collar to stand nude before me with his massiveerection unveiled, fully twice as long as mine.
He turned on the shower. I stepped into it first andquickly hid my coquette between my legs to look likea girl. Then Father got in, kissed me on the mouth,and rubbed my breasts. He pressed and squeezedboth my breasts at once while facing me; then hekissed my nipples, giving them even hotter, harderlittle erections than they had had before. Wasting notime, he lathered up my loins with his soapy hand,slipping it between my thighs to caress my big clito-ris, my four-inch coquette, between them. I
Now the marriage act began. Father stood beforeme, gripped my big sissy buttocks, and pressed hisgreat erection between my thick thighs and mythrobbing clitoris, making me shiver with excite-ment. I gripped his shoulders and thrust my headback with my mouth wide open; I squeezed his greatcock tightly with my wet, soapy thighs and pumpedmy hips with all my might while standing up straightin the shower, making loud fuck noises and trying togive him maximum pleasure. squeezed his handtightly between my thighs and gasped with delight.
Now the marriage act began. Father stood beforeme, gripped my big sissy buttocks, and pressed hisgreat erection between my thighs, rubbing it tightlyagainst my clitoris. I squeezed his cock tightly withmy thighs and pumped my hips with all my mightwhile standing up straight in the shower. He was
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clutching my buttocks hard and thrusting manfully,making me feel my orgasm coming on fast. �Oh,Angela, my love!� he moaned. �Thank you so muchfor loving me�for showing mercy to me in my need!�His thrusts reached maximum force, and he wasgroaning and gasping; I went wild with my hips. Hecould say no more, for orgasm was overcoming usboth at once. I imagined him gushing deep into me,while in reality his sperm and mine were both spurt-ing out in unison beneath my quaking buttocks.
�Can you come again on Friday?� he begged toknow, almost before our orgasm was complete.
�Yes, Father,� I said. I knew our so-called marriagewas bogus, but I didn�t care. �I love you! I�m your wifenow! Yes, I�ll come!�
�You said you had a nun�s habit. Will you bring iton Friday and wear it for me?�
�Yes! Oh, yes! I�d love to!�

Chapter 4
�I�m married to a nun!� Father exclaimed when Ishowed up on Friday and put on my habit. �Thatgives me such a wonderful feeling! And, er, remindme what order you belong to, Sister.�
�The Sissies of Mercy, of course!� I actually giggledlike a girl when I said it.
�Oh, yes, the Sissies of Mercy! That�s perfect! Ofcourse you�ll keep your veil on when we perform themarriage act.�
�Yes, of course�but not the rest of my habit.� Iopened my habit to let him see my flimsy negligee. Iknew my hard nipples were showing through, andmy erection was almost peeking out beneath the bot-tom. I even pulled the neckline down to show him mybare breasts, just as I had done for Jake at the club.
�Oh, no, of course not,� he said, with his eyes fixedon my breasts. Then he reached down and caressedmy big sissy buttocks, making them start to move in
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rhythm. I embraced him and kissed him on themouth.
�You are all beautiful, my sister, my spouse,� hequoted from the Song of Songs when the kiss hadended. �This time we�ll perform the marriage act inbed.�
He led me into the bedroom and quickly stripped,while I hid my four-inch clitoris between my legs.With my veil and my negligee still on, he entered mebetweenmy thighs while standing up, as he had doneyesterday in the shower, but then he pressed medown upon the bed and intertwined his legs withmine. With his feet still on the floor, he began thrust-ing and I responded with quick, hot hip-pumps.When his climax was approaching, he pressed mybreasts with his hands through my negligee, and Iclasped his hands to encourage him. Again our or-gasms came together, and he cried out, �Oh, my God!My sister, my spouse, my love!�
Almost before he had stopped thrusting, hestarted talking about next time. I was a bit afraid hewould want me to dress up like the Blessed VirginMary, but he didn�t. �Angela, my love,� he said,�please come again on Monday, and please dress as ayoung girl attending her Confirmation. Will you dothat for me?�
�Oh, yes, Father!� I said. I had seen some girlswearing pretty sexy, low-cut dresses for Confirma-tion. I wondered if Father wanted to see me in one. Idecided to do some serious shopping and find out. Ifhe didn�t want to see me in it, I could easily get nudefor him.
On Saturday, after hours of shopping at three dif-ferent branches of the Movers and Shakers ThriftShoppe, I had my prize: a royal blue Confirmationdress, with a neckline low enough to show off mypretty little cleavage for Father. I got an erection justlooking at myself in it in the fitting-room mirror. For-tunately this store was in Queen�s Bluff, which wascrawling with gays, lesbians, and transvestites, andit was deemed quite normal for a long-haired guy tobuy girls� clothes. I bought my dress, concealed itcarefully, and started on the journey back to
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Appledale, where I would bring the dress out for Fa-ther on Monday.
On Sunday I sat next to Kathy in church, on herright side, on the right side of the church. I had madesure to sit on the side that would put me in the Com-munion line after her, not before her. That way shewouldn�t notice that I was crossing my arms to re-ceive a blessing but no Communion. Father O�Binionmight not think our so-called marriage acts weremortal sins�in fact, I was pretty sure he didn�t�butI was afraid they were. If so, at least I didn�t want toadd on a sin of sacrilege by receiving Communion un-worthily.
Father preached about sex yet again. Some mem-bers of the congregation, I could see, were gettingmighty itchy. Father Goldsmith hadn�t been ob-sessed with sex, but it was obvious that FatherO�Binion was.
This time he preached about the sin of Onan, al-though Onan wasn�t mentioned in the Scripturereadings for the day. Onan, in case you don�t recall,was the guy in the Old Testament who performed co-itus interruptus because he didn�t want his brother�sex-wife to have his babies after his brother died. Fa-ther used the story of Onan as a springboard for con-demning every way in which men and women threwaway the precious gift of fertility.
�Absurdly, some men,� he said at one point, �eventhink it�s perfectly fine and decent to perform actsidentical to the foulest, most degrading homosexualperversions, so long as they perform them withwomen, not with men. This is one of the most gravelysinful abuses of the gift of fertility.�
Murmuring, loud coughing, and even someretch-like noises broke out among the congregation.The murmuring and coughing appeared to be comingmainly from moms and dads who, I figured, were notlooking forward to being asked, �Mommy, Daddy,what are the foulest, most degrading homosexualperversions?� The retching noises, I was pretty sure,were contributed by Eric Wojczylewicz. (That�s pro-nounced �Voytsilevits,� in case you couldn�t guess.)
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I knew Eric from SIDU, where he was a freshmanwhen I was a junior. He was a handsome blond guywho attracted gullible girls like flies to honey; hequickly made a reputation for himself as a bad Cath-olic from a big family of mostly good Catholics, wholived in a big house next door to the rectory. He stillwent to SIDU, lived at home, and went to church onSundays�apparently to appease his parents, for itwas rare to find him actually agreeing with theChurch on any point of faith or, especially, morals. Iwas betting Eric would be ranting and raving aboutFather�s sermon after Mass.
At Communion time, I crossed my arms and low-ered my eyes, so I wouldn�t see the expression on Fa-ther�s face. He seemed to hesitate for a second, butthen he gave me the blessing in a soft voice, just as ifhe had no idea why I wasn�t receiving Communion.
When the Mass was over, I left Kathy inside thechurch praying. The Wojczylewicz family was stillthere too, except for Eric, who went out right away. Iwent out too, in hope of some entertainment fromdiscreetly overhearing Eric spout off about howpissed he was at Father�s homily.
He wasmightypissed. �God damn it!� he said to hisfriend and fellow bad Catholic Joe Eisenherz, while Istood nearby on the pretext of waiting for Kathy.�That�s going too fucking far! Did you hear what hesaid? He was saying, basically, there�s no differencebetween getting head from a girl and getting it from agay guy! God damn it, I�m proud of getting my blowjobs from the cutest, sexiest girls, not from filthy, dis-gusting gays with AIDS! Nobody calls me identical toa fucking gay and gets away with it!�
�I wouldn�t be surprised,� said Joe�a nerdy littlehistory major with a massive fund of bizarre knowl-edge�"if it turned out he was protesting too much.You know what I mean? Back in the 16th century,the way to signal that you were a homo was to protestloud and long about what a dreadful crime and sin itwas to be one. Sir Francis Bacon and his buddies didit, and they were all homoes. Father O�Binion mightjust be doing the same thing."

Page - 34

SISSY & DAISY BY DULCI DAILY



�God damn it!� Eric eagerly exclaimed. �I bet that�sright! I bet he�s a queer himself�and he needs to getexposed!�
Joe laughed. �You�re in the right place for it. Putthe rectory under surveillance, and see if any homoesgo in and out.�
�I will!� Eric laughed too. �That dreadful crime andsin has got to stop!�
The weather wasn�t chilly, but I felt a sharp chill. Iwas afraid Eric would really do it. Living right next tothe rectory, he could. And then what would happen?Would Father be exposed and disgraced�and wouldI too? Would Kathy find out I�d been sinning�yes,surely she would say it was sinning, and mortallytoo�with Father O�Binion, of all people? And if shedid, would my whole future life be the poorer withouther?
The chill grew sharper, and yet a strange tingle ofwarmth now seemed to be mixed with it. I wantKathy,my heart was crying. I need Kathy! I knew myso-called secret marriage to Father was bogus, and Iknew it couldn�t last, especially now that Eric wasout to get Father. More than that, I knew I couldnever love Father as (I hoped) I could love Kathy. Icould get incredibly excited and sexy for him, I couldshow mercy to him in his deep need, just as I hadshown mercy to my men at Club Swank Wank�butthat was all.
I went back into the church. Kathy was still pray-ing. I knelt down next to her and prayed too, reallyprayed, for God to guide me in the way I should go.
When we got out of the church, we talked�shetalked, mostly�about this and that for a couple ofminutes; then she dropped the big bomb. �Say,Angelo,� she said, �I was wondering if maybe you�dlike to come over to my place for dinner sometime.�
I tried not to act astounded that she was asking. Ifigured she knew as well as I did that, if a girl asked aguy to come to her apartment, it often meant shewanted to screw. I knew Kathy couldn�t mean that;allI could figure was that it meant she trusted me not totry to screw her. Well, I knew I could live up to her
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trust about that, anyway. I could no more wish toscrew Kathy, rather than wait to perform the mar-riage act with her, than I could have wished to screwthe Blessed Virgin Mary, had she still been alive onearth.
�Uh, sure, that would be great,� I said. For a sec-ond I hesitated about the day�but I did have an ap-pointment with Father tomorrow, and I wasn�t readyto break it without explanation. �How about on Tues-day?� I asked.
�Um . . . well, actually, how about on Thursday?�
�Uh, that�s OK too.� I remembered she had saidshe was a poor housekeeper; I wondered if shewantedmore time to clean up her apartment for me.
�Good, I�ll see you then! Do you like lasagna?�
�Yeah, I love it�especially if it doesn�t have groundmeat in it.�
�You�re hard to please, aren�t you?� She smiled.�Well, I�ll see what I can do.�

*****
A double-minded man is unstable in all his ways! Iknew the quote from the Epistle of St. James all toowell�from long, deep experience. Nowmy experiencewas getting deeper still. I was approaching the rec-tory, carrying my girl�s Confirmation dress in my gymbag, fearing Eric was secretly conducting surveil-lance upon me as I walked right past his house�andyet I did not flee, or even stop walking. I yearned forsex with Father as much as ever, more than ever,now that I knew how deeply he desired me. I had anerection already, and it grew harder as I knocked onthe rectory door.
�Angela, my love, come in,� Father said. Crazily, Iwondered if Eric was hiding in the bushes and hear-ing him say �my love.� I quickly came in so that, ifEric was there, he would hear and see no more.
�I�m ready for my Confirmation, Father,� I saidwith a smile.
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�Wonderful! Please put your Confirmation dresson at once.�
I complied, first putting on my sexiest low-cut bra.When the gown was on, I adjusted it to show maxi-mum cleavage for Father.
�Oh, that�s lovely!� Father said. �And fully authen-tic, too. That�s exactly how at least some of the younggirls look at Confirmation nowadays.�
�I�ll bet they don�t look like this.� I slipped my dressdown off my shoulders to let Father see my red bra,cut so low it almost showed my nipples.
Father�s eyes bulged; then, as if out of long habit,he quickly averted them. �Oh, certainly not! But asfor you, my beloved wife . . .� Father�s eyes returnedto me, and he completed the job, unzipping my dressand stripping it off, leaving me in only the red bra andpink panties. Then he turned me around to face awayfrom him, and gripped my breasts through the bra.
�You understand, don�t you, Angela,� he said whileunhooking my bra and then caressing my barebreasts, �that virtuous and holy marriage acts maybe performed in a variety of positions? For example,the husband may lawfully enter the wife from therear, so long as he enters her womanly entryway andnot her rectum, which would be a gravely sinfulabomination?�
�Uh, yes, I do,� I assured him. I could feel his mas-sive erection pressing against my big sissy buttocks.I wanted him to �enter me� from the rear without de-lay. I rubbed my butt up and down against his cockto let him know.
�Very well,� he said. �Please come into the bedroomand let me enter you from the rear.�
In the bedroom, Father pulled my panties downfrom behind. I got on the bed and knelt facing awayfrom him, supporting myself on one hand and reach-ing between my legs with the other to grasp his cock.He knelt behind me, reached beneath me to grip mybreasts again, and began to thrust, slowly at first,with his cock in my �womanly entryway� formed bymy hand, my forearm, and my abdomen.
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�In this position,� he instructed me, �the husbandhas greater access to the wife�s clitoris, which canmake the marriage act much more satisfactory.� Hereleased my right breast and reached under me withhis right hand to stroke my big clitoris. It was muchmore satisfactory indeed. I started bucking like apony and moaning with delight at once. Father�sthrusts quickly became harder and more rapid. Iclutched his cock as hard as I could with my �wom-anly entryway,� rubbed it feverishly, and broughthim rapidly toward orgasm. Soon my forearm wassmeared all over with Father�s semen, and he wascrying out, �My God! Oh, Angela! My dearly beloved,my wife forever!� My own orgasm was not far behind,as Father masterfully handled my clitoris for maxi-mum effect, but I said no such words as Father hadsaid.
Again he started talking about next time, even be-fore he had withdrawn from my womanly entryway.�On Wednesday, my dearest Angela,� he said, �Iwould like to see you as a young professional woman.You are familiar with what such women wear atwork, are you not?�
�Yes, I�m a paralegal at a law firm, and a lot of theparalegals are women, plus some of the attorneys aretoo. I�m very familiar with what they wear.� I was al-ready envisioning my outfit for next time: a sheercream-colored blouse plainly displaying my sexywhite bra beneath, and a short, tight skirt.
�Very well,� Father said. �And, after that, on Fri-day, please return to your schoolgirl uniform, one ofmy all-time favorites. The rhythmic return to thisuniform of virginal purity will symbolize the purityand lifelong faithfulness of our marriage.�

*****
I felt sure Eric�s eyes were on me on Wednesday asI walked up to the rectory, but I saw and heard noth-ing of him. Father greeted me as his beloved wife. Ikissed him deeply on the mouth even before Ichanged my clothes. I was all the more desperate for
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sex with him now that I knew our bogus marriagewas doomed.
�Oh, yes, that�s quite the thing,� he said on seeingme in my professional attire. �Those young profes-sional ladies dress quite provocatively nowadays,don�t they?�
�They undress provocatively, too,� I said, �or�or soI�ve heard.� I unbuttoned my blouse to let him see mybra. At once he unhooked it, stripped it off, andkissed my breasts. I pulled my skirt and pantiesdown while his mouth was still on my hard nipple.
�This evening, Angela,� he said when the kiss wasdone, �I�d like you to do something very special forme. As you know, and as I explained on Sunday, oralcopulation is a grave abuse of the gift of fertility for afertile couple�but, as I didn�t explain then, an infer-tile couple can be more lenient about different virtu-ous and holy ways of performing the marriage act, solong as they do have a true and faithful marriage, aswe do. As a general rule, indeed, oral copulation be-tween men is among the foulest and most degradinghomosexual perversions�but epikeiamay be used tomake an exception to this general rule for a couplewho are truly and faithfully married, though infertile.In that event, oral copulation may be a lawful mar-riage act, as clean and upright as any other. Do youunderstand?� I could feel the heat of his desire as hegripped my big sissy buttocks and gazed into myeyes.
�Yes, Father.� I understood, at least, that Fatherwanted a blow job very much, and that I wanted verymuch to give it to him. I had blown a few men at ClubSwank Wank, and they had found it quite satisfac-tory. I knew Father would find it so too.
�Now, Angela,� he asked me, caressing my but-tocks lovingly, �would you be willing to perform oralcopulation upon me?�
�Yes, Father.�
He wasted no time. Almost at once his pants weredown. I knelt before him with my mouth wide open toreceive his massive bulb, meanwhile pressing my bigclitoris down between my thighs. My lips were on his
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tip; I slipped my tongue down into his vale of bliss,the cleft beneath his bulb; my mouth closed aroundhis bulb, leaving almost no room inside. With myhands pointing upward in an attitude of prayer, Istroked his shaft back and forth to give him maxi-mum pleasure.
He received maximum pleasure indeed. He grippedmy head and rocked it forward and back while plung-ing as deep into my mouth as he could. I pumped myhips and squeezed my clitoris between my thighs,raising my own excitement toward orgasm as Fa-ther�s was rising too. Now he was clutching my headwith all his might and almost making me gag as herammed his huge member in and out with full forceand cried out, �Oh, Angela, my love, this is supremebliss! Thank you! Thank you!!�
He gushed into my mouth. I had to force him backto keep from choking. My nostrils were wide open tomake sure I could still breathe. Discreetly I keptpumping my hips and squeezing my big clitoris be-tween my thighs until I ejaculated.
�Oh, Angela, God has blessed our marriage abun-dantly!� Father assured me while caressing my head,still with his cock in my mouth. �I could never havedreamed of such bliss! May our life together beblessed with all the grace of marriage, now and foryears to come!�
I said nothing, and not only because my mouthwas chock-full of Father�s penis and his semen. Thepart about �years to come� was making me gag now,without regard to what was in my mouth. I knew forsure now that I didn�t want my bogus marriage to Fa-ther to endure for years to come, any more than Iwould have wanted to stay for years with one of mymen from Club Swank Wank. I knew I would actuallyfind it a relief if Eric broke us up�and, if he didn�t, Iwould still find a way out sooner or later, no matterhow hard it might be to confront Father. I was weak,far too weak, but not weak enough to stay in the bo-gus marriage for years to come.
�And, Angela,� he added, without withdrawing hiscock from my mouth, �I know you may have qualmsabout whether this activity is mortally sinful, as I too
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had for many years, until I fully realized God�s planfor my life.� He had noticed me not receiving Commu-nion, of course, and he wanted me to receive Com-munion without giving up the bogus marriage. �Ilearned at last,� he informed me, �that, within thecontext of a virtuous and holy marriage�any virtu-ous and holy marriage�the marriage act not only isnot sinful in the least, but is actually meritorious,just as St. Thomas teaches. I know you, too, willcome to realize this fully, in God�s good time.� Hestroked my head and gently moved his still-swollencock in and out in my mouth. I knew, of course, thatSt. Thomas had never said blow jobs were meritori-ous�but I could not have said so now, even if I hadwished.

Chapter 5
�Hey, you�re not such a bad housekeeper after all,�I told Kathy upon entering her small, neat, cleanapartment on Thursday after work. I looked around.It was not only neat and clean, but pretty, femi-nine-looking, and homelike, with flowers all around,both in reality and in images. There were also pic-tures of Jesus and Mary showing their hearts, and astatue of the Holy Family.
�Well, I cleaned it up a bit before you came,� sheadmitted. �I wanted it to be extra nice for you.� I fig-ured it had taken her until today to get the job done.
�Well, thanks!� I told her. She wants me to thinkshe�d make a good wife! I thought.Would she actuallyagree to marry me, if I asked her?
�The lasagna�s all ready, and hot,� she said. �Comeon and have some.� I did, of course saying grace withher before starting to eat. The lasagna turned out tobe excellent, with plenty of cheese and sauce, and noground meat. We each drank a single glass of redwine with dinner, and it was excellent too. If Kathywas trying to reach my heart by way of my stomach,she was succeeding�but not only by way of mystomach.
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My eyes, too, were doing their part to draw me to-ward Kathy. She looked really pretty now, and actu-ally beautiful when she smiled at me, which she wasdoing quite a lot. Her flower-printed white dress wastotally modest, of course, and yet not too modest tokeep me from seeing that her perfect little breastsand her stout but shapely legs were more attractivethan I had ever noticed before. Most of all, her soft,moist brown eyes, looking often at me with whatseemed to be undeserved attraction and affection,were making me wish I could look into them for life.
But what drew me most powerfully toward Kathywas my own heart. God had created me for marriage,I seemed to know�not a bogus secret marriage witha priest, but a real, unashamed, lifelong marriagewith a woman. I was so desperate for marriage that Ihad even settled for the bogus one with FatherO�Binion, and even for brief, totally fake �marriages�and lightning-fast, amicable �divorces� with a suc-cession of men at Club Swank Wank�but they couldnever compare with the real thing.
Was Kathy, too, desperate for marriage�so des-perate that she would even settle for marrying me?When we finished dinner and settled down to talk, itseemed to me that she was.
�Angelo, you know I could never play coy and hardto get,� she told me. �We�re not in college any more,and it�s time to think about our lives in the long run.Do you know what I mean?� I did, not only from herwords, but from her blush.
�Yeah, I�m pretty sure I know what you mean,� Isaid. �You�re wondering if you and I might ever getmarried.�
She smiled and looked away. �Well, that�s one wayto put it,� she admitted.
�Um, I guess it�s conceivable,� I said. �We should atleast look at the pros and cons.� Even as I said it, thepros were starting to sweep away all the cons frommy mind, even the worry that I would cheat on herwith guys. Somehow, I knew, I would break free fromthe bogus marriage with Father O�Binion�even if Ihad to force myself to tell him to his face, �Father, our
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so-called marriage has been bogus all along, and I�mgoing to marry a woman.�
I was going to tell Kathy I loved her, and I did loveher. All through the years of our friendship it hadbeen silently growing, never acknowledged in words,but ever stronger. Now it was ready to break forth.
�Well, let�s start with the pros,� Kathy said. �Whatwould you say are some of the pros?�
Here it came. I was ready, or I hoped I was. �Well,number one,� I said, �I would say, is . . . I love you. I�dnever want to lose you.�
Kathy�s eyes opened wide in astonishment. �Oh,Angelo!� she said. �Is this really happening? Yes!Please say yes, it is!�
I grinned. �Yes, it�s really happening,� I said. �Ithink I�ve loved you for a long time, and I was just toostupid to say so, or to act like it, before.�
Kathy laughed. �Well, don�t be that stupid again!Oh, Angelo, I love you too! I was afraid you�d think Iwas throwing myself at you if I�d let you know!�
�If you�d thrown yourself at me, I would havecaught you,� I assured her, �and I wouldn�t have letyou go.�
She laughed again. �Well, I guess it�s time for me tothrow myself at you so you can catch me.�
She arose. I knew she wanted me to kiss her. I wasready. I arose to meet her. We entered each other�sarms and our lips met�not our tongues, but our lipslingered long upon each other, while our hearts cameas close as possible to touching each other. It wasgood that I had washed my mouth out very thor-oughly since it had welcomed Father�s penis and hissemen.
After I left Kathy�s apartment, with a promise tosee her again soon, my mind was racing. I knew I wasdone with sex with Father�I had to be, rightnow�and the only question was how best to leavehim behind. I hated one-to-one confrontations, and Iwas desperate to find a better way than that. At last,when I was almost home, I thought of one. As soon as

Page - 43

RELUCTANT PRESS



I entered my little house, I picked up the phone andcalled the Wojczylewicz family�s number.
�Hi, this is Angelo Agnessi,� I said to the girl whoanswered the phone. �Is Eric there?�
�I guess so,� she said. �Eric? Eric!�
Eric came to the phone. �It�s Angelo Agnessi,� thegirl said.
�Hey, what�s going on?� Eric said. He didn�t soundtoo friendly. I wasn�t surprised.
�Hey, have you been keeping me under surveil-lance?� I asked.
�What? What are you talking about?�
�You know what I�m talking about. I�ve been goingto the rectory. You said you were going to keep therectory under surveillance. So, have you seen methere?�
�Damn right. I�m glad you�re not afraid of beingcaught. Just keep right on going, it�s OK. I won�t evenask what you�ve got in your gym bag.�
�I�ll tell you anyway. It�s women�s clothes.� Myvoice was shaking, together with my heart. I knewfull well that Eric would hold me in contempt, but Ihad to go on. �I�ve been going to the rectory for sexwith Father, but it�s over. I told him I�d go there againtomorrow evening. Would you like to be there and seewhat happens?�
�Wow! Damn right I would! What�s the plan?� I toldhim the plan, and he said it sounded terrific. I didn�ttell him not to tell Kathy, because he was the kind ofguy who might well take that as a signal to tell Kathy.So long as I didn�t tell him, he probably wouldn�t eventhink of Kathy.

*****
I approached the rectory one more time, but I did-n�t have my gym bag with me. Instead, I was wearingmy Catholic schoolgirl uniform, complete with slip,
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bra, and panties underneath, in full view of anyonewho might see me. This time I did feel almost like agood, pure virgin, and I almost skipped for joy. Theonly thing that clouded my joy, and kept me fromskipping, was the fear that somehow Kathy mightfind out about all this. I didn�t know how she mightfind out, but I knew there was no guarantee that shewouldn�t, and that was enough to make me afraid.
I rang the doorbell, and Father answered almost atonce. �Angela, my love!� he greeted me as before. Thedoor was still open. Father had spoken softly, butplainly, seeming unafraid that anyone might over-hear us.
His eyes darted down to my uniform, and hefrowned. �You are all beautiful, my love,� he quotedagain, �but are you sure it was a good idea to wearthat out in the open?�
�Oh, Father, I was just so excited I couldn�t wait!� Ididn�t mean I was sexually excited, not now, but Fa-ther didn�t need to know that.
I quickly entered the rectory and turned to pretendto lock the door. In reality, in accordance with theplan, I left the door unlocked and quickly movedaround to distract Father from seeing that thedeadbolt wasn�t locked. �Oh, Father, I�m so glad to behere again!� I exclaimed, and threw myself into hisarms for a kiss. He gave me one, long and lingering,with his hands fervently caressing my big sissy but-tocks through my skirt and panties�giving JoeEisenherz plenty of time to sneak in through the un-locked front door and take a picture of us kissing.
Father gave a tremendous jerk and let me go atonce when he saw that we had been caught. �Whatare you doing here?� he cried. �This is an outrage!Give me that camera!�
�No, he won�t give you that camera,� said Eric,coming in after Joe. I saw why he hadn�t said �Hell,no��because his parents were with him. Mrs.Wojczylewicz, a fading beauty with graying blondhair, was looking at me with a terribly pained expres-sion on her face; I suddenly feared I had made a terri-ble mistake, she would tell Kathy about this, and I
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would be ruined for life. Mr. Wojczylewicz, a tall,stout gentleman with thinning brown hair and a bigmoustache, didn�t look at me; he stared straight atFather O�Binion with a look of mingled incredulityand outrage.
�Mom and Dad, will you believe me now?� Ericasked.
Mrs. Wojczylewicz screamed and started to cry.Mr. Wojczylewicz said, in his deep voice with a strongPolish accent, �This is terrible, unimaginable. Father,I could never have believed this. You must go. Youmust tell the people, this Sunday, you will go.�
�This is all a misunderstanding,� Father said, obvi-ously knowing no one would believe him.
�It�s no misunderstanding,� Eric said with a gleefulgrin. �We�ve got the goods on you, Father. Angeloagreed to let us in. Angelo�s admitted you�ve been in-dulging in the very same kinds of sins with him asyou�ve been preaching against. Now you�ll have to doyour indulging and preaching somewhere else, if youget to do them at all.�
�Angelo�s admitted�!� He turned toward me. Iquickly looked away from him. �Well, then, I�d like achance to discuss this privately with Angelo.�
I still didn�t want a one-to-one confrontation withhim, especially in private. �No,� I said. �If you�ve gotanything to say to me, you can say it so everyone canhear.�
He was silent for a moment. Now I did look at him.I could see his facial expression rapidly changingfrom one of outrage, almost hatred, to one of deepsorrow. �Well, then,� he said, �in that case, all I cansay is that�Angela, I could never have imagined youwould betray me like this.� He reached out to me withhis eyes, trying to hold me tight with them as he haddone so recently with his hands. I frowned, lookedaway, and rolled my eyes.
�Our love was pure, holy, virtuous!� Father im-plored me in vain to believe, knowing I could hearhim though not see him. �Angela, my dearest Angela,our marriage was true, no matter what anyone might
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say, and it should have been lifelong! I�my heart isbreaking to think you would ever be unfaithful to me,by revealing our secret marriage to those who had noright to know! That you would actually permit intrud-ers to destroy our love�that is what is truly terribleand unimaginable!� He made a sound that seemedquite like a sob. Still I forced myself not to look athim.
�Oh, Angela!� he cried out. �If your conscience canfind you not guilty of the most shameful ingrati-tude�of betraying me, and betraying our marriage,as viciously as Judas betrayed Our Lord�it is morethan I can do!� He sobbed again. I had to look at him.He was actually shedding tears. I looked away. Icould no longer question whether Father was sincerein believing that our so-called marriage was for real,but I still didn�t believe he was right in thinkingso�or in comparing me to Judas either.
�Your marriage!�Mr. Wojczylewicz burst out. �Fa-ther, you cannot be saying this! There is no marriagebetween a man, especially a priest, and another man,even if the other man looks like a woman!�
�You are wrong,� Father told him. �I can only hopethat someday the world, and even the Church, willrecognize that you are wrong.�

*****
I didn�t know if the world would ever agree with Fa-ther O�Binion, but I was pretty sure the Churchwouldn�t, and equally sure I needed to go to confes-sion. Obviously I couldn�t go to St. Oliver�s�butwhere?
I figured it had to be St. Genesius Cathedral, rightacross the street from the Big Black Block. I hadsometimes gone to confession there before work, es-pecially when I had gone wild with men at the clubthe night before. It would be a long trip on thelight-rail car, but it would give me plenty of time tothink, and to examine my conscience.
I got on the rail car, sat down, and tried to thinkabout my sins. It was easy to see what the big ones
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were: I falsely agreed to marry Father O�Binion,knowing full well that the so-called marriage was bo-gus, and I had sex with him four times. What wasn�tso easy to understand was why and so what. Fortu-nately I didn�t need to answer those questions to go toconfession, but I couldn�t help wondering about themanyway.
Why did I ever do such things? Well, it wouldn�thave happened if I hadn�t gone to Club Swank Wank,which I then confessed to Father. And why did I go tothe club? I dug deep into my memory, trying to un-derstand.
I had long been lonely, never fitting in well at thesports-crazed, popularity-crazed, and just generallycrazed Catholic schools I attended. I felt guilty andashamed after I masturbated�especially when I didit like a sissy with my coquette hidden between mylegs, which was by far the most exciting way�but itfelt so good, and gave me such relief, that I couldn�tkeep from doing it for too long at a time. I was fasci-nated by the thought of revealing my sissiness to an-other guy�any other guy, as long as he was trust-worthy�and getting sexy with him, but I never daredto do it in high school. I heard bad Catholic guys talk-ing about going to Club Swank Wank, but I neverwent there back then.
Then I graduated, and had a summer job at thePremier Bank of Pacificum in downtown PacificHeights. Within a week, in the evening after work, Idared to go to Club Swank Wank, and I found it moreexciting than I had dreamed. I went there severalmore times that summer, spacing out my visits to tryto insure maximum excitement.
After that I went to SIDU, and it was a long trip tothe club from Appledale. I didn�t go there during theschool years�although I did sometimes fantasizeabout going there, and then I succumbed to thestrong urge to masturbate�but in summers I did.Then, during the year since graduation, I went therequite a number of times. It was then that I got thenun�s habit and began to regard myself as a sissy ofmercy, going to the club as much for the sake of mydear, needy men as for my own sake.
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So what? Why did I keep going to confession, al-most as many times as I went to the club? Why didn�tI just keep getting sexy with men with impunity, evengleefully, as Eric Wojczylewicz kept getting blow jobsfrom girls (though not from gay guys)?
That was the hardest thing to think about. At SIDUI admired at least some of the good Catholics, and Ididn�t admire the bad Catholics; I actually startedwishing I could be a good Catholic, and even fairlyfeebly trying to be one, although I didn�t succeed. Iknew a good Catholic would go to confession aftermasturbating or having gay sex, so I did, but I didn�treally understand what was so bad about these activ-ities. The problem was that, the more I thought aboutthem, the less I understood why there was anythingwrong with them.
I tried to think about something else. God wouldhave been ideal, no doubt, but it was a lot easier tothink about Kathy than about God, so I did. Why didI think it was so important to make sure Kathy neverfound out about my sex acts with Father O�Binionand with the men at the club? Because they would of-fend her and probably kill off her love for me, ofcourse. The analogy was easy enough to grasp. Icouldn�t hide my sex acts from God, as I could fromKathy. If I did the sex acts, especially if I then didn�tconfess them with a firm resolution not to do themagain, it would offend God and�if possible�kill offHis love for me. But why was that?
I failed to understand, all the way through SeaviewGrove and beneath Farquhar Village. At last, as therail car began to rush through the dark tunnel underQueen�s Bluff, I thought I began to get a glimmer ofunderstanding�with Kathy�s help, although Kathywasn�t there.
That, I thought, was exactly the point: Kathy was-n�t there. Why not? Why hadn�t I fallen in love withher years ago? Why hadn�t we gotten married rightafter graduation, and maybe even had a new baby bynow? Why was I racing even now away fromAppledale, where my happiness might have lain allalong, had I only realized it?

Page - 50

SISSY & DAISY BY DULCI DAILY



There was only one answer, and I had to face it. Ihadn�t killed off Kathy�s love for me, but I had spentyears almost killing off my love for Kathy�by fleeingto total strangers at the club, to fantasies of thesame, and now at last to the bogus marriage with Fa-ther O�Binion. The more exciting and desirable thesubstitutes were, and the more nearly they satisfiedmy craving, the more they tended to kill off the truelove I might have had all along. If I had gone alongwith Father�s sincere belief that he and I were hus-band and wife for life, the killing would have beencomplete.
I felt sick, cold, and horrible, as if I had tried to killKathy herself while high on cocaine or some suchdrug. I had never really abused drugs, only sex, but itdid the job at least as powerfully as any drug. I fearedI was going to throw up right there in the railcar�but now, at last, I understood why I was going toconfession.
When I entered the cathedral, I saw an extra-longline at one of the confessionals. I figured Bishop Beanwas probably in that one. I went up to look at thenameplate; sure enough, it was him. He was alwaysswamped at confession, partly because people knewhe wouldn�t give them too hard a time about even theworst sins.
That was exactly what I needed. I got in line forBishop Bean, giving me plenty more time to be trulysorry for my sins. When I finally entered the confes-sional, I was ready.
�Bless me, Father, for I have sinned,� I said. �It�sbeen two weeks��could it really have been only twoweeks?�"since my last confession. Since thattime"�my voice was shaking, but I forged ahead�"Imisled a priest into believing I agreed to marry him,knowing the marriage would be invalid because I wasa male, and he was a priest. And I engaged in homo-sexual activity four�no, five times with the priest." Ifigured I�d better count the whipping-and-ejaculatingepisode. I was so nervous and ashamed that I forgotto include the usual dumb venial sins, but thosewere the only mortal ones I knew of. �I also wish to in-clude in this confession all the sins of my whole life,
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especially any sins against purity, and any sins ofuntruthfulness.�
I was still pretty sure no sin could render a priestspeechless, but Bishop Bean did take a few secondsbefore he spoke. �Well, don�t tell me the name of thepriest in confession,� he said, �but we need to knowabout such things. This is terrible, and we�ve got toget that priest out of there before he can do moredamage. Part of your penance will be to report him tothe chancery office. You�ll have to go there in person,so the conversation can be totally confidential. Canyou do that on Monday?�
�Yes. I work in the Magnum Supreme Building, so Icould go right over there.�
�All right. Now, is this affair with the priest over?You�re not going to go ahead and do it again, areyou?�
�No, I�m not.� More things to say rushed throughmy mind�that we had been caught, that he accusedme of betraying him�but I thought it best not to saythem.
�Good. All right, for your penance, say ten Our Fa-thers and ten Hail Marys, and don�t forget to makeyour report to the chancery office on Monday. Nowmake a good act of contrition.�
�O my God!� I began, with deeper sincerity than inmy usual confession before now. �I am heartily sorryfor having offended you!�
I finished the act of contrition, and Bishop Beangave me absolution. When I emerged, I felt ready tobegin the rest of my life�with Kathy.

*****
Kathy and I sat next to each other in church againon Sunday. We made the sign of the cross together;we sang together; we heard the Scripture readingsand said the responses together. Then, still together,we waited to hear Father O�Binion�s homily�his lastat St. Oliver�s.
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Again he preached about something that wasn�t inthe Scripture readings for the day, but this time itwasn�t sex. �Dearly beloved in Christ,� he said, �thetongue, as St. James teaches us, is a fire, a world ofiniquity�a restless evil, full of deadly poison, and seton fire by hell! With the tongue we bless God, and yetwe curse men, who are made in the likeness of God!This ought not to be so, St. James assures us�andyet we know all too well that it is so.�
He paused. All eyes and ears were fixed upon him,which hadn�t happened during his sermons aboutsex.
�Sins of the tongue,� he said, �have led me to askfor the termination of my assignment here at St. Oli-ver�s. Scandalous rumors have been spread, makingit impossible for me to continue. I am confident that Iwill be vindicated at last�in the eyes of God, even ifnot in the eyes of men. May God bless you all, andmay God have mercy on those who have spread thescandalous rumors. That is all I have to say.�
He left the pulpit and began the Creed, just as ifthis were any other Sunday. I didn�t look at Kathy. Ifigured I would be looking at her, and hearing fromher, soon enough.
�Angelo, this is an outrage!� Kathy said after wewere done with Mass and prayers. �I bet the peoplewho didn�t like Father�s preaching have been tellinglies about him!�
I wasn�t going to tell Kathy any lies, but I sure was-n�t going to tell her the whole truth either. �Well, youdon�t know the whole story,� I vaguely pointed out.�And just because he preached hard-hitting sermonsagainst impurity, that doesn�t mean he never suc-cumbed to temptation. You know, sometimes peopleeven talk that way as a cover-up for impurity.� I did-n�t think it would add anything, and it probablywould have distracted Kathy, to mention Sir FrancisBacon and his homo buddies.
Kathy�s eyes opened wide in shock. �You can�timagine that Father O�Binion�!� She could say nomore.
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�I�m not imagining anything,� I told her, mosttruthfully. �I�m just saying it�s possible. You justdon�t know.� And you never will, until the Day of Judg-ment,my heart earnestly added in deepest silence.
Kathy frowned. �I just can�t believe it,� she said.�Well, anyway, we need to pray for Father O�Binion.�
�We sure do,� I heartily agreed.

Epilogue
I never heard from Father O�Binion, or found outwhat happened to him, for many years after that.Kathy and I did get married, and we lived more or lesshappily ever after. I didn�t even cheat on her withguys in reality, although occasionally I did in fantasy.Father O�Binion wasn�t one of the guys I cheated within fantasy, though.
At long last, one day when I was looking at the Pa-cific Heights Informer�s website, I saw an article enti-tled �Former Catholic priest finds happiness insame-sex marriage.� Of course I had to see who theformer Catholic priest was�and, sure enough, it wasFather O�Binion. The article showed him, lookingolder but still vigorous, with a dark-eyed, mid-dle-aged beauty called Angelina�a male in reality,but with a highly feminine appearance. FatherO�Binion was now an Episcopalian curate, and hehad married Angelina in an Episcopalian same-sexceremony at St. Austin�s Church on Queen�s Bluff.
�I was secretly involved in same-sex relationshipsfrom time to time as a Catholic priest,� he disclosed,�but at last I couldn�t take the strain of secrecy. It wassuch a tremendous relief to come home to the Epis-copal church, where I could be myself with thespouse of my own choosing, and let everybody knowit.�
I had to let Kathy see, to relieve her at long last ofher old outrage at how Father O�Binion had beentreated. �Kathy,� I said, �please come here. I thinkyou need to see this.�
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She came. She saw. She could hardly believe it,and yet she had to believe it. �Oh, no!� she said. �Iwonder if those old rumors were true after all.�
�Well, I guess they could have been. Maybe you�llnever know for sure until the Day of Judgment.�
She put her arm around me and kissed me on thecheek. �I�m so glad I don�t have to worry about thatkind of thing with you,� she commended me.
It was true. I wasn�t going to cheat on her with anyguys, at least in reality; much less was I going to tryto supplant that Angelina person in FatherO�Binion�s affections. Kathy didn�t need to know forsure that the old rumors were true, and she sure did-n�t need to know anything about any of Father�s se-cret same-sex relationships.
�You sure don�t,� I assured her. I kissed her on themouth and said nothing more about Father O�Binion,much less about his short-lived secret marriage withme long ago.
##

DAISY’S CRAZES

Chapter 1
I remember . . . I was girl-crazy from an incrediblyearly age. When I was five or six years old, in kinder-garten way back in 1956 and 1957, I used to day-dream about what beauties the girls in my kindergar-ten class would be when they grew up. They would betall and have lovely grown-up women�s figures, andyet their faces would be as sweet and fresh and al-most as young-looking as when they were five or six.It would be heavenly to see them, I imagined�andeven more heavenly to love and be loved by the loveli-est of them all, whoever that might turn out to be.
Back then, I didn�t yet imagine what a desirableblonde beauty I myself might be when I grew up.
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Maybe it was almost inevitable from the beginning,though, that my extreme fascination with girls wouldlead me to pretend I was a girl, to try to know thethoughts and feelings of a girl from within, to seek agood girl�s grace and sweetness and loveliness formyself.
Soon my great interest in girls grew greater, butnot because of grace or goodness. A girl named Beckylet me see her going to the bathroom. I already had avague idea that girls didn�t have wieners like boys,but I didn�t know exactly what they did have. Now Isaw, and I had to see as much as I could. Instead of awiener, Becky had a cut, right where her wienerwould have been if she had been a boy.
My greedy eyes burned Becky�s cut deep into mymemory at once�and yet the sight was so strange,almost so unimaginable, that I began to wonder aftera while if what seemed to be mymemory of it had onlybeen a dream. I had to see her cut again, to verify thatsuch a thing could really exist. I asked her politely if Icould please see her going to the bathroom again, butshe refused to let me.
This was an outrage, in my view. Surely there wasnothing wrong with letting me see her cut, especiallyif I let her see my wiener in return. She would let mesee her cut, right now!
I pulled her skirt up and tried to pull her pantiesdown. She screamed, kicked, fought me, and ranaway to tell her mom about my vicious attack on her.
I was never allowed to visit Becky again, and noother girl would let me see her cut. Debarred fromseeing girls� cuts, I daydreamed about loving girlsand being loved by them, but harsh reality did notfulfill my dreams. At the age of eight, I gave a littleblonde beauty named Wendy a valentine in school.My heart was pounding, my mind was running wildwith fantasies of loving her and kissing her, as Iawaited her response.
�Take that back!� she angrily demanded.
My eyes bulged in outrage. This was wrong, myheart cried out. At least she could have thanked mefor it!
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�No, I won�t,� I told her. She ripped it up and threwit in the trash�along with my heart.
God damn it, you little fucker! I thought�for al-ready I knew many bad words, although I seldomsaid them out loud for fear of getting in trouble. Goddamn it, I should strip you naked! I should rip yourpanties off and let everyone see your cut!
I didn�t say it, much less do it; I just felt like it.Deep in my loneliness, I felt the first stirrings of de-sire to be girlish myself, to fulfill my own need for agood girl to love, as Wendy had refused to do�butstill, for a little while longer, I indignantly refused.
The first time I ever really thought of being a girlishboy was when I saw a picture of a very pretty littlesissy in Sunday school. The sissy, the girlish boy,was supposed to be Jesus as a little boy. He had asweet, beautiful face and a cute girl�s hairdo, and hewas wearing a dress, just like a girl. I got an erection,the first I can distinctly remember in my life, justfrom looking at him�and it grew harder when Ithought of being like him, as we were supposed tosing that we wanted to do: �Lord, I want to be like Je-sus, in-a my heart.�
No! Not that! I cried out within myself. I musteredup all my tough maleness to detest this girlish �Je-sus,� to resist what I saw as a plot by women to�girlize� boys. All my tough maleness wasn�t quiteenough, though. Despite myself, I began to wonderwildly what it would be like to be a girlish boy, to weara dress, to be as sweet and pretty as a girl, to need thelove of no girl but myself.
At last, right aroundmy 10th birthday near the be-ginning of 1960, I succumbed; I turned girlish instrictest secrecy. I was looking at some of my mom�sold magazines to see if they contained anything of in-terest, like pictures of pretty young girls. I came upona pretty young paper-doll girl named Betsy. She wassupposed to be a good girl; no doubt she would neverlet a boy see her cut, and yet she was shamelessly let-ting everyone see her in her underwear. I got a bonerlooking at her. You were supposed to cut out herclothes and put them on her, to cover up her under-wear, but I didn�t.

Page - 57

RELUCTANT PRESS



I can look and feel like Betsy, I found myself think-ing in total fascination. I can wear girls� underwear, ifI can get it. I can hide my wiener betweenmy legs, andlook and feel just like a pretty girl!
I had to. I didn�t really have any girls� underwear,but I did have paper and pencils. That day, and oftenin the months to come, I hid my wiener between mylegs and drewmany pictures of myself as a paper-dollgirl like Betsy�only I called my secret girl-self Daisybecause my name was David Gaitherskill, and Daisysounded almost like my nickname, Davy. My hairwas blonde, not brown like Betsy�s, but I wore it withcute hair ribbons or headbands as she did, and in thepictures it was longer than her hair.
In my pictures, I wore the prettiest, laciest littlelow-cut girl�s undershirt with thin straps, and theprettiest, laciest little panties that ever concealed agood girl�s cut. Sometimes I wore pretty dresses orblouses and skirts too, but then I often dared to takethem off and let my imaginary viewers see me in myundies (never naked, for I was a good girl like Betsy,though sometimes I felt strong urges to let a good boysee my cut). I never had any thought that my girlishpretensions might be truly shameful or wrong, but Idid know some people would insult me if they foundout about them, which they must never do.
By the time I was going on 11, I had started to wearpretty little bras in my paper-doll pictures. Manygirls in my class at school now wore bras, as mysharp eyes discerned. Most of the girls� bras were stillsmall, but a few were so big I wondered if they werefalse. I was chubby and had girlish little buds, withsensitive pink nipples that stuck out as I imaginedgirls� nipples did�but I was fascinated by �falsies,�which could make my breasts look as big as any girl�sbreasts if only I could somehow acquire them. Istarted to wear falsies sometimes in my pictures.
I hid my wiener between my legs and pretended Iwas a girl in the shower, too. Even good girls had toget naked to take showers, of course, and surely theyhad to rub their little breasts with soap to get themclean. One day a month or so before my 11th birth-day, my buds were becoming very clean indeed. It feltso good to rub them that I could hardly have stopped
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even if I had wanted to, and I sure didn�t want to. Mymouth was open, my eyes were closed, my bigchubby butt was clenched, my thighs were pressingtightly against my hidden wiener, and I was rubbingmy breasts harder and harder. Suddenly my buttstarted to move back and forth on its own, my thighsto clench and unclench in rapid rhythm, and I wasgasping for breath. I didn�t know what was happen-ing, unless it was what happened to boys when they�beat off��but I hadn�t been beating off, I hadn�tdone anything to bring this on, except to pretend Iwas a good girl getting clean.
No matter how good a girl I might be, though, Icouldn�t stop the trembling of my butt. I felt some-thing spurting out of my wiener behind my thighs,gushing again and again, and I felt I had to pump mybutt hard to make every drop of it come out. I didn�tknow what it was, but I was pretty sure it wasn�t pee.I reached between my legs before I stopped gushing,to feel what was coming out. It was gooey and sticky,not like pee at all.
I groaned and washed my wiener and my hand. Iwasn�t at all sure anything like this would ever reallyhappen to a good girl in the shower, but I didn�t knowhow to stop it if it happened again. I hoped it wasn�t asign of some sickness. Even if it was, though, it was-n�t going to get me to stop pretending to be a girl�farfrom it!
I had no interest in beating off as normal boys did,but I did get even more interested in girls and girlish-ness after my first gusher. By my 11th birthday, Iwas springing a gusher beneath my buttocks almostevery day. Sometimes I did it in the shower in themorning, but that made me tired, so more often I didit in bed at night to help me sleep, lying on my sideand gushing near the edge of the bed where I wasn�tgoing to be sleeping. Weakly I tried to resist the temp-tation to pretend I was letting a boy put his wiener inmy cut, for I was a good girl, and I knew good girlsdidn�t let boys fuck them�but it was so exciting topretend a boy was fucking me that I usually suc-cumbed to the temptation.
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*****
I had kept my girlishness secret for well over a yearby early May 1961. Then our whole class at schoolhad to go to a school camp called CampSemakoboomish, where I had to sleep in bunk bedsand let boys see me naked in the shower.
The first day there, on Monday evening, boys em-barrassed me by pointing out that I was almost theonly one with hair above my wiener. The only otherone was a tall, strong guy named Rick Bourgeoin.Like all the other boys in my class, Rick was a year orso older than I was, because I had skipped a grade forbeing a �brain� and they hadn�t. I was very big for myage, though, andmore �grown up� than almost all theother boys even though I was younger. I didn�t have aboner that day, but Rick did, and the boys wanted tosee him beat off. He readily obliged them. I wasshocked, but I couldn�t keep myself from watching,especially when he ejaculated.
On Tuesday I skipped the shower for fear of furtherembarrassment, but I figured I�d stink too much if Iskipped it again on Wednesday. I was afraid I was go-ing to get a boner because I hadn�t ejaculated forthree days. Sure enough, as soon as I pulled downmy pants in front of the boys and got into the shower,I had one, and the boys were demanding to see mebeat off.
�I don�t beat off,� I told them�truthfully, for havingan orgasm like a sexy girl every night wasn�t beatingoff. I wished I could hide my boner between my legs,but I knew they would whoop and wolf-whistle andcall me a girl if I did.
�You�re lying,� Rick said. �I know you must beatoff.� He had a boner again. His was bigger than mine;mine was only about four inches long back then, andhis was already at least six.
�Look,� he said, �If you won�t beat off yourself, I�llbeat you off.� I could see that he meant it. He reachedfor my boner. I tried to back off. There was no way Icould keep him from beating me off except to hide myboner between my legs. Most reluctantly, I did.
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The boys did whoop and wolf-whistle. �Wow, lookat that!� Rick cried. �Davy�s a girl! Hey, Davy-girl, canI fuck you?�
�No!� I insisted.
�Oh, come on, you�re so cute and sexy! Let�s do it!�
�No! God damn it! Stop it!� I begged him. Rickseemed to have no fear at all of being regarded as aqueer�I guess because he knew he could beat upanyone who called him one�but I was terrified. Hetried to put his arms around me. I pushed him away,but even in my terror I was so excited that I could feelmyself ejaculating beneath my butt.
�Well, shit, I�m not going to rape you,� Rick said.�Have it your way. I bet you�d be a great girlfriend,though.� The boys whooped and laughed. I groanedand wondered how I was going to clean off my gushythighs and wiener without being seen. I couldn�t.Rick saw me cleaning up, and I was pretty sure heknew I had gushed.
Somehow I got through that dreadful week, andthrough the last few weeks of sixth grade. Shortly be-fore school was out for the summer, Rick corneredme alone. �Hey, Davy,� he said, �do you ever weargirls� clothes? I bet my sister�s clothes would fit you,and you�d look really cute in them. Would you like tocome over sometime after school�s out and try themon? I promise I won�t try to rape you!�
I had a boner at once. I could see that Rick�s pantswere bulging too. I was still afraid, and I didn�t wantto be a queer, but it would be so incredibly exciting towear girls� clothes in reality!
�I�ve never really worn girls� clothes,� I said. Ilooked around to make extra sure no one else was lis-tening. I could hardly breathe, and I feared I couldhardly be heard over the thunder of my heart.�But�well, I�ve drawn pictures of myself wearingthem.�
�Would you like to really wear some?�
I had to. I just couldn�t miss the chance, no matterwhat. �Well,� I whispered," do you promise you won�t
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tell anyone, and you won�t try to beat me off or fuckme?"
�Wow, yeah, I promise!� Rick assured me.
He fulfilled his promise, for a while. On the veryfirst weekday after school was out, I lied and told mymom I was going to the library. In reality, I went toRick�s house. He told me his dad was at work and hismom was out shopping. His sister was home,though, and she was sexy. I�d never met her before,but that didn�t matter to Rick.
�Hey, Suzy,� he said to her, �this is my friend Davy.He�d like to wear some of your clothes for a while, ifthat�s OK with you.�
Suzy grinned. She looked like the kind of girl whowould let a boy fuck her. Her dark hair, dark eyes,and dark bushy eyebrows, her pert little breastswithin her tight pink top, and her strong-looking legsrevealed by her almost equally tight shorts, all mademe wish�not that I could fuck her, but that I couldbe as sexy a girl as she was.
�Sure, Davy, you can wear my clothes any time youlike,� she said, �if I get to see you wearing them! I betyou�d make a really cute girl! Have you got a girl�sname?�
�Uh, yeah, it�s Daisy,� I said.
�Daisy, wow, almost like Davy! That�s great! Hey,try on one of my bras, and stuff some hankies in tomake it fit!�
She got a little low-cut bra out of a drawer. �This isone of my favorites,� she said. �Here, take off yourshirt and I�ll help you fasten it. I bet it will fit youpretty well.�
I took off my shirt and undershirt. Rick was watch-ing me intently. Suzy gave me the bra. Awkwardly Iput my arms through the openings beneath theshoulder straps. Suzy fastened it in back for me. Theband size was almost exactly right. Then she grabbedsome handkerchiefs from another drawer, stuffedthem into the cups, and molded them with her handsuntil the cups were the right shape.

Page - 62

SISSY & DAISY BY DULCI DAILY



�Hey, you don�t even need that much stuffing!� sheexclaimed. �You�ve got a really cute figure; your buttlooks like a girl�s butt, too! How about some of mypanties and a skirt?�
I eagerly accepted them. I pulled my pants down,revealed my boner, and then pressed it down intohiding while Rick and Suzy watched. I was afraid Iwas going to gush in Suzy�s panties, but I pulledthem up, pink lacy ones that fit me almost as well asthe bra. Then she gave me a cute short skirt and atight sweater, which I put on at once. I could hardlywait to see myself as a girl in the mirror.
�Wow, Daisy,� said Rick, �you�ve really got what ittakes! If you just grew your hair out, I couldn�t tellyou from a real girl!�
I waddled toward Suzy�s full-length mirror, excit-ing my hidden wiener more with every mincing, ul-tra-girlish step. When I saw myself, I knew what Rickwas talking about. I imagined myself with long hairlike Suzy�s, only blonde of course, not dark like hers.If I had it, I thought, I wouldn�t be able to tell myselffrom a real girl either. There was only one difference:real girls didn�t ejaculate in their panties. I couldn�tcontrol myself. The urge to spurt sperm overcameme; I ejaculated backward despite my desperate ef-forts at self-control. Soon Suzy�s panties were wetand gooey all over beneath my butt.
�It�s too exciting,� I admitted. �I�m sorry. I�m afraidyou�ll need to wash your panties.�
Suzy laughed out loud. �Wow!� she said. �It getsyou that excited just to wear my clothes? You reallydo have what it takes, don�t you? Daisy, you wereborn to be a girlie-boy!�
I was even more sure I was born to be a girlie-boywhen Suzy let me wear her bikini a few days later. AtRick and Suzy�s house they had a little swimmingpool in their back yard, and they invited me over for adip. I wore boys� swim trunks, of course, and so didRick. We both had boners, and mine was throbbinghard when I saw Suzy in her skimpy red bikini. Notonly could I see her bare breasts almost down to her
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nipples, but it was so flimsy that I could plainly seethe shape of her big, pointy nipples.
�Would you like to wear my bikini?� Suzy askedme.
�Wow, would I ever!� I cried.
�OK, let�s trade,� she said. �Give me your trunks.�Right in front of me, she pulled down her bikini bot-toms. I gulped and looked around frantically. Theydid have a high privacy fence, and I was pretty surenobody would see. I was afraid something was goingto go terribly wrong, but I couldn�t pass up thischance. I stripped off my wet trunks, letting Suzy andRick see my boner. Suzy grabbed my trunks and putthem on; then she handed me her equally wet bikinibottoms. I put them on; I hid my boner; I knew I wasgoing to gush in them. All I could do was try to put itoff as long as possible.
�Now my top,� she said. She reached around be-hind her neck and untied the thin strings that aloneheld the top up. My eyes bulged almost out of myhead as she revealed her bare breasts to me, witherect brown nipples that begged me to ejaculate atthe very sight of them. She waded around behind meand told me to raise my arms; then she pulled thestretchy bikini top down over my little breasts. It wasso stretchy that it fit me like magic, with no need forstuffing.
I gasped for breath as she tied the strings behindmy neck, pressing her bare breasts against my backas she did. She pressed her loins, clad only in my wettrunks, against my wet bikini-clad buttocks too. Iknew my gusher was coming on. I groaned as myspurts emerged beneath my butt, so close to Suzy�scut. She could tell I was gushing, I knew. She claspedmy breasts with her hands and pumped her hipsagainst my butt as I did.
Rick stripped off his trunks to reveal his longboner. �Daisy, are you ready?� he asked. �Can we doit now?�
�Rick, you promised you wouldn�t try,� I com-plained. I didn�t want to be a queer and do it with
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him, especially since I had already finished ejaculat-ing.
�I know I promised,� he said, �but I�ve just got to!Daisy, you�re too sexy to resist! I admit I�m a homo;you need to admit you�re a homo too.�
�I�m not a homo,� I insisted, though I feared it was-n�t true. He approached me. I pushed him away.
�God damn it,� he said. �All right, if you insist, I�llbeat off instead.� He did beat off, ejaculating rightinto the water in the swimming pool.
I didn�t go to Rick�s house again. I knew he wouldtry again to queer me, and I didn�t want him to. Still,in the shower alone at home, I couldn�t help imagin-ing Rick was watching me and getting excited while Ipretended I was a naked girl. It was crazy, I thought: Ididn�t want to be a queer, but why did I get so incredi-bly excited at the thought of being a sissy who was at-tractive to a queer?
When I entered seventh grade, I tried to put allsuch thoughts aside. Maybe now, at last, I fancied, Icould be a manly boy, and win a good girl�s love.Many beautiful girls, some of them good, surroundedme now. All I needed was one.
I quickly fixed upon the one who seemed the bestand loveliest. Her name was Wendy, like the name ofthe little blonde beauty who had spurned me when Iwas eight, but her looks were very different. She haddark shoulder-length hair, dark eyes, and fair skinwith lots of freckles. Her breasts were growing, butstill were only slightly bigger than my own at the be-ginning of seventh grade. She would never let a boyfuck her, of course, but she was sweet and kind andfriendly, and eminently lovable. If only I could attractand win her loving heart, and embrace her and kissher, and someday marry her�what beauty and joywould fill my life, and hers as well!
I had to dream about it, and to write about mydreams. I even wrote about them at school, crazilyimagining I could keep my writing a secret. In reality,there wasn�t a chance. A bad boy named Bobbygrabbed my story�a transparent wish-fulfillmentfantasy about a boy named David and a girl named
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Wendy falling in love with each other�and revealed itto the laughing, whooping world.
I was crushed. The real Wendy was horrified. Shenever spoke to me or looked at me again.
That night I cried alone, and I embraced myself. Iwould have to be my own �Wendy� now, I knew.Maybe, in total secrecy, I could even love a good boyand be his girlfriend�not love a hot, brazen homolike Rick, but a shy, tender-hearted boy like me. Idreamed, and my story began to come to life, a storyabout a sweet, good girl named Daisy and an admira-ble boy named Wendell. �Wendell, I love you,� I whis-pered. Soon my lips were meeting his, tenderly,chastely, with not even the slightest suggestion ofany interest in fucking, and my heart was beating asclose to his as possible.

Chapter 2
The years trudged by, until my senior year in highschool, and I never yet got a girlfriend; I only was agirlfriend, in my fantasies, for a series of lonely boyswho needed love as much as I did. More and more of-ten, though, I was no longer a good little virgin likeWendy in my dreams. Far from it, I was a sexy femaleimpersonator for my secret, imaginary boyfriends,letting them strip off my girls� clothes and fuck meany time they wished. I might even have let Rickqueer me in reality if he had still been around, but hisfamily had moved and he was at a different school.
I did still wish I could get a girlfriend, but I waspretty sure she would have to be as lonely as I was,and as unattractive to boys as I was to girls. I lookedaround at girls who were regarded as unattractive, tosee if I could possibly be attracted to any of them. Iwasn�t sure I could, but I kept trying.
The best bet, I thought after a lot of trial and error,was Patricia Rondeleigh, the daughter of Mr.Rondeleigh, who taught my Sunday-school class atthe First Presbyterian Church of Seaview Grove. Allboys, except me, thought Patricia was hideouslyugly. Her breasts were tiny, distinctly smaller than
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my embarrassingly big ones, and she was way toohairy for a girl. Not only her arms and her legs (whichshe didn�t shave) were hairy, but she had dark hairon her upper lip and on the sides of her face. On theother hand, her hips were broad and sexy-looking;her legs were curvy and feminine-looking except forthe hair; her curly brown hair was long and pretty;her lips were full and looked eminently kissable.Above all, her gray-green eyes, the color of the oceanas it usually looked from any vantage point inGreater Pacific Heights, looked as if they might wellbe windows into a sweet, kind, loving heart such as Ihad always longed for, but longed so far in vain.
Best of all, Patricia�almost alone amonggirls�was actually friendly to me. Mostly she justsaid �Hi, David, how are you?� when we met�but thelittle crumbs of kindness she gave me were preciousto me, and I tried to show her kindness in return.Someday, I hoped, such tiny seeds of possible futurefriendship might ripen into something greater, fargreater.
True, Patricia seemed to be a sincere Christianand I sure wasn�t one myself, but I figured that mightnot be fatal. At Sunday school I had successfully pre-tended to be a Christian for years, figuring it wasn�tworth the trouble to quit and then have to disputewith my parents about quitting. Maybe I could keep itup, if only Patricia would love me.
One Sunday, I actually began to imagine thatmaybe she would. The discussion in class was aboutChristian marriage. Patricia was listening intently.Every now and then I glanced at her. When I did, Isometimes found that she was looking at me. Myheart began to beat hard with desire to love her faith-fully for life, and even to enter her, to make her preg-nant, to give her children.
Then came the shock. I don�t even remember howit came about. All I remember is that Mr. Rondeleigh,out of nowhere, was making predictions about the fu-ture married life�or lack of it�of certain students,not including Patricia, but including me. For no rea-son at all, he insulted me by saying he thought Iwould be a confirmed bachelor!
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I clenched my fists in silence. �Fuck you!� Ithought of shouting at him. �Fuck you too, you fool!� Ididn�t actually say it, not because Jesus said youcould go to hell for calling a guy a fool, but because itwould show that he had power to hurt my heart. Iwould not even get up and walk out in the middle ofthe class. I would simply leave as normal, in silence,and never, ever return.
I glanced at Patricia. A deep frown darkened herface. When she saw that I was looking at her, shelooked straight at me and shook her head �No!� Thenshe lowered her eyes, as if ashamed of having re-vealed her heart to me and denied her father�s words.
I was going to carry out my plan of leaving andnever returning directly after class, but I had to won-der if I might say a word to Patricia first. I didn�t get achance to say one before she said more than one tome.
�David,� she said softly and quickly when we hadleft the room but her dad had not, �I�m sorry my dadsaid that to you, about, well, you know�being a con-firmed bachelor. He had no reason to say it, I thoughtit was insulting, and�well, he didn�t really have anyreason to think it was true.�
�I�ll prove it�s not true,� I said at once. I was sopissed off at her dad that I didn�t think about the im-plications of what I was saying, until I had alreadysaid it.
I could hear Patricia starting to gasp, and thenforcing herself to stop. �I hope you will,� she whis-pered. I didn�t gasp myself, but I almost did. I knewthat Patricia, unlike me, had thought about the im-plications. She was sharp, one of the smartest girls inthe senior class. She must have thought about theimplications, at top speed.
I thought about them now, also at top speed. Al-most at once I made my decision. I couldn�t pass up achance to see if Patricia might become my girlfriend,especially now that it would be a form of revengeagainst Mr. Rondeleigh. I didn�t care if her chest wasas flat as the Great Plains and her whole body was ashairy as an ape, neither of which was quite true. It
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was her heart that mattered, her heart that had ledher to hope I would prove her dad wrong�and marryher? Still I could hardly believe it, but I could neverforgive myself if I failed to find out!
�I wonder what your dad would think,� I said, �if Iasked his daughter for a date.�
Patricia�s eyes opened wide in delight and not quitedisbelief. �Well,� she said slowly, �there�s one way tofind out for sure.� Before I could say anything, shewent on. �Actually,� she said, �I think there are twoways to find out for sure. One would be to ask himahead of time. The other would be�well�to tell himafter the date already happened.�
I gazed into her deep ocean-eyes, and she did notlook away. �That would avoid the risk that he�d refuseto let his daughter go out with a confirmed bachelor,�I said. �Why don�t we try that? Is that OK with you?�
�Yes,� she whispered to me. She wasn�t looking atme now, but she didn�t need to.
I glanced at the door and saw her dad comingthrough it. �We�ll talk about it at school,� I said. ThenI turned away and didn�t look back at her dad.
We talked about it at school on Monday, and de-cided the date would happen on Tuesday after schoolat Blessing�s Buffet. �Hey, you�re looking even nicerthan usual,� I told her when we met after school onTuesday. It was true. She was wearing a form-fittingpink top that showed she did have breasts, howevertiny they might be. With that and a full knee-lengthflower-printed skirt, she looked really pretty�espe-cially since she was giving me a big, beautiful smile.
�Why, thank you,� she said. �That�s something Idon�t hear very often.�
�You�ll hear it more often from me, if I get a chanceto tell you.�
Blessing�s Buffet was only a few blocks down Sea-view Boulevard from the high school. We walkedthere largely in silence; Patricia strained to makesmall talk about school, and I responded in kind.
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�Do you have any idea why your dad thought I wasa confirmed bachelor?� I asked her when we had got-ten our food and sat down at our table.
Patricia pursed her lips and was silent for a mo-ment. �I�m afraid,� she said slowly, �it was because hethought you were a homosexual.�
I frowned and stared in outrage. �I�m not,� I said.
�No, I didn�t think you were�and I wouldn�t pre-sume somebody was one if I didn�t know.�
�Actually, I hope I�ll get married when I get older,� Idared to say. �How about you?�
She smiled, but cast her eyes down. �Yes,� shesaid, �if it�s God�s will.�
There it was again. Patricia was a Christianthrough and through. I decided to study up on howbest to pretend to be a good Christian, even if I could-n�t really bring myself to become one. It would beworth it, for Patricia.
As we talked and ate, I started desiring Patriciamore deeply. Before the end of our first date, I wasfantasizing ardently about caressing her tinybreasts, kissing her full lips, and even entering herdeeply hidden cut. I was no homosexual, allright�and I was going to prove it!
�Of course you�re not the kind of girl who wouldkiss a guy on the first date,� I said, �so, uh, howabout another date? What kinds of things do you liketo do?�
�Oh, bowling, bike riding, swimming . . . you nameit, within reason.� She didn�t say �kissing,� but shedidn�t rule it out either.
I thought fast. It would be exciting to see her in aswimsuit, but it might not advance me quickly to-ward my goal. A bike ride to a secluded locationwhere we could kiss, on the other hand, might be justthe ticket.
�How about a bike ride to Farquhar Park this Sat-urday?� I asked. Farquhar Park was a well-known
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make-out location, but I hoped Patricia wouldn�t re-ject the proposal for that reason.
She didn�t. �Oh, yes, that sounds very nice!� shesaid.
�I�ll ride over to your house and get you on Satur-day morning,� I said, hoping her dad would see the�confirmed bachelor� taking his daughter away for abike-riding date. �You�ll tell your dad before Saturdaythat we went on a date and I�m not a confirmed bach-elor after all, right?�
�Oh, yes! Of course!� She smiled. My heart washers.

*****
�Hi, Mr. Rondeleigh,� I said with a smile on Satur-day morning, not even suggesting that I had everloathed him and decided to quit his wretchedSunday-school class. Actually, I was thinking,maybe I could even stand to keep going, if it wouldhelp me win Patricia. �Is Patricia here?� I asked, al-though I was sure she was.
�Yes, I�m here,� Patricia said, coming up fast be-hind him. �I told my dad we were going to ride bikestogether, and he said it would be all right.� Her daddidn�t contradict her, although he didn�t look thrilledat the prospect.
We rode. Patricia was strong, and easily kept upwith me. It was mostly uphill to Farquhar Park, andwe were sweating when we got there.
�How about sitting here and resting for a while?� Iasked, pointing out a moderately secluded benchwith a view of the ocean.
�Yes, I�d like that,� she agreed.
We sat down. I didn�t waste any time. �Well,� I said,�I was wondering what you think a good Christianhusband should be like.�
She smiled, but closed her eyes. �I think he shouldbe strong and tender,� she said, �wise and kind, pro-
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tective, a good provider, eager to have children andraise them well . . . and, above all, a man of deepfaith, to lead his family in the right path and givethem a good example.� I looked into her eyes andnodded �yes� to show her I would try to be that kindof man, although the deep faith wasn�t going to beeasy.
�And now,� she said without looking at me, �whatdo you think a good Christian wife should be like?�
I was speechless. I couldn�t come up with a list ofany good qualities as she had done. I could think ofonly one thing to say: �Oh, Patricia, I think sheshould be exactly like you.�
Now she had to look at me. Her mouth was quiver-ing, seemingly unsure whether to break out into a bigsmile or not. I dared to bring my lips close to hers,then closer, until they were touching. She did notmove away. I put my arm around her and kissed herfull on the mouth, though withholding my tongue.She still did not move away. She even put her armaround me in return.
Why did I not rest satisfied with this tender tri-umph, and move gently toward marriage with her,which would surely come in due time, if only I couldeither acquire deep faith or successfully pretend tohave it? Why did my craze drive me onward to raisemy hand, to start to caress her breast?
�David!� she cried. �No! Please don�t!� She grippedmy hand and tried to pull it away, although I wasn�tsure she was trying as hard as she could. For a sec-ond longer, even two seconds, I kept pressing andshe kept pulling. Then I let go and apologized.
�I�m sorry, Patricia,� I told her. �I know I shouldn�thave done that. I�ll try not to get carried away anymore.�
�Please try hard,� she admonished me. �Terriblethings have happened to couples who�who got car-ried away. I don�t ever want such a thing to happen tous. I�ve read that every step down the road of pettingmakes it harder to resist the next one, and I think it�sbest not to take even one step.�

Page - 72

SISSY & DAISY BY DULCI DAILY



�I will try hard,� I told her abjectly.
Still everything was not lost. I had only to refrainfrom touching her breasts until we were married;then I would surely touch them andmore. Why, then,did my craze keep driving me onward?
I feared that Patricia, a Christian virgin, might befrigid. Her reference to what she had read about the�road of petting� strongly suggested to me that shehad never yet taken even one step down the road ofsexual excitement. To me, it would not have beengood enough for her to surrender herself totally to meand allow me to enter her, out of deep love for me. No,I had to have some fervid assurance that Patricia,too, was subject to the sex craze, and would go wildin orgasm when we were married. I had to get at leastfar enough to see if she would show any unmistak-able sign of sexual excitement.
I decided to enlist Patricia�s supreme authority,the Bible, on my side. I asked her to have a little Biblestudy session with me, in a study room at the library,the following Saturday. She readily agreed. When shefound out what Bible verses I wanted to study,though, she wasn�t pleased, to say the least. Theywere all the sexiest ones in the Song of Solomon,about kissing, breasts, and all that�and I�m afraid Iwas grinning lewdly when I read them.
Patricia looked truly shocked and deeply sad-dened. �David, I don�t think that�s very funny at all,�she rebuked me. �I think you�re just abusing the Bi-ble to try to get me involved in petting with you, whenI already said I wasn�t going to. Why are you doingthis?�
I said nothing. She began to cry. �I thought youwere a good Christian!� she said. �I thought youmight even make a�a good Christian husband! Andnow I see you�re not sincere at all; you�re treating theWord of God as just a joke, and a�a tool to gratifyyour lust!� Now she was sobbing and crying her heartout, right there in the library. There was nothing Icould say, because it was all true.
That was the end. I didn�t go to Sunday school thenext day. On Monday at school she told me, �David, I
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had to tell my father about your so-called Bible studysession. He was shocked, and horrified, and he toldme I wasn�t to see you any more. I�m terribly sorrythis has happened, but this is how it has to be.� Sheblinked, more than once, as if she might start to cryagain. Then she turned away, saying nothing more.
I was pissed�pissed at Patricia, at her father, andat God (if there was a God), but not nearly pissedenough at myself. That very night I beat off like a nor-mal boy for once, pretending I was fucking Patri-cia�not uniting with her in marriage, but fuckingher without marriage. As time went on, I pretended Iwas fucking other girls and forgetting about Patricia.
By the time we graduated from high school, littleseemed to remain in me frommy brief love of Patricia,except for my grim determination to be a normalman, no sissy and no homosexual. I did start to letmy hair grow long, but I insisted to myself that thiswas just a style, adopted nowadays by many menwho were not sissies or homoes, and one that wassaid to be actually attractive to girls. It certainly didnotmean that I had any lingering longing to be a girl-ish boy, as in my younger years so recently gone by.

Chapter 3
Then I went to the U, Pacific Heights University. Itried to forget all about Patricia and be a normal malecollege student. That meant, among other things,putting up pictures of bare-breasted beauties fromPumphouse magazine on my dorm room walls, andbeating off often, eschewing girlish masturbation andall other sissy behavior.
It also meant talking with the guys about certaingirls as �screw products.� The origin of this expres-sion was the huge flashing sign of the Magnum Su-preme Screw Products Division, visible from manyvantage points on University Hill, including my dormroom. The sign displayed the words �MAGNUM,��SUPREME,� �SCREW,� AND �PRODUCTS� in rotat-ing sequence; many photographs had been taken of itin the �SCREW� phase. From this sign, of courseguys got the brilliant idea of calling a willing female a
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�screw product.� I wanted to fuck a �screw product,�and I made out with a few girls, but I didn�t get achance to fuck one until early in my sophomore year.
One bright September afternoon, I saw a blind girlwith a white cane sitting by the pond on campus. Shelooked cute and sexy, with long straight dark brownhair and a round golden-brown face. She wore shortred shorts and had no bra on beneath her whitesee-through blouse, which gave an almost perfectlyclear view of her breasts. They were smaller than av-erage, but quite a bit bigger than Patricia�s, with bigdark nipples that held my eyes like magnets.
�Hi, do you mind if I sit here?� I asked. I said it veryclose to her ear, hoping she would know I was ad-dressing her and no other.
She raised her eyebrows and turned toward me,but I could tell from looking at her eyes that they did-n�t work. �Sure, be my guest,� she said with a smile,almost as if she had been expecting me. I sat downvery close to her.
�Do you mind if I ask who you are?� she asked.
�My name�s David. What�s yours?�
�Connie. Connie Valvizar.� It wasn�t customary forcollege students to use last names without necessity,but evidently Connie didn�t care. �Now please pro-ceed to answer standard questions, where are youfrom, what year are you, what�s your major, and (op-tional) your last name.�
I laughed. �Well, I�m from Seaview Grove.�
�Ooh, snooty, huh?� She smiled to let me know shewas half joking.
�No. I can�t stand snooty people. Where are youfrom?�
�Quoheemish. Not a place to be snooty about, tosay the least, so I�m glad you�re not snooty.�
�I promise, you can kick me in the butt if you eversee me being snooty. Anyway, I�m a sophomore, mylast name is Gaitherskill, and my major�s librarian-ship.�
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�Hmm. Well, that�s not a major for rapists, butthey say it�s one for old maids and homoes.� Conniewas thinking about sex. I could tell not only from herwords, but from her plainly visible nipples, fullyerect.
�Well, I�m sure not an old maid, and I�m not a homoeither.�
�Can you prove you�re not a homo?� she challengedme.
I gave a short, sharp laugh. �Well, sure I can proveit, if I get a chance.�
�Do you want a chance?� She actually put herhand onmy leg. Incredibly, it seemed, she wanted meto fuck her that very day.
�Uh, sure, I�d love a chance.� I put my hand onhers.
�Good,� she whispered in my ear. �I�m horny ashell. Let�s go to my apartment.� She held my hand,just as if we were lovers, and we arose.
�Oh, God, thank you so much, David; I�ve beenwaiting so long for this!� Connie said to me as soon aswe entered her apartment on Pendragon Drive,known to all on University Hill as �the Drag.� �Thereare so many girlie-boys and homoes around thesedays, it�s hard to find a nice guy to make love with agirl!�
She embraced me and kissed me deeply on themouth while squeezing my butt; I eagerly returnedthe favor, hoping I wouldn�t get so excited I�d ejacu-late before I could fuck her. Soon I was opening herblouse, then pulling down her shorts, while she re-ciprocated. �Kiss my nipples,� she begged. I com-plied, though I knew it wouldn�t help me keep fromejaculating too soon, to say the very least. �Now rubmy love-button,� she demanded, pressing my handbetween her legs. I tried to find her clitoris, but itwasn�t easy; what was easy was to feel her hot, moistcut and to enter it with my finger, prefiguring what Iwould do with my erection�if only I could wait longenough!
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�Let�s do it doggie style,� she said. She quicklyripped open a package and put a condom on myboner; then she knelt down on the living room floorand invited me to enter her cut from the rear. I wassweating with the effort of not ejaculating. Shereached between her legs and guided my cock, nowfully five inches long, up into her hot, tight cut withwhat seemed considerable expertise. Almost as soonas I was in her, I was overwhelmed by my most in-tense orgasm ever, uncontrollably shooting spurt af-ter spurt of sperm into her, or rather into the con-dom.
�Oh, God, that�s too soon!� she complained.�Quick, grab my breast with one hand and rub mylove-button with the other!� I complied while shebucked her hips rapidly, feverishly trying to attainorgasm before I turned limp and exited. She suc-ceeded before I exited, though not before I started toturn limp.
�Oh, God,� she exclaimed again. �David, you�ve gota lot of promise, but you definitely need some train-ing! You�ve got a lot to learn about how to wait for awoman�s orgasm!�
�Would you like to train me?� I asked, resting myhead on her back and gripping her breasts with bothhands.
�Oh, God, I�d love to! That would be so wonderful!�
She did train me well. In the weeks and monthsthat ensued, I gradually became quite a skilledfucksman, well able to bring Connie up to orgasm to-gether with myself. I saw Rick Bourgeoin on campusevery now and then, and he tried to be extremelyfriendly�but I politely resisted his thinly veiled homoentreaties or, as one was now supposed to say, hisgay entreaties. I was no sissy and no homo; I was anormal guy with a highly desirable screw product inhand. I was achieving, so I thought, the supreme de-sire of every normal guy.
One afternoon in March, Connie showed me howsupreme my desire really was. �Dave,� she said tome, �I think we�ve been getting along really well to-
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gether, and�well, I think we need to talk about get-ting married.�
My mouth opened wide; then I slammed it shutand clenched my teeth. That I, who have loved andlost Patricia, should settle for marrying this screwproduct is beyond belief! The thought raced throughmy mind far faster than I could have formulated thewords. I knew at once that my fuck relationship withConnie was a dead end, doomed to die. I had alreadyfelt twinges of boredom at the thought of fucking heras often as she wanted to be fucked. Now I had tobreak free�but how?
Going back to Patricia was out of the question. Idid see her sometimes at the U, for she was a librari-anship major too, but she hardly ever looked at me orspoke to me, and never, ever smiled at me. At most,she would briefly say, �Hello, David,� before movingon. She didn�t even ask how I was.
Then I thought of a plan. I would return to the girl-ish pretensions of my youth. Connie had often ex-pressed disapproval of �homoes� and �girlie-boys,�starting on the day we met. Surely, I figured, shewouldn�t want to marry me if I was a homo and agirlie-boy.
Soon I seized an opportunity to try on one of herbras. (She did wear a bra most of the time, exceptwhen she was fucking or trying to attract guys to fuckher.) The band size was almost exactly right, and Isoon found a chance to stuff the cups with handker-chiefs. It gave me an erection just to wear it. Already Iwas returning to those sexy girlish pretensions, andthey were exciting me just as they had done before.
Then I put on a pair of her panties and emergedinto the living room, where she awaited me. I pushedmy erection down betweenmy legs and spoke to her.
�Connie,� I said, �there�s something I think youneed to know before you decide whether you reallywant to marry me.�
�What is it?�
�Well, come here and take a look.�
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She came. I guided her hand to her bra on mybreasts. �What the fuck is this?� she demanded toknow.
�Connie, I know you can�t stand homoes andgirlie-boys,� I explained, �and you need to knowabout this. I�ve secretly been a girlie-boy since I was10 years old, and I�m bisexual too. I don�t think youreally want to marry me, because I�d wear yourclothes and cheat on you with guys. And that�s notall.� I guided her hand with mine, around to my butt,into her panties I was wearing, and down to my bulb,sticking out beneath my butt.
�Do you see what I�m doing?� I asked her. I beganto pump my hips. �I�m masturbating like a girl.� Islipped my other hand down into the front of herpanties and began to rub my cock like a girl�s clitoris.She tried to withdraw her hand from my bulb, but Iheld it there. �I�ve done this since I was 10 years old,�I said, �and it�s far more exciting to me than fucking.�That wasn�t quite true, but I figured it was OK to ex-aggerate a bit to make a point.
�Well, it�s not far more exciting to me!� she cried.�Let me go!� Those were exactly the words I was hop-ing to hear. I was thinking of holding her hand whereit was until I ejaculated into it, but I decided I didn�tneed to. Step one was to get out of there; step two wasto ejaculate, later, somewhere else. I slipped myboner back out of hiding.
�God damn you!� she screamed. �Is this your ideaof a fucking joke? Well, it isn�t mine!� She slapped mein the face, with the hand that would have been cov-ered with my semen if I had ejaculated. �You can goto hell! I don�t need you! Get out of here!�
�Gladly!� I exulted. �I couldn�t stand the thought ofmarrying a mere screw product!� To the tune of astream of additional profanity from Connie, I put mynormal men�s clothes on and walked out of her lifeforever�but I kept her panties and her bra.
I was still wearing Connie�s bra under my shirtwhen I emerged onto the Drag, into the cool butspringlike air. I felt a sudden shock of fear and lookedaround to see if anyone was watching. Then I caught

Page - 79

RELUCTANT PRESS



sight of my reflection in a shop window, and my fearbegan to vanish.
I really look like a girl now, I thought. My wavyblonde hair was falling to my shoulders, and my facecould easily pass for a girl�s face, especially my deeppink lips. My breasts looked just like Connie�s fineones in the bra; no one could see that the bra wasstuffed with hankies. Sure, I was wearing guys�clothes, but so were a lot of the girls I saw aroundme.I did have an erection, but my pants were baggyenough that I hoped it wasn�t too conspicuous.
And even if it was�I began to think�so what? Thechances of getting beaten up for being gay on Univer-sity Hill were slim, and I didn�t need to care if girlsthought I was gay. Patricia was done with me forever,and I didn�t need any other girls, having just escapedfrom a dead-end fuck relationship with a screw prod-uct. I could be gay now, fully gay without fear�justlike Rick Bourgeoin.
The thought of Rick startled me with strange newexcitement. I wondered if Rick would still want sexwith me. I started to think about finding out. I knewhow I could find him; he had an office in the SUB, theStudent Union Building, since he was the presidentof the sophomore class. I could leave a message forhim if he wasn�t there�and I could do it tomorrow.
Fantasies of sex with Rick began to overwhelmme.Of course it would be a dead end, just as fuckingConnie had been�but that was how gay sex shouldbe, in my opinion: two guys freely, casually meeting,having orgasms, parting, and moving on. And itwould be so terrifically exciting while it lasted!

Chapter 4
Next day, I wondered if I should wear girls� clothesto Rick�s office. I decided against it. I didn�t know forsure yet if Rick would still be glad to see me in them.
I just went as a normal guy. In the office, the moststriking thing I saw was a poster showing Rick sur-rounded by several beautiful girls, captioned �Votefor the BIG Man on Campus: RICK BOURGEOIN for
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Student Body President.� I left a message for Rick tocall me�about Daisy.
The phone in my dorm room didn�t have an an-swering machine; I hoped Rick would keep trying un-til he got a hold of me. He did.
�Hey, Daisy!� he said. �Is that really you? I�ve beentrying to call you for hours!�
�Uh, yeah, it�s really me.� I was still shy about re-vealing my gay girlish self in my roommate�s hearing,and yet I had to find a way�or Rick had to find a wayfor me.
�So you�re still calling yourself Daisy!� he said.�That�s great! And I bet you still wear girls� clothes,too, right?�
�Uh, that�s right. Would you like to see?�
�Wow, would I ever! Where? When?�
�Uh, how about this Saturday afternoon?� Thatwould give me some time, I hoped, to shop for girls�clothes at thrift shops, to complete my outfit.
�Excellent! Would you like to go for a ride in mycar?�
�Sure, I�d love to.�
�Where shall we meet?�
�Uh, well, have you got an apartment?�
�I sure do.� He gave me the address, a few blocksuphill from the Drag. �Come on over on Saturday af-ternoon.�
Sure enough, on Saturday afternoon, I was ready.Over Connie�s stuffed bra, I was wearing a thin, tightpink sweater. Below, I wore a matching pink mini-skirt over white bikini-like panties, very tight with mybulging five-inch erection inside. My legs were bare,and I wore cheap flat-heeled girls� shoes.
I hardly had time to notice what a tall, lean, power-ful-looking man Rick had become. �Daisy! Wow!� hesaid, looking at me all over. �You look terrific! Do youwant to go for a ride up to Summit Park?�
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�Uh, sure,� I said. My miniskirt was already bulg-ing in front. Summit Park was a well-knownmake-out location around the top of University Hill.
We got into Rick�s car, a red two-seat convertible;we sped up to the park and around the sharp curvesto the hilltop, from which we could have seen a largepart of Pacific Heights�if we had been looking.
�Daisy, I�m thinking you�re not going to put me offany more, like when we were 12,� Rick said, puttinghis arm around me almost at once. I didn�t tell him Iwas only 11 when he thought I was 12. It didn�t makeany difference now.
�No, I�m not.� My heart was pounding insanely. Iraised my lips to his and started kissing him with mytongue at once. He wasted no time. He felt my fakebreasts in Connie�s bra, and then my real cock in mypanties under my miniskirt. Then he unhooked thebra to feel my real breasts. I was afraid my cock wasgoing to rip my tight, flimsy panties, if I didn�t ejacu-late first�or maybe it would rip them while I ejacu-lated.
�Oh, God, Daisy, let�s go back to my apartmentquick,� he begged. �There�s too much chance of beingdiscovered here.� Without waiting for me to answer,he started the car and drove fast downhill, screech-ing the tires on the curves.
We almost ran into the apartment when we gotthere. �Let�s do it in the shower,� he said. �I�ve wantedto ever since we were 12, when I saw you hiding yourwiener between your legs and looking just like a girlwith short hair in the shower at camp.�
We stripped and got into the shower; Rick turnedon the water and got it pretty hot. I hid my wiener justlike when I was 11, and struck a girlish pose for Rick.Almost at once his arm was around me and he waslathering me up between my legs, reaching deep in tostroke my hidden cock, now transformed into my gi-ant clitoris. �Oh, Rick, yes! Yes! Come into me!� Ibegged. He came into me at once, pressing his bigcock into my wet, hot, soapy �cut� between my hid-den wiener and my thigh. I gripped his hard, leanbutt and held him tight as he plunged me up toward
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orgasm with my mouth wide open, making me farmore crazed with excitement as a girl being fucked byhim than I had ever been as a guy fucking Connie.
�Daisy, are you ready?� Rick demanded to knowwhile plunging me furiously. �Please, are you readyright now?� He reached beneath my butt to pull mycock up into as tight a backward position as it couldgo while fully erect, rubbing his own cock againstmine for almost its entire length. It hurt, but I was toowild to care.
�Yes! Yes! Rick, I�m ready! I�m coming! Oh, God, I�mcoming right now!� Then we had no more words, onlythe sound of wet, soapy, fucking flesh, as weclutched each other with all our might and ascendedtogether to astounding orgasm, mingling our sementogether in the steaming water beneath myearth-shaking butt.
�Oh, babe! Oh, Daisy!� Rick moaned when hecould speak again. �You�re the greatest! You�ve got tobe one of my First Ladies!�
I was still gripping him tight with my hands andmy thighs, but I had to ask, �Your what?�
�My First Ladies.� He caressed my butt and gazedinto my eyes. �See, I�m running for student bodypresident. My First Ladies are my female admirerswho promote my campaign�and satisfy my needs,as you just did. Oh, babe, did you ever!�
I held him tight and pressed my cheek against hischest, feeling his still-pounding heart. I was eager tosatisfy Rick�s needs again at the right time, but I stillfelt fear of public exposure as gay. �Are you sure youwant me?� I asked. �What if someone finds outI�m�not a real girl?�
�Great! So much the better! See, I�m pioneering inwhat�s known as �sexual politics� at the U. I�m bisex-ual and proud, and I say it out loud�and I act it outloud, too! My biggest platform plank is to get rid of allsexual taboos at the U, like the taboo against havingguests for sex in dorms, taboos against sex betweenstudents and professors, and ultimately even taboosagainst having sex in public on campus. That fitsright in with getting rid of all taboos in my personal
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life. Having you as one of my First Ladies fits right inwith that, because you�ve got the best of both maleand female desirability. You�ll give a terrific boost tomy campaign!�
It sounded crazy, and I still felt a bit afraid�but Iwas also so excited, with Rick�s cock still deep in mycut, that I couldn�t say no. �Sure, Rick, I said, givinghim a big smile and squeezing his cock again with mythighs. �I�d love to be one of your First Ladies."
I did love it, for a while. The other First Ladies did-n�t seem surprised or put off at all to find out that Iwas a girlie-boy, the only one among the 10 First La-dies. They gave me tips on beauty, which I needed,since I was so new to being girlish in public. The oneswho helped me most were Julie, a Japanese-Ameri-can girl with tiny breasts who didn�t wear a bra;Michelle, a tall, lithe, light-skinned black girl withmoderately big ones, who did; and Amanda, the onlyblonde beauty among the First Ladies other than me,who had medium-small ones and not only didn�twear a bra, but favored see-through blouses thatgave delectable views of her big, pretty pink nipples.Rick, who seemed to have a lot of money to throwaround, gave me pretty clothes including a low-cutred bra, much sexier than Connie�s standard-issuewhite one.
I was wearing girls� clothes in public all the timenow. Of course Patricia noticed, but she seemed to betrying to pretend she didn�t, simply saying �Hello,David� and walking on as before, when she looked atme at all. I wondered what she thought of me now,but I guessed I would never find out�and of course itdidn�t matter anyway.
The First Ladies became terrifically well known oncampus, appearing very often in the campus news-paper, the Blazing Torch, and even on occasion in thePacific Heights Informer�but never, of course, in thestuffy Times of Pacific Heights. Finally, after Rick wonthe election, he reached the summit of glory for con-noisseurs of all things sexual in Greater PacificHeights: he was interviewed on his vision of sexualpolitics, and his First Ladies were photographed invarious states of dress and undress, for Pumphousemagazine. I remember that Julie and Amanda had
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bare breasts, and Michelle wore a skimpy bikini. Asfor me, I wore my shortest miniskirt, and I was open-ing my blouse to show off my little breasts in my redbra to all the world.
But the summit of sexual glory for me personallywas still to come. Even Pumphouse had not shownRick actually �doing it� with any of his First Ladies.Just after the semester ended, Rick invited me toClub Swank Wank.
�Daisy, I�d like you to see my vision of the future inreal life,� he said, �a life of total sexual freedom. Areyou up for it?�
�Uh, well, sure,� I said, hoping it was true.
�Great!� Rick said. �Meet me at my apartment in anhour, and wear your bikini under your clothes, OK?�
�OK!� I rushed to comply, and was at Rick�s apart-ment before the hour was up.
We sped downtown in Rick�s sports car; he turnedthe wheels toward the curb on the steep hill, yankedup the parking brake, and got out. I followed himacross the narrow street and through around-topped door next to a plaque that read �ClubSwank Wank.�
�This is my guest, Daisy,� Rick said to the atten-dant, showing his club ID and paying the fee for bothof us.
�Hey, cool guest, Rick,� said the attendant, eyeingme up and down.
Rick led me past the front desk to the locker room.�This is my private locker,� he said, producing a keyand inserting it in a big locker. �It�s big enough foryour clothes and mine.� He stripped nude, and Istripped down to my red bikini, a whole lot likeSuzie�s bikini that I wore when I was 11. �Keep yourbikini on,� he advised me. �It�s sexier that way.� Icomplied.
Stark nude, he showed me around the club in mybikini. �This is the open shower room,� he said, open-ing the door to a big, steamy room with showerheadsall around. �It�s the ultimate in public sex, so far as
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possible today. Everything is permitted here, exceptbuttfucking. I envision places like this operating oncampus, as soon as we can get away with it. Ulti-mately, we�ll see students doing it in the open on thegrass all around the pond.�
I looked around the big room. I could readily be-lieve it was the ultimate in public sex. I saw along-haired young man blowing a man who lookedabout twice his age, and two other men giving eachother soapy hand jobs. Then a third couple of menlay down on the shower-room floor, with the waterpouring down on them, and did 69 for all to see.
�Down here are the private shower rooms, forthose who prefer privacy,� Rick said. He showed mean empty one. �See, plenty of room for two.�
We turned a corner. �Over here are the stalls withmattresses in them, for those who want somethingmore like the traditional bedroom environment,� hesaid. �Then there are the sauna, the game room, TVroom, and reading room, for those who aren�t other-wise engaged. It�s a total home away from home forthe sex-crazed male�and the sex-crazed female, too,although you don�t see too many of them here most ofthe time.�
�I�m getting more sex-crazed just looking at it,� Isaid. It was true. My erection was so hard that mybulb was peeking out of the low-slung waistband ofmy bikini bottoms.
�Me too,� Rick said, putting his hand on my bigbutt. �Are you up for 69 on the shower-room floor?�
�Uh, wow, sure,� I said. I had never actually done69 before, but I figured it couldn�t be too hard.
We re-entered the open shower room. The twoother guys were still doing 69, and there were twonew arrivals, a big black guy and a little white one. Atfirst glance it looked like they were violating the ruleagainst buttfucking, for the black guy was standingbehind the white one and pumping slowly. When Ilooked closer, though, I could see the black guy�sbulb beneath the white guy�s balls, moving back andforth between his thighs, while the white guy reached

Page - 87

RELUCTANT PRESS



back to grip the black guys�s hips and the black guywas beating the white guy off.
�OK, here we go,� said Rick. He stripped off my bi-kini bottoms, but left the top on, although he couldeasily have untied the bow knot behind my neck andstripped my breasts. We kissed on the mouth andstroked each other�s cocks. I could see guys watchingus, and it only excited me more.
�Let�s go down,� he said, pulling me down towardthe wet tile floor. We knelt, then lay down, and he re-versed position so his head was pointing toward myfeet. �OK, now,� he said, kissing my bulb.
I kissed his cock in return. His was longer thanmine, but his bulb was smaller, and it easily fit in mymouth. I tried licking it around the edge, and was re-warded with butt-pumps and moans of pleasurefrom Rick. Meanwhile he was doing the same to me,and my hips were quivering in response.
He grabbed my cock shaft with both hands andsqueezed, while moving his head back and forth toplunge my bulb in and out within his mouth. I tookthis as a signal to do the same, so as to bring him upto orgasm while he brought me up. I was right. Hewas pumping harder and harder, and soon I felt hissemen entering my mouth. I plunged his mouth fran-tically to catch up, and soon I was gushing into hismouth with full force. I didn�t like the taste of his se-men and spit it out, but he swallowed mine.
We arose, got clean, and washed out our mouthsin the hot water. �Isn�t this great?� Rick then askedme�rhetorically, for the obvious answer was �"Yes."
�Wow, yeah!� I agreed, and I meant it. This was to-tal sex, in total freedom, far more exciting thanfucking a screw product in her apartment. This wastotal bliss, so far as the wildest sex in full view of allcould confer it. I was going to do it again, Iknew�and then again and again, whenever I felt theurge.
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Chapter 5
For me, that was the end of being a First Lady.Rick went down to San Francisco for the summer; Istayed in Pacific Heights, where I had a summer jobshelving books at the main library. I quickly becamea regular at Club Swank Wank, usually going at leasta couple of times a week for sex with men I didn�tknow. To me, this was the ultimate fulfillment of mylife with Rick, even though Rick wasn�t there.
Why, then, was I not satisfied? Why did I keep hav-ing thoughts of chucking my whole way of life in thetrash and finding something totally different�maybeeven becoming a Christian at last, and seeing if therewas any hope at long last that I might ever marry Pa-tricia?
It was nuts, I told myself. If I did it, it would turnout to be just a crazier craze than anything that hadgone before, and that would be incredibly crazy. I wasbisexual to the core; I could never settle for a monog-amous life with anyone, not even Patricia.
And yet, sometimes when my yearning heart gotthe better of my burning loins for a little while, Icouldn�t help dreaming of a faithful Christian mar-riage with Patricia. I read up on how to be a Chris-tian; I read the New Testament, even the weirdestparts of the Book of Revelation, and I read everythingI could find by C. S. Lewis, the most interestingChristian writer I knew of. I didn�t actually believe itall, but at least I started to think maybe I could reallybelieve it.
Even without fully believing it, I imagined it, andmy imagination seemed to tell me a warm, worthyChristian home with Patricia would be better thaneven the most glorious fulfillment of my wildest de-sires for sex with men. I even started thinking of tell-ing Patricia, when we returned to the U, that I was aChristian. Though not entirely true, at least not yet,it might be entirely true someday�like by the time Imarried Patricia, if I ever did.
I wasn�t enough of a Christian to stay away fromClub Swank Wank, though. I read about St. Augus-tine, who (before he became a saint) actually prayed
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to God to help him stop screwing, but not yet. He wasa whole lot like me, at least in that way. Maybe, if Iever did become a really good Christian and I alsomarried Patricia, I could pull it off�but neither ofthose things had happened yet.
And so it came to pass that, yet again, I went to theclub in the last week of summer vacation. I wore awhite cami with thin straps, stuffed with hankies tomake my breasts look bigger without wearing a bra,and a half slip with no panties underneath. I got ad-miring glances from men, just like many times be-fore. Nothing seemed to be out of the ordinary, so faras I could see at first.
There was at least one woman in the club too, asmy sharp eyes discerned from a distance. That, too,wasn�t out of the ordinary�women did dare to enterthe club, in small numbers�but I didn�t think I hadseen this one before. Like me, she was wearing herlong hair in twin ponytails, but her hair was brownand curly�the same color as Patricia�s hair, Ithought. She wore a plain, loose, not very sexy night-gown such as an ordinary housewife might wearwhen she was not trying to get her husband excited.It didn�t show her breasts, if she had any breasts. Awoman that tallmust have breasts, I figured; she wasabout as tall as Patricia.
I decided to approach her, not to see if she was ac-tually Patricia�that would be impossible�but justto see howmuch her face looked like Patricia�s face, ifit did. The closer I got, the more she looked exactlylike Patricia. When I got very close, she finally turnedto face me. My mouth dropped wide open, and so didhers.
�Patricia?� I said.
She looked at me with her great ocean-eyes, sad-der if not wiser than when I had loved her and losther. �Yes, here I am,� she said simply.
I had to ask: �But why? Why are you here�of allpeople?�
Patricia sighed. �Well, it all started,� she said,�when you kissed me and you�you touched mybreast, and then you quoted the Song of Solomon at
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me, trying to get me to let you kiss me and pet memore. I forced you away in reality, but�in my fanta-sies, I didn�t.�
�Oh.� I could say nothing more.
She closed her eyes. �I pretended you were kissingme on the mouth and petting my breasts, and youwere even�taking off my bra and kissing mybreasts.� My eyes darted down to see if I could dis-cern anything of her breasts beneath the nightgown.I could. Her nipples were erect, and they were biggerthan I had imagined.
�I tried to keep you from going all the way with mein my fantasies,� she went on, �but before too long Iwasn�t succeeding. I had to pretend we were married,because I was afraid it would be a sin if we weren�t.�
Is it too late?My heart cried out. Could we ever bemarried now, and not just in fantasy? I yearned tospeak, and yet I did not. If Patricia was now no morethan a screw product like Connie, I would no morewish to marry her than I had wished to marry Con-nie.
�Well, it turned out,� Patricia said, �that what I�dread about petting was true. Even though I only pet-ted with myself, every step did make me want thenext one more�and soon it made me want to go allthe way with a man. I didn�t believe the man was go-ing to be you, so it had to be someone else. I wasn�t inlove with a man�unless I was still in love with you,and I just didn�t know it or wouldn�t admit it�so ithad to be a man I wasn�t in love with.�
�Uh, I guess that makes sense, kind of,� I said,though I dreaded to hear what must come next: Pa-tricia, my once-beloved Patricia, had descended tobeing a screw product for total strangers at ClubSwank Wank, just as I too had done.
�Well, I�d heard of this club,� she said, �and I fig-ured it would be a good place to meet a man to go allthe way with, without having to be afraid he was go-ing to follow me around or rape me or anything likethat. I got on the Pill to make sure I wouldn�t get preg-nant. After that, it still took me quite a while to get upmy courage, if it was courage, to go to the club, but I

Page - 92

SISSY & DAISY BY DULCI DAILY



finally did. I looked for a man who seemed nice, Ifound one, and�I went all the way with him. It hurtthe first time, and I didn�t go again for quite awhile�but at last I did, and it didn�t hurt any moreafter that.�
I wondered how many total strangers Patricia hadgone all the way with, but I didn�t ask. I didn�t reallywant to know. Instead I simply said, �and now you�vecome here to do it again.�
�Yes, I have,� she said. She seemed to be trying toohard to be perfectly matter-of-fact about it.
For a moment there was silence. Then Patriciaasked me, �and what about you? You were certainlyacting like a homosexual during Rick Bourgeoin�scampaign, from what I could see. Are you�are youreally a homosexual?�
My heart leaped up, and then it crashed to theground. Patricia must be asking if I was �really a ho-mosexual� as a thinly veiled way of asking if I mightbe willing to go all the way with her. Was I willing? Orwould I vomit during the act, if I were to treat Patriciaas she now wished to be treated, as a mere screwproduct to be used and discarded?
�No, I�m bisexual,� I told her truthfully, almost be-fore I had time to think. The leaping and crashingcontinued, and each crash was harder than the onebefore. I was pretty sure I knew what was coming,but I didn�t know what I was going to do when itcame.
It came almost at once. �Well, then, would you liketo go all the way with me?� she asked, almost as if shewere asking me to go all the way to the corner storewith her.
No! my crashing heart cried out. I can�t stand this!You were a good girl once, and a virgin, and I loved youthen, even though I was too much of an idiot to make itwork! I can�t treat you like this! If you want to getfucked and go to hell, I can�t stop you, but I won�t haveany part of it!
So my heart was screaming, but my lips were si-lent. I couldn�t say it. I had lost Patricia, the innocent
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Patricia I had once known and loved�but at least, fora few bittersweet, fleeting moments, I could falselypretend I hadn�t lost her, if I didn�t say those fatalwords. I could even pretend we were married, anddeeply in love with each other for life�and pretendmy tears, now forcing themselves out of my eyes,were tears of joy!
�Yes,� I said. �Yes, I would.�
I looked into her eyes and raised both my hands toher face, caressing her as if I were her tender lifelonglover. Our lips met, and she embraced me. Ourtongues were touching delicately, just as they wouldhave done if she had been my virgin bride.
I touched her tiny breast, feeling her erect nipplethrough the nightgown. This time she did not repelme; she pressed her hand to mine. Her tongue delveddeeper into my mouth.
�Let�s go into the bedroom,� she whispered whenthe kiss was done, as if she meant a real bedroom be-longing just to us, not merely one of the many assem-bly-line fucking stalls at the club. We entered afucking stall, and I tried to forget that it wasn�t ourmarital bedroom.
I embraced her and slowly stripped off her night-gown. In the dim light of the bedroom, her little barebreasts looked beautiful and perfectly formed, exceptthat her protruding nipples looked almost too big fortheir surroundings. She stripped me too, and we laydown on the mattress on the floor.
My lips went straight to one of her nipples. I kissedit as tenderly as any husband, or any toothless baby,had ever kissed a wife�s and mother�s nipple. Patriciacradled my head in her arms and murmured, �Oh,yes! Oh, thank you so much!�
After what seemed a very long time, my mouth as-cended to her own again, and my hand descendedbetween her legs. She was very moist and hot al-ready, and her clitoris was much bigger than Con-nie�s tiny one, seeming almost an inch long. Shemoaned with pleasure as soon as I touched it, andpressed my hand against it with her own.
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I was becoming crazed with desire to enter her.�Are you ready?� I whispered. �Yes!� she whisperedback. �Oh, yes!�
She spread her legs and raised her knees for me. Ipressed my cock against her vulva, lingering whileshe kissed me with her lower lips. Then I entered hertight, hot, quivering womanly opening, and herthighs closed tight upon me.
I raised myself on my hands to look at her. Hereyes were open, gazing straight at me. I gave her gen-tle thrusts and she responded in kind, keeping hereyes wide open. I wished I could tell her I loved her,but I feared it would have been too stupid.
Patricia didn�t have the same fear. �I always tell mymen I love them, while we�re going all the way,� shesaid. �It makes it seem more real, somehow. Youdon�t mind, do you?�
I started to cry in earnest. I started thrustingharder, but it didn�t make me stop crying. �No, I don�tmind at all,� I said, �if I can�tell you I love you too!� Ididn�t wait for her to tell me I could. I gave up all ra-tional restraint. �Oh, Patricia, I do love you! I reallydo!� I assured her. �I�ve always loved you�and I al-ways will!�
�David, I really love you too,� Patricia murmured,gripping me hard and pumping her hips like a de-voted wife. �I�ve never forgotten you. You�re myheart�s desire�and I�m sorry I didn�t let you knowthat a long time ago!�
We could say no more. Our climax was fast ap-proaching. I pressed myself into her as far as I couldgo, again and again, while she bucked for me andsqueezed my swollen cock with her lithe and slipperysheath. I could restain myself no longer, and I had noneed, for Patricia was moaning and crying out in or-gasm as I ejaculated deep into her.
Still we were silent for a long time, pressed close toeach other and united just as if we were one flesh forlife. I was crying still, and I seemed to detect that Pa-tricia was crying too.
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�Oh, Patricia,� I said at last, �I really meant that.Can�t we start over, and really love each other atlast?�
�Yes,� Patricia assured me. Now my heart wasleaping again, but there was no more crashing. �Yes,David. I�ve always loved you, and tried to force myselfto forget you, but I never did.�
I sighed, more deeply than I had ever sighed in mylife. �I was thinking you were still a Christian virgin,�I told her. �I was going to tell you I was a Christiantoo, when I saw you after school started.�
�Oh, were you really? I mean, are you really aChristian?�Under the circumstances, I could see whyshe was having a hard time believing it.
�Um, well, I don�t know for sure. Are you one anymore?�
It was her turn to sigh. �I don�t know either,� sheadmitted.
�Maybe we can find out together whether weshould be,� I said.
�Oh, yes!� she agreed. Then she caressed me upand down, and clasped me tighter with her thighs,and squeezed my cock again with her womanly open-ing�and then, despite her lingering tears, shelaughed and said, �but not quite yet!�

###
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